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WAR AND PEACE. 


VOL. IV.— PART FIRST. 

CHAPTER I. 

Is Petersburg at this time in the highest circles was. raging 
Ah greater violence than ever before the complicated battle 
jAtween the parties of Eumyantsef, the French, Alary a 
7 odorovna, the Tsesareviteh, and others, absorbing, as always, 
- energies of the court drones. But Petersburg life went on 
in its old channels — tranquil, sumptuous, engrossed only in 
phantoms and reflections of life, and any one in the current of 
this life had need to exercise great energy to recognize the peril 
and the difficult position in which the Bussian nation was placed, 
"’here were the same levees and balls, the same French, fchea- 
1 ore the same court interests, the same official interests, and 
fch same intrigues. 

^ ; Is w%p only in the very highest circles that any efforts were 
'! made to realize the difficulties of the actual situation. It was 
told in a whisper how differently the two empresses behaved 
in such trying circumstances. * The Empress Maria Teodo- 
rovna, concerned for the safety of the charities and educational 
establishments of which she was the patroness, made her ar- 
. *angements to have all these institutions transferred to Kazan, 
and the effects of these institutions had already been removed. 

The Empress Elizabeth, * on the other hand, when the 
question arose, what she wished done, replied, with that -gen- 
nine Bussian patriotism characteristic of her, that she had no 
„i 'orders to give in regard to the governmental institutions, since 
that was# the province of the sovereign 5 while, as far as what 
depended upon her personally, she declared that she should 
be the last to leave 1 Vtor^bnrg. 

* On the seventh of September, the same day as the battle 


• ■* the^ seventh of Sept ember,' "the same day as the battle 
pf Borodino, Anna Pavlovna gave a reception, the flower 

* YeUzavicta Alekseyevna, the consort of jtlie emperor, *a eontradistiac- 
tion to the empress dowager. 
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these difficulties; but in Anna Pavlovna's presence no erne 
even dared to think about this ; it was as though it; were not 
known by any one, # ^ gd 

“ They say the poor countess is very ill. The doctor a! 
is angina pebtbris? 3 . , 1 

“Angina? Oh, that is a terrible illness? 1 > ^ | 

“They say the rivals are reconciled, thanks to ilusmugina,] 
The word mvjine was pronounced with great unci ion. ^ I 
“The old count, I am told, is very pathetic. Ho wept Ukl 
a child when the doctor told him that it was a daugero*! 
ease? 3 . # I 

“Oh, it would be a terrible loss! She ? s a bewitch! H 
creature ! >? j 


of which was to be the reading of a letter from his 
the metropolitan,, sent to the sovereign together with 
picture of his holiness Saint Sergii. This letter wa 
cred a model of patriotic, .spiritual eloquence. It wa 
read by Prince Vasili himself, who was famous for In 
as a reader. ■ (He had even read at the empress's ! ^ 1 1 1 s 
of reading consisted in decanting the words now in a lou 
tone and now in a sweet- tone, now giving a desperate roai 
now a tender murmur, absolutely independent of the sign'll 
canee of the words, so that it was wholly a matter of chain* 
whether the roar or the murmur fell on one word or another. ^ 
Tliis reading, like everything that happened at Awrup Pay 
lovna’s receptions, had a political significance, lids partieul;: 
evening there were to be present a number of iumormn 
people whom it was necessary to put to shame for attend bp, 'j 
the French theatre, and to stir to a- patriotic state of mind. [ 
Already a considerable number of guests bad guthemb huj 
Anna Pavlovna did not yet see in her dravhng-room all vims* 
presence wus deemed necessary, and accordingly she postpone* 
the reading and permitted general conversation. 

The chief item of news that day in Petersburg was the 
Countess Bezukhaya's illness. The countess laid been uncx* 
peetedly taken ill several days before ; she had missed several 
assemblies of which she was the adornment, ami rumor bad if 
that she received no one, and that, instead of the famous 
Petersburg doctors who had usually prescribed for her, she 
had intrusted her ease to an Italian doctor, who was treating 
her by some new and extraordinary method. 

All knew perfectly well that the charming countess's illness 
arose from the difficulty of marrying two husbands at once, 
and that the Italian’s treatment consisted in the removal of 
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1 %u wore speaking: of tlie poor countess/ said Anna Fav- 
^ joining the group, " I sent to hear how she was. They 
I ’d me that she was a little better. Oh* unquestionably 
the most charming woman in the world/’ said Anna 
vim, with a smile at her own enthusiasm, u We belong 
\<r different camps, hut that does not prevent me from esteem- 
ing her as she deserves. She is very unhappy/* * added Anna 
"Pavlovna, 

Supposing that Anna Pavlovna by these words slightly 
lifted the veil of mystery that shrouded the countess’s illness, 
one indiscreet young man allowed himself to express his 
amazement that physicians of repute had not been called, but 
bat. a charlatan, who might very easily administer dangerous 
Remedies, was treating the count ss. 

;i You may be better informed than I am/ suddenly said 
JAnna Pavlovna, with a cutting tone, to the inexperienced 
lyoung man. “ But I have Ijeen told on very good authority 
'that this doctor is a very learned and very skilful man. He 
is private physician to the Queen of Spain.” f 
- And having thus annihilated the young man, Anna Pavlovna 
* turned to Bilibin, who, in another circle, having wrinkled up 
his skin, and evidently made ready to smooth it out again 
preliminary to getting off a witticism, was speaking about the 
Austrians. 

“I find it charming,” said he, referring to a diplomatic 
4oeux%mt, which had been sent to accompany some Austrian 
standards captured by Wittgenstein — the hero of Petropolis, 
le hems cle Fetmpol — as lie was called in Petersburg. 

/‘What, what is that?” said Anna Pavlovna, turning to 
him with a view to causing a silence so that the mot which 
she had already heard might be more effective. 

. ^ And Bilibin repeated the folio wing authentic words of the 
. diplomatic despatch which he himself had drawn up. 

“ /The emperor returns the Austrian flags/ ” said Bilibin, 
quo deadly flags that had lost their way when he found them/ ” 

i r 4- <* On dii qm la pnuvre cmutcum eH lees-nod, Le modem n dit qm* c'vst 
t laift/iiie perforate . ,J — “ L'tmgine? Oh , eVvi une mahtdie. terrible !** — u On 
dit quo Iph rhmvx .s’e q mt recondite s* praev It ronphn'f — * 1 Lc ricttr romfe rut 
1 touehunfrh re q tv on, dit, II a pic u re mm Me an enfant qua ltd le medecin tvi a 
f . { jd quc k pah' vtait danpenutx , — Oh ct* strait mui park terrible* CfM une 
i femme, ntvissanfef — u Pom park? de la pauvre eomksse. J'ai envoy 4 sahoir 
df scs nouvclks. On m*a dit q id elk ttllml mi pm mteitr . Oh ! mrm dank, 
lest la plus char manta femme dn montk* — JS r &us a ppar tenons a de$ camps 
m kfffnts nuns cola ne ndempeehe pas de Icstmer comme die mirite. Mm 
I si bienui alh.c area scf 

; 1 u J r t>« informations pmvent itre meillettres quc Im miennes . Maisjemis 
UiF oonne source qm ce medecin est un homme tres-suvant d trls-kaUkP 
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“Delightful, delightful ! n exclaimed Prince Vasili. 

“The way to Warsaw, perhaps/’ * said Prince Ippolit unex- 
pectedly, in a loud voice. All looked at him without under- 
standing what he meant. Prince Ippolit also looked round 
with a complacent smile. He had just 'as little idea as the 
rest had of what the words he hud spoken meant. During the 
time of his diplomatic career, he had more than once observed 
that a few words thus unexpectedly thrown in seem very smart, 
and at every chance he made such remarks, the first that came 
to his tongue. “It may be capital, ?? he thought, “but, even it* 
it isn’t a success, still they will be able to make something 
but of it.” 

In fact, the awkward silence that ensued was broken by the 
appearance of the hisidheiently patriotic individual vinca 
Anna Pavlovna was expecting and hoped to eon vert, and du* 
with a smile, and threatening Prince Ippolit with her nmjyr, 
beckoned Prince Vasili to the table, and, placing two caudles 
and the? manuscript before him, invited him to begin. 

General silence : 

“ Most y rations Sovereign and Entpem y ? declaimed Prince 
Vasili sternly, and gave his audience a look as much as to ask, 
w Who had anything to say against that? ** fhtr tit ief rapt* 
fal city, the new Jerusalem, rentiers ITS Christ A - — he 

gave a sudden emphasis on the premium ITS. "Like us a 
mother embracing her fervently th voted sons, and rut eh lug sight 
through the gathering mark of the splendid glory thy 
realm , she sings In her rapture , * Hosanna f JJlessed is he that 
comet h / ? 

Prince Vasili uttered these final words in a voice suggestive 

of tears. 

Bilibin attentively gazed at his finger-nails; and several 
evidently felt abashed, and seemed to be asking, “ What have 
we done amiss ? ?? Anna Pavlovna, in a' whisper, went ahead 
with the next sentence like an old woman repeating the 
prayer at communion; — “If the insolent ami brazen Goliath” 
she* began. 

Prince Vasili read on: — 

“If the insolent and Imizm Goliath from the mntfnes of 
France bring his homicidal horrors upon the lands offlassiru 
humble faith, that sling of the Russian David, shall smite 
unexpectedly the head of his bloodthirsty pride. This image 

* u L'empsreur remote les dmpeatm mttrkhkm, dmpmta amis el wares 

§ w*d a tinouvd hors de la route” *— li Charmant* c harmant t ” — u C } e$t la route 
e Varaovie, vml-itreP '■ ■ 
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of Saint Sergii } the undent zealot of our country's good, is sent 
to your imperial majesty. I regret that my failing powers 
prevent me from rejoicing m the sight of your beloved fare . 
Earnest prayers I shall raise to heaven; may the Almighty 
increase the generation of the righteous , and fttljil your 
majesty's pious hopes.” 

a Quel force / Quel style / ?? were the encomiums passed 
upon reader and author alike. 

Animated by this discourse, Anna Pavlovna’s guests for 
a long time still discussed the condition of the country, and 
made various predictions about the result of the battle which 
it was known was to be fought about that time. “ Vans 
verrez — you will see/’ exclaimed Anna Pavlovna* “ We shall 
have news to-morrow : it’s the sovereign’s birthday. I have a 
lianpy presentiment” 


CHAPTER IL 


Anna Pavlovna’s presentiment was in fact justified 

On the following day, during the Te Deum chanted at the 
palace in honor of the emperor’s birthday, Prince Volkonsky 
was called out from the chapel and handed an envelope from 
Prince Kutuzof. This contained Kutuzof’s report written 
from Tafcarinovo on the day of the battle. Kutuzof wrote 
that like Russians had not fallen back a step, that the French 
had lost far more than' ours, that he made his report in all 
haste from the field of battle, without having had time, as yet, 
to receive all details. 

Of course it was a victory. And instantly, without dismiss- 
ing the audience, a thanksgiving was sung to the Creator for 
his aid and for the victory, 

Anna Pavlovna’s presentiment was justified ; and through- 
out the city there reigned, all the morning, joyfully festive 
‘enthusiasm. All considered the victory complete, and many 
went so far as to talk about Napoleon himself being a pris- 
oner, and of his overthrow and the choice of a new sovereign 
for France. 

# Remote from the scene of action, and in the midst of court 
life, it was thoroughly difficult to realize events in their com- 
pleteness and real importance. Involuntarily, events in gen- 
eral grouped themselves around some special incident. Thus, 
in the present instance, the chief joy of the courtiers was 
included not so much in the fact that we had won a victory, 
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as in the fact that the news of this victory had arrived pre- 
cisely on the- sovereign's birthday* It was" a sort of success- 
ful surprise* 1 * 

In Kutuzofs report mention wu 5 also made of the liases 
suffered by the .'Russians, and especially singled out for men* 
t ion were Tutehkuh Bagration, Euruisuh Aee< *0 liugly, a I m s 
the melancholy side id the oeeurreiua , as it |!ir»*iitoi itself 
there, in the Petersburg world. was made comnvm in ? hr t>u« 
fact of Kutaisofs death. All knew liha ; ho was a favorite 
with the sovereign ; he was young and interesting. On 1 e:- 
day all who met said to each other : *- How uoauetwulk n all 
came about! Right in the midst of the mass ! And wh a a 
loss, Kutaisof ! Akh ! what a shame ! *’ 

^ What did I tell you about Kutuzof ? *' bow exclaimed 
Prince Vasili, with alftlie pride of a prophet. - I always said 
that* he was the only one capable of heating Ufa pole m." 

But on the following day no aaews was received trom the 
army, and the general, voice begun to- he unsions* The cour- 
tiers suffered from the painful state of ignorance in w hieb the 
sovereign was left . 

u What a position tor tin? sovereign!"* said the courtiers; 
and before the third day hud passed they already began to 
pass judgment on Kutvuob who was regarded as the cause of 
the sovereign’s uneasiness, 

Prince Vasili on that day ceased to boast of his pn*Rhj 4 
Kutuzof, but maintained a discreet silence when t hi ‘ cum- 
manderdn-ehief was mentioned. 

Moreover, on the evening of this same day. us though all 
conspired together to alarm and disquiet the 1\ ft id nr.vis 
another terrible piece of news was amioimeeiL The Countess 
Elena Rezukhaya suddenly died of that terrible disease which 
her friends found it so pleasant to name. 

Officially, in all the great coteries it was declared that the 
Countess Rezukhaya had died of a terrible attack 01 *m : y Am 
perforate, but in select circles details were ImHmomhig ; hew 
(e medeem in time tfe hi nine ifJA/eq/m had prescrib'd tor 
Ellen small doses of some medicine so as to bring ah* m ire 
tain effects, ami how Ellen, worried because Use old remit had 
some suspicion of her, mid because her husband, to whom she 
had written (that miserable, depraved Pierre), did not reply to 
her, suddenly took a tremendous dose of the drug prescribed:, 
and died in agony because help could not be got to hen It was 
said that Prince Vasili and the old count had at first; blamed 
the Italian 5 but the Italian had showed them such letters 


from the late unfortunate countess that they had instantly let 

him go, . '.'oh. ;/■ 

Gossip in general was confined to these three unhappy 
events : — the ignorance in which the sovereign was left, the 
loss of Kutnisoh and Eh -ids dtwin. 

On the third day after Kutuzofs despatch had been re- 
ceived,, a landed proprietor arrived at Petersburg from Mos- 
cow, and soon the whole city was ringing with the news that 
Moscow was abandoned to the French, 

This was terrible ! ’What a position it placed the sovereign 
in ! Kntiizof was a traitor, and Prince Vasili, while receiving 
vmtes ile eondoleunee for the death of Ills daughter, speaking 
of that same Kutuzof whom he had but shortly before been 
praising (it was pardonable that in his grief he should forget 
what he said before), declared that it was idle to expect any- 
thing else from a blind and lewd old man. “I am only 
amazed that the fate of E^ssia should have been intrusted 
to such a man ! 77 

This news being as yet unofficial, there was still room for 
doubt, but on the following day the following despatch came 
from Count Eostopchin : — - 

a Prince Kutuzofs adjutant brought me a letter wherein he demands 
of me police officers to conduct the army to the Riazan road. He .pro- 
tests his regret at abandoning Moscow. Your majesty, Kutuzofs act 
decides the " fate of the capital and of your empire. Russia will thrill 
whence learns of the abandonment of that city, which is the focus of 
the greatness of Russia, where lie the ashes of your ancestors. I follow 
the army. I have sent everything away. It remains for me only to weep 
for the misfortune of iny fatherland.” 

On receiving this letter, the sovereign sent Prince Volkon- 
sky with the following rescript to Kutuzof : — 

“ Prince Mikhail Iliaronoviteh ! Since September 0 I have had no 
report from you. Meantime I have received, by the way of Yaroslavl, 
under date of September 13, from the Governor-General of Moscow, 
the melancholy tidings that yon and the army have decided to abandon 
Moscow. You may imagined he effect which these tidings produced upon 
me, aud^your silence deepens my amazement, f send General-Adjutant 
Prince Volkonsky with this to learn from you the condition of the army 
and what reasons compelled you to such a melancholy decision.” 



Nike days after the abandonment of Moscow, a messenger 
from Kutuzof arrived in Petersburg with the oiiieial eunlima- 
tion of the abandonment of Moscow. This courier was the 
Frenchman Michaud. hut though a foreigner, yet a Eliasian in 
heart and soul # — as he himself declared. 

The sovereign immediately gave the courier audience in 
Ms cabinet in his palace on the Ruauumui Ostrof. Michaud, 
who had never seen Moscow before this campaign and could 
not speak Bnssian, nevertheless felt greatly agitated when he 
appeared before “not re tre^jrmdvux wiaynttti ” (as he ex- 
pressed it in a letter) with the tidings of the burning of 
Moscow — the flames of which lighted up his way. Though 
the source of Mr. Michaud's chagrin must have been very 
different from that from which the grief of the Kussuin peo- 
ple proeeeded f Michaud drew such a melancholy face, as lie was 
ushered into the sovereign's cabinet, that the sovereign instantly 
asked him: u Are you bringing me sad news, colonel ?” 

“Very sad, sired* replied Michaud with a sigh, and drop- 
ping his eyes, “ I'uhandtm de Mmnn / - M 

“Can they have surrendered my ancient capital without a 
battle?” exclaimed the emperor, an angry flush suddenly 
rising in his face, ' * 

Michaud respectfully delivered the message with which he 
had been intrusted by Kutuzof ; to wit, that it was a sheer 
impossibility to accept an engagement at Moscow, and that as 
but one choice was left, to lose both the army and Moscow, or 
Moscow alone, the field marshal had felt it his duty to choose 
the latter alternative. 

The sovereign listened in silence, not looking at Michaud, 
“Has the enemy entered the city?” he demanded, 
a Yes, your majesty, and it is a heap of ashes by this time. 
When 1 left it* ’twas all on fire,” f said Michaud resolutely ; 
but when he glanced at the emperor, .Michaud was horror- 
struck at what he had said. The sovereign was breathing 
with quick, labored respirations j his lower lip trembled, and 
his handsome blue eyes for an instant overflowed with tears. 
But this lasted only a moment The sovereign suddenly 

* Qimque t" ratif/i r t t ime de mur ei d time. 

,T " L'enwmi e$t~il film t m vUtet”— “ Out, sire, ei die mi en mn$m$ h 

. Vmutb qu it esL Je Vai la'mge toute en jlammm” 
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scowled as tliongli annoyed at Himself for Ins weakness. t And, 
raising Ms head, lie turned to Michaud with a steady voice : — ■ 

«I see, colonel, from all that is happening to us/’ said be, 
“ that 'Providence demands great sacrifices of us — I am ready 
to submit to his will; but tell me, Michaud, how did you 
leave the army which saw my ancient capital thus abandoned 
without striking a blow ? Bid you not see any signs of dis- 
couragement' ? ” 

Michaud, seeing this calmness of Ms “very gracious sover- 
eign,” instantly recovered his own presence of mind, but he was 
not yet ready to reply to the emperor’s straightforward and un- 
equivocal question, which demanded a straightforward answer. 

“Your majesty, will you allow me to speak freely, like a 
loyal soldier ? ” he asked for the sake of gaining time. 

“ Colonel, that is what I always demand,” said the emperor. 
“ Conceal nothing from me : I wish to know absolutely how 
'matters stand.” ty.; /yyC/hyA 

“Your majesty,” said Micfiaud, with a shrewd but scarcely 
perceptible smile on his lips, having now collected himself 
sufficiently to formulate his answer in a graceful and respect- 
ful jeu de mots : “Your majesty, I left the whole army, from 
the chiefs down to the last soldier, without exception, in a 
state of terrible, desperate alarm ” — 

“ Iiow is that ? ” interrupted the sovereign, darkly frowning* 
“ My Russians allow themselves to be cast down by misfor- 
tune ? # Never ! ” 

This was all that Michaud wished so as to complete his 
jeu de ' mots . 

“Your majesty,” said he, with a respectful but mischievous 
expression, “'their only fear is that your majesty, through 
kindness of heart, will be persuaded to make peace. They 
are burning to tight,” said the accredited representative of the 
Russian people, “and to prove to your majesty by the sacri- 
fice of their lives how devoted they are.” * 

“ Ah ! ” said the sovereign, re-assured, and with an affectionate 

* “ de rots, colonel, par tout ec qui news anive, qvc ht Pro ride nee exige de 
grands sacrifices de news, — Je mis prit a me sou mettre a tanks ses volant (*$ ; 
mats ditewnoi, Mich and, comment arez-mus latest / Varwve en voytnit ainsi, 

sans coup f drtr, ahnndonner man aneknne capitate ? M'avez-rmts pas apcr<;u 
du diemragemenf ? n — “ Sire, me permettrez-vons de urn s purler fra nekemmt 
en loyal milituire f — <{ Colonel, je Vcxige ton fours. Me me caches rim ; je 
ve.nx mmir ubsolumnd ce qit'll m cst.”~~“ &ire* fai latest Umie Varmte, 
depute les chefs jmqffmt dernier sotdat, sans exception dans une era lute tipou- 
variable , affray ante / - ** Comment ? Mes Russes se lamerontdts abattre 
par le mulkemr ? J amain ! n ~~ “Sire, its craignent settlement quo voire •majesty 
par bonk de emir ne se lame persuader de fairs la mix. Its bruknt de com- 
battre ct de prouver it voire majeste par le sacrifice de leur vie , comUen il$ lui 
sont devoudsP u : gv v u . 
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gleam flashing from his eyes, as he tapped Michaud on the 
shoulder, u you relieve 'me, colonel/ 5. 

The sovereign then dropped his head and remained i\»r some, 
time lost in thought Very well I Jhnurn to the army." said he, 
drawing himself up to his full height, and ranting to M mhaud 
with a gentle but majestic gesture, ** And tell eur 1< rave men, 
tell all my good subjects everywhere yuii -m t that when I have 
no soldiers left I will place mymU at tie head oi my 1 * Pv* d 
nobles and of my worthy peasants and thus I * hi t xhauri the 
last resources of my empire. It will furnish me yet with mere 
than my enemies think,* 5 said the sovereign, grow iug mnn md 
more moved, c * But if ever it were written in the «h erees * i 
Divine Providence.** he went on to say, raising to heaven his 
beautiful, kindly eyes gleaming with emotion, ** that luv family 
should cease to reign on the throne of my anec^turs, them 
after having exhausted all the meant that are in uu pm\u\ I 
will allow my beard to grow to here ** (the sovereign placed his 
hand half-way down his chest) “and l will cu ami eat pot itoes 
with the humblest of my peasants sooner than sign the shame 
of my country and of my Moved nation, whose sacrifices 1 can 
appreciate/* % 

Having said these words in a voice full of emotion, the sov- 
ereign suddenly turned round r as though he wished to hide 
from Michaud the tears that tilled his eyes, and walked to the 
end of his cabinet. After standing there a few moments, lie 
came back to Michaud with long strides and, gave his /mu a 
powerful squeeze below the elbow. His handsome, kindly face 
•was flushed, and his eyes flashed with decision and fury ; — 

u Colonel Michaud, forget not what I have said to you here: 
perhaps some day we shall recall it with pleasure — either 
Napoleon or I,” said the sovereign, laying his hand on his 
chest, f< TTe can no longer reign together, l have learned to 
know him; he shall never deceive me again l f And the 
sovereign, with a frown, relapsed, into silence, 

* ** JSk hkiii rehanmez h famine ft t diU-s h tms bnt»v s\ (lift s « turn mm hrmtt 
sujets purhmt oi/ ram passive?., qm qvtmdjr tdaamls p'tm amain sridnUje tan 
mHirtti* moUmume, a la tele tie ma chert mddesst *, dr m* s Hats pauMins* ei 
JUt serai uinsi jmqn'lt la dernilve reseat ree \ man dm/dn . II »*■# a *<ftr 
encore Idas amines ennemis ne prnsuti. Mam slmmmmil f><1 0/dt dans 
les iWrets ae ht /Heine PrmHtkticr pue ma/lmmtifi clip : mmeryde repair 
mtr U tram tk mM aneetres* afam, apjrM unde dpmse hats tea nmjp ns i$mi sunt' 
eiiman poumk\jc me tuisserai emit re la lairhe jusqa‘hd -^et/irai mttnprr 
des pommes th terre avec te dernier de mes papsans plaint *h i si a nr e la hank do 
ma paiHe. et da mu chere naMon* dont je sms apprikder km saerijktnd* 

t M Colonel Michaud* n'oubUez pm ee gun jc roan dU ki * penkitre quhm 
jour nous nom le mpellerom uvec plaint r. Mapak'on on mat / Mvm m 
pouvom plus Hgrnr ensemble* J'mappma i$ conmitre, ll m me trmvpisr® 
plus." 
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Michaud, though a foreigner, yet a .Russian in heart and 
soul, felt at that solemn moment “ entMmkisnd™ by all that 
he had just heard (as he said afterwards), and in tin* expres- 
sions that followed, he tittered not only his own feelings but 
also the feelings of the Russian people, whose representative 
he considered himself : — 

“Sire!” said he, “your majesty at' this moment seals the 
glory of the nation and the safety of Europe*” * 

The sovereign with an inclination of the head dismissed 
Michaud. 


CHAPTER IV. T 

At the time when Russia was half conquered, and the in- 
habitants of Moscow were fleeing to distant provinces, and 
levy after levy of the landwplir was being raised for the de- 
fence of the fatherland, we, who were not alive at the time, 
involuntarily presuppose that all the men of Russia, from 
small to great, were solely occupied in sacrificing themselves 
in saving the country or in bewailing its ruin. 

Stories and descriptions of that period, all without excep- 
tion, speak of self-sacrifice, love for the fatherland, the des- 
peration, sorrow, and heroism, of the Russians., 

In reality, this was not so at all. It merely seems so to us 
from 'She fact that we are occupied with the general historical 
interest of the time and fail to see all those personal individ- 
ual interests which occupied private individuals. But, in real- 
ity, those personal interests seemed to the men of that day so 
much more significant than the general interests, that the gen- 
eral interests were never felt at all, and were scarcely regarded. 
The majority of the men of that time paid no attention at all 
to the general course of events, and were merely guided by 
the personal interests of that present. And those very men 
were the most important factors of that time. 

Those who strove to comprehend the general course of 
events, and were anxious by their sidf-saerifice and heroism to 
take pSrfe in it, were the most useless members of society. 
They saw everything in a wrong sense ; and all that they did, 
in spite of their good intentions, proved to be profitless waste, 
like the regiments organized by -Tier re and M'amonof, which 
pillaged the Russian villages ; or like the lint picked by high- 

* n Sire t voire majesty dgne dans ce moment la gloire de la nation e tie salat 
de V Europe A 
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,f! bom young ladies, which never readied the wounded, and 

1* soon, 

\\< Even those who, in their fondness for suhrditiei end the ex- 

, ’ pression of their feelings, Hiked 

Russia-, lire olmitarily gave to i heir sp< 

1 * impressions, or pretenees. nr 1:ilselic*u 

| and animosities against men who w< iv 

h which no one could really he held re, 

!! In historical events more .-tried 

1! the prohibition against tasting the fruit 

j edge. Only unconscious activity frriiu 

man who plays a part in any historical event m ver realizes 
; its significance. If he tries to realize it* he is astounded by 

ifi . his barrenness. 

The significance of the event that took place at that time 
in Russia was proportionate!} incomprehensible urn idem to 
t the part which any man Took night. In Rierbrnr;’ and th»* 

provinces remote from 'Moscow, ladies and own in militia 
uniforms mourned over Russia and the eapithb ami talked 
about self-sacrifice and other such things; but in the army 
which, was retreating from Moscow, almost nothing was said 
or thought about Moscow; and as they looked at the * mu- 
flagraiion no one dreamed of vivakieg vengeance cm the 
French, but they thought of the nest quarters par about f lie 
next halting-place, about Matrioshka the sutling-wciieh,* and 
the like. , ■* 

Nikolai lfostof, without any pretence of seli-saeriliein but 
fortuitously, the war having surprised him while he was still 
in the service, took a genuine ami continuous part in the de- 
fence of his country, and accordingly looked without despair 
and without sombre forebodings on what was then happening 
in Russia. 

If any one had asked Mm what he thought about the con- 
dition of Russia at the time, he would, have replied that it 
wasn’t for him to think about it that Kuhr/.of and Use others 
were for that, but he had heard that more regiments were 
mobilizing, and that there would be still more "figh ti ng, and 
that if nothing happened it would not be astonishing ‘if in a 
couple of years lie were givi n a regiment. 

It was because he took this view of affairs that he not 
only felt no compunction at being deprived of partwipnUou in 
the last engagement, having received word that he was ap- 
pointed commander of a remount expedition to Voronezh 

# Mu'ketuntku 
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after horses for Ms division, but was even perfectly delighted, 
and took no pains to hide it' from Ms comrades, who were 
generous enough to sympathize with him, 

A few days before the battle, of Borodino, Nikolai received 
the money and the necessary papers, and, sending a hussar on 
in advance, he started tor Voronezh by post relays. 

Only a man who has experienced this, that is, who has 
spent "several months in succession in the atmosphere of 
military campaign life, can comprehend the delight which 
Nikolai experienced when he passed out of the circle beyond 
which there were no more foraging parties, provision trains, 
and ambulances ; when he ceased to see soldiers, array wagons, 
the dirty traces of a camp, and his eyes were greeted by 
villages with peasant men and women, with country land- 
holders, mansions, fields with pasturing cattle, post station- 
houses with tlieir sleepy agents, he felt such joy as though he 
saw it all for the first time ii\his life. 

One thing especially kept Mm in a perpetual state of sur- 
prise and delight, and this was the sight of young and healthy 
women, who did not each have a dozen officers tagging 
after her all the time, and women who found it a flattering 
novelty to have . an officer, as he passed by,, stop and chatter 
■with them. . 

In the most jovial frame of mind,- Nikolai reached- Voronezh 
at evening, put up at the inn, ordered all that he had so long 
been licking at the front, and on the next day, after getting 
a clean shave, and putting on his long unused dress uniform, 
he went to pay his respects to the city officials. 

The commander of the landwehr was a civil general, an old 
man who evidently took great delight in his military title and 
rank. He received Nikolai sternly, — thinking that this was 
proper in a military man o£ his importance, — and questioned ■ 
him in a very significant way, approving or disapproving as 
though it were his special prerogative, and as though he were 
the judge of how the general course of the war was directed. 

Nikolai was so happy that this merely amused him. 

From the commander of the landwehr he went to the 
governor The governor was a lively little man, very friendly 
and simple-hearted. He fold. Nikolai of several establish- 
ments where he might obtain horses, recommended to him a 
horse-dealer in the city and a landed proprietor twenty versts 
from the city, who kept good horses, and he promised Mm 
any sort of co-operation, ' * 

“ Are you Count Ilya Audrey evitch’s son ? My wife used 


WAR AXD PEACE • 


14 


to be xery good friends with your matushka. On Thursdays 
I always have a reception: to-day is llmrsday: dr* me the 
favor to come informally^ said the governor as Nikolai look 
Iris' leave, 

immediately cm leaving the .governor Nikolai took post, 
horses, and, accompanied by his ipmiienmmter, drove rapidly 
the twenty versts so as to see tin* >t;id owm u ly tin* lamb d 


proprietor. 

Nikolai found everything jolly and comfortable during tins 


Iris first visit at, Voronezh, and, as is usually the e 


when a 
>il\ and 


man is in a, good frame of mind, everything was e 
satisfactorily settled. 

The landed proprietor whom. Nikolai went to see was an 
old bachelor, formerly a cavalryman, a connoisseur of burses, 
a huntsman, the master of spiced vodka * a hundred \ ears 
old, of old Hungarian, and of marvellous horses. 

Nikolai, in two words, bought, for fox thousand rubles, 
seventeen stallions. foi^uiter]/’ as he expressed it, •* tor the 
show pieces of his remount.*' After a good dtmier, and 


drinking considerable of admirable Hungarian, Ifostuf, ex- 
changing kisses with: the proprietor. 


with whom lie was 
already on the most intimate terms of friendship, drove haek 
over the horrible road (which, however, did not affect his 
spirits), constantly urging his yainshchik to do Ins wry best 
to get him back to the governor’s in time for the reception, 

Having changed his clothes, scented himself, and wet his 
hair down with cold water, Nikolai, though rather late, but 
with the proverb “better late than never* 1 ready for use. ap- 
peared at the governor’s. 

it was not a ball, and it was not formally announced that 
there would be dancing ; but Katerina Petrovna. a< ail knew, 
would play some values and imsmims on the harpsichord, and 
there might be some dancing ; and all the guests took this for 
granted, and came in hall costumes. 

Provincial life in 1812 was pretty much the same as ever, 
with this sole difference, that it was unusually guy in the little 
city, owing to the presence of a number of wealthy families 
from Moscow, and to the foot that, as a general things at this 
time there was unprecedented luxury of living observable (the 
sea being but knee-deep to drunken men), while the small talk 
that is a necessity among pimple, and’ which, ’hitherto, hud 
been concerned merely with the weather and petty gossip, 
now turned on the state of Moscow, the war, and Napoleon* 

* Zapakanka : vodka and honey boiled with spices. 
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The society that met at the governor’s was the best society 
of Voronezh. 

There were any number of Indies, there were several of 
Nikolai’s Moscow 'acquaintances ; bnt there was not a man who 
could in any way compare with the Gtwgiovsky cavalier, the 
gallant hussar, the goud-mihired, well-bred Count Eostofl 

Among tin* men was an Italian, who had berm an officer in 
the French army, and was now a prisoner, and .Nikolai felt, 
that; this prisoner’s presence still further enhanced Lis conse- 
quence as a -Russian hero. It was a kind of a trophy ! N ikolai 
filt this, and it seemed to Mm that this was the way they till 
regarded the Italian, and so he treated him cordially, but with- 
a certain dignity and reserve. ^ ; 

As soon as 'Nikolai entered the room in his hussar s uniform, 
diffusing around him an odor of perfumes and of wine, and he 
himself said, and heard others say, again and again, the words 
vaut niietm tard que jamah — better late than never, — he be- 
came the centre of the gathering ; all eyes were fixed upon 
him, and he immediately felt that the position of general 
favorite, which he had taken in the province, was exceedingly 
appropriate to him, and pleasant, and, after such long depriva- 
tion, really intoxicating in its agreeablehess. Not only at the 
post stations, the taverns, and the residence of the landed pro- 
prietor, were the servant maids flattered by his attentions, hub 
here, at the governor A reception, it seemed to Nikolai that 
there jras an inexhaustible array of young married women and 
pretty girls tv ho were impatient to have him give them a share 
of his attention. 

The ladies and young girls coquetted with him, and the old 
people, from the very first moment, took it upon themselves 
to find a wife for this .mad-cap young hussar, and bring him to 
his ^ senses. Among the latter was the governors wife her- 
self, who received Eostof like a near relative, and called him 
u Nicolas ” and addressed him with the familiar tm? "thou.” 

Katerina Petrovna, as was expected, began to play her petkes 
and ieosstdses, and the dancing began, and, by his graces in this 
accomplishment, Nikolai still more captivated all the govern- 
mental gocietyx He surprised every one by his peculiarly free 
and easy manner of dancing. Even* Nikolai was somewhat sur- 
prised at himself by his manner of dancing that evening. He 
had never danced so at Moscow, and he would have been dis- 
posed to call such extravagance of freedom unbecoming, and 
mu avals genre, had he not felt the necessity upon him of sur- 
prising them all by something extraordinary, something which' 
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they must be taught to regard as the proper thing in capitals, 
hut as yet unknown in the provinces. 

All that evening, Nikolai devoted the most o^his munitions 
to a blue-eyed, plump and pretty link* bhmde, tin* wife of mm 
of the governmental chiummiks. ^ With that, h /ov -uadoii 
with which young inmn ilattvr then; whv*. that o? law Hens 
wives were created especially ior their dhvrdun, j lost of 
staid by this lady, and treated her husband iti a. friendly, 
somewhat emsjAMffctrf way, as though 1 were tu be quite 
taken for granted, though as vet nothing ha l bceipsaid a I nut 
it, that they would gel along splendidly* that is* N ikoiai with 
this Bum’s wife l 

The husband, however, it seemed, did not chain in this per- 
suasion, and did Ins best to treat Hosted with marked coldness, 
But Nikolai's unaffected frankness was so unhoumled* that 
more than once the husband was obliged* in spite ol him, to 
give way to Nikolai’s geniality* *. 

Toward the end of the evening, however, in proportion as 
Ms wife's face grew more and more hushed and excited, her 
husband's face grew ever more and mure set and melancholy, 
as though there were a common fund of vivacity shared by 
the two so that in proportion as it waxed in the wife, it waned 
in the husband. 


CHAPTER V. 

Nikolai, with a beaming smile on his lips* sat in his easy* 
chair, leaning over as near as possible to the pretty MmnUnktu 
whispering mythological compliments into her oar. 

Briskly shifting Ms legs in their tight ridiiig-trcmsers* ex- 
haling the odor of perfumes, and contemplating his lady and 
himself, and the handsome shape of his calves under ills top- 
boots, Nikolai was telling the pretty bloh.de that, while lie was 
there at Voronezh, he intended to run away with a certain 
lady, ;v):b:b; 

“ Who is she ? " 

“ Charming, divine ! Her eyes M {Nikolai looked cKsdy at 
his neighbor) w are blue; her bps, coral ; her complexion ” *•— 
he gave a significant look at her shoulders **— is her/ form, 
Diana’s!” ’ ■ ; ;r , 

The husband rejoined them* and asked gloomily what she 
was talking about/ 

u Ah ! Nikita Ivanuitcb,” exclaimed Nikolai, politely ids* 
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ing. And, as though lie were anxious for Nikita Ivanuifcch to 
share in his jokes, lie confided to Mm Ms intention of eloping 
with a ecrrain pri tty Ihn k\ • 

The husband smiled chillingly* the wife rapturously. The 
governor's worthy wife came up to them with a disapproving 
look on her face, 

Anna Ignatyevna is desirous of seeing you, Xlrolas” said 
she, and by the" tone in winch she mentioned the name Anna 
Ignatyevna, Eostof instantly realized that Anna Ignat- 
yevna was a very important individual. u Come, let us go, 
Nicolas, You permit me to call you so, don't you ? 99 
“ Oh, yes, ma fcuite . But who "is she ? ” 

(t Anna Ignatyevna Malvintseva. She had heard of you ' 
through her niece ; — how you rescued her ! — ■ Can you 
guess?” y'.;:;’ 

“ But I rescued so many there ! 99 said Nikolai. 

{( Her niece the Princess *Bolkonskaya. She is here with 
her aunt in Voronezh. Oho! how he reddens! "What does 
that mean, now ? ” dwv 'A ■ byd 

u I could not imagine, — there, there, via tmite / 99 
Pretty good, pretty good ! Oh, what a boy you are ! ” 

The governors wife led him to a tall and very .stately old 
lady with a blue toque on her head, who had just finished a 
hand at cards with the most consequential personages of the 
city. This was Halvintseva, the Princess Mariya’s aunt on 
her ifother’s side, a rich, childless widow, who had always 
lived in Voronezh, She stood settling her card account when 
Eostof was brought to her. She was blinking her eyes with a 
stern and important expression, gave him a glance, and went 
on berating the general who had won her money. 

“Very glad to see you, my dear,” said she," extending her 
hand “ Pray come and see me.” 

>, After speaking a few words about the Princess Mariya mid 
her late father, whom, evidently, Malvintseva had not loved, 
and asking a few questions as to what news Nikolai had to 
give about Prince Andrei, who also seemed not to enjoy her 
good graces, she dismissed him, repeating her invitation to 
visit jnu*. 

Nikolai promised, and again reddened as he took his leave 
of the widow. 

At the remembrance of the Princess Mariya, Eostof expe- 
rienced a feeling of bashfulness, even of fear, which he could 
not understand. % 

After leaving Malvintseva, Eostof intended to return- to 
ol, 4. — 2. . 



the dancing again, but the little jjuUrntttanht laid her plump 
little hand on his sleeve and said that she wanted to have a 
talk with him, and led him into the divau-room, which was 
instantly evaluated by those who were in it and who did nut 
want to* be in her way* 

“ You must know , "mm *<hrrP said the governor** wife, with 
a serious expression on her good little idee, * k 1 have found 
exactly the right wife for you; do you want me to arrange 
. the match 

“Who is it, mu i write- ? n asked Nikolai* 

u l propose the princess* Katerina Vetrovna advises Kill 5 
but that’s not my idea — I say the princess* What do you 
say ? I am sure your mam an would he very thankful. Truly, 
she is a charming girl, and, after all, she is not so very 
plain ! ** 

“Indeed. she isn’t ! ” exclaimed Nikolai in an injured tone, 
“As for myself, ma faute, I do as a soldier should ; I never 
intrude, and I never refuse anything,” said Nikolai, without 
slopping to consider what reply he ought to make, 

■ “ But remember l This is no joked* 

“ What is no joke ? *' 

“Yes, yes,” said the governor’s wife, as though speaking to 
herself, “And see here, irim cfey yon are quite too atten- 
tive to that other lady, lu bhntdu * Beally, it: s pitiful, her 
husband ” — 

“Oh, 1105 he and I are very good friends” replied Nikolai, 
who, in his simplicity of soul,* never once dreamed that such a 
jolly way of whiling" away time could he might else than jolly 
to any one* 

“What foolish nonsense did I speak to the governor’s 
wife?” Nikolai suddenly asked himself while at supper. 
“ She is frying to make a match' — but Sonya? 

And on bidding the governor's wife good-night, when she 
with a smile said to him, “ Now remember ” — lie drew her to 
one side* 

“ Ma tante, I have something 'which I really ought to tell 
you,” "A, 

“ What can it be, my boy ? Come in and let us ail down 
here.” 

Nikolai suddenly felt a desire and an irresistible impulse to 
'.•confide in this almost perfect stranger all his private thoughts 
.---thoughts which he would never have told his mother, Ids 
sister/ his friend. Afterwards, when he remembered this out- 
burst of needless, inexplicable frankness, which nevertheless 

A-kvAA; 
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had very important consequences, it seemed to him as it 
always seems to people — that he had acted very foolishly; 
this outburst of frankness, together with other trivial circum- 
stances, had for him and for his whole family portentous 
results, 

“ This is what I mean* ma taute. Mum an has for a long 
time been anxious for me to many a rich young lady. But 
the idea of marrying for money has always been extremely 
repugnant.” 

t£ Ohj yes, I understand,” assented the governor's wife. 

K But the Princess Bolkonskaya : that is another thing. In 
the first place, I will tell you honestly she pleases me very 
much ; I like her extremely. And besides, after meeting her 
in such a way, in such a terrible position, the thought has 
often occurred to me that it was fate. You may remember, 
maman long, long ago thought about this, before I ever hap- 
pened to meet her, and somehow it happened, so ; we never 
met. And then when my sister Natasha was engaged to her 
brother, why, of course, then it became out of the question to 
think of marrying her.* And now, just as Natasha’s engage- 
ment is broken off, it must needs happen that I meet her; 
well, it’s all — this is the trouble — I have never told any one 
about this, and I don’t intend to. /.Only, to you.” 

The governor’s wife gave his elbow an encouraging pressure, 

u Y <jp know Sophie, my cousin. I love her, and I have prom- 
ised to marry her and i shall marry her. — And so you see 
there is nothing to be said about this other matter,” explained 
Nikolai, Incoherently and reddening. 

u Mon eherf man cherJ how can you have such ideas? 
Why, you know Sophie has nothing, and you yourself have 
told me that your papa’s affairs were in a wretched state. 
And your mam cm? This would kill her surely! Then, 
Sophie, if she is a girl with any heart, what a life it would 
be for her ! Your mother in despair, your property all dis- 
sipated!- — No, man cher, you and Sophie must see things as 
they are.” 

Nikolai made no reply. It was pleasant for him to hear 
this reasoning. 

w Still, ma tante, this cannot be,” said he with a sigh, after 
some little silence. “Then, do you suppose the princess 
would marry me f and besides she is in mourning. How can 
such a thing be thought of ? ” * 

* The marriage sacrament according to the Greek Church makes mar- 
riage relationship blood relationship. 
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u What ? do you suppose I would have ymi many her In- 
stantly? 11 y *a manure et mtmiu'e! f? said the governor's 
wife. 

u What a match-maker, ma tardvf** said Nikolai, kissing 

her plump hand. 


CHAPTER TL 

The Princess Mariya, on arriving at Moscow after her 
meeting with Eostof, found there hw nephew and his tutor, 
and a letter from Prince Andrei, who enjoined upon them to 
go to Voronezh, to her mini Mfdvintsevm 

The labors consequent upon this move. In v anxiety for Inn* 
brother, the regulation of her life in her new home, new ac- 
quaintances, the education of her nephew, — -all this tended 
to quench in the Princess Mariya’s heart that seductive long- 
ing which had tormented her during her father's illness, and 
after his death, and especially after her meeting with Eostuf. 

. She was unhappy.. 

The impression of her father's loss, associated in her mind 
as it was with the ruin of Eussia, now, alter a month spent 
in the conditions of a calm, equable life, grew more and more 
vivid to her. She was anxious ; the thought of the perils to 
which her brother was exposed — the only man wjm was 
closely related to her — constantly tormented her. 

She was occupied with the instruction of her nephew, but, 
she felt all the time that she was peculiarly, unfitted for it. 
Nevertheless in the depths of her soul there was a certain 
sense of quietude arising from the consciousness that she had 
crushed out the personal hopes and dreams that had sprung 
up in her heart, and were connected with the appearance of 
Bostol 

When, on the day following her reception, the governor’s 
wife went to call upon Malvintseva, after a private "conversa- 
tion with her in regard to her scheme (making the reservation 
that, though under present circumstances it; was impossible to 
think of a formal courtship, still the young people' might be 
brought together and made acquainted), and when, alter re- 
ceiving the aunt’s approval,, the gubernatovslm spoke in the 
Princess Mariya’s presence of Eostof, praised him, and told 
how Be had reddened at the mere mention of the princess’s* 
name, the Princess Mariya experienced a feeling not of 
pleasure but of pain; her inward calm had entirely vanished, 
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and again arose lier desires, doubts, self-reproaches, and 

hopes. 

Baring the two clays that intervened between hearing this 
news and her interview with Eostof, the Princess Mariya did 
not cease to think how it behooved her to behave toward him. 
At one moment she made up her mind that she would not go 
into the drawing-room when he came to call upon her aunt, 
that it was not becoming for her to receive callers when she 
was in deep mourning; then again she thought that it would 
be rude after all that he had done for her ; then it occurred to 
her that the governor’s wife and her aunt must have some 
designs on her and Eostof — their glances, and certain words 
that they had dropped, it seemed to her, confirmed this sup- 
position — then she said to herself that nothing but her inborn 
depravity made her have such thoughts; they could not help 
remembering that, in her situation, she not having yet taken 
off her w weepers,” — such a Robing would be an insult to her, 
as well as to her father’s memory. 

Assuming that she should go down to meet him, the Prin- 
cess Mariya tried to imagine the words which he would say 
to her, and which she should say to him, and at one moment 
these words seemed undeservedly cold, at the next they 
seemed to possess too great significance. 

More than all else she was apprehensive that on meeting 
him she should show that bashfulness which she was certain 
would*take possession of her, and betray her as soon as she 
saw him. 

But when on Sunday, after mass, the lackey announced at 
the drawing-room door that Count Eostof had come, the 
princess showed no symptoms of confusion; only a faint 
tinge of color suffused her cheeks, and her eyes shone with a 
new, luminous light. 

w You have seen Mm, auntie ? ” * asked the Princess Mariya 
in a tranquil voice, surprised herself that she could be out- 
wardly so calm and natural. 

When Eostof entered the room, the princess for a moment 
dropped her head, as though for the purpose of allowing the 
guest tif&o to exchange greetings with her aunt, and then at 
the very moment that Nikolai came toward her, she raised 
her head, and with radiant eyes met his glam a. : # , 

With a movement full of grace and dignity, she arose with 
a joyful smile, offered him her slender, delicate hand, and 
spoke to him in a voice which for the first time vibrated 
Wj|h new, womanly, hearty tones. 

* Titflmhkat diminatiye of ti6tka. 
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Mile* Rourienne, who happened to be in the drawing-room, 
looked at the Princess Mariya in wonder and perplexity. She 
herself, though a most accomplished coquette, could not have 
manoeuvred better on meeting a man whom she wished to 
fascinate. 

« Either black is becoming to her, or really she has grown 
pretty; I certainly never remarked it so before/* said Mile. 
Rourienne to herself. 

If the Princess Mariya had been in a position to think at 
that moment, she would have been even more amazed than 
was Mile. Rourienne at the change that had taken place in 
her. From the instant that she saw that kind face so beloved* 
a new power of life took possession of her, and compelled her, 
irrespective of her own will, to speak ami to act, 1 ler face in mi 
that moment that Bostof entered was suddenly transformed. 

Just as the complicated artistic work on the sides of a 
painted or carved lamp comes •nut with sudden and unex- 
pected details of beauty when a light is kindled within, though 
before it had seemed coarse, dark, and meaningless, m was the 
Princess Mariya’s face unexpectedly transformed. For the first 
time all that pure, spiritual, inward travail 'which she had gone 
through for so many years was laid open to the light. All that 
inward travail, which had left her so dissatisfied with her- 
self,— her suffering, her yearnings after the right, Inn* sub- 
mission, love, self-sacrifice, — all this now shone forth in those 
luminous eyes, in her gentle smile, in every feature ml her 
tender face. 

Bostof saw all this so clearly that it seeped to him he had 
known her all his life. He felt that the being before him 
was different, was better than all that he had hitherto met, 
and, what was more important, was better than himself. 

Their conversation was extremely simple and insignificant. 
They talked about the war, involuntarily, like every one else, 
exaggerating their grief at the event ; they talked about their 
last meeting, whereupon Hikolai tried to turn the conversa- 
tion to something else ; they talked about the good guberoa* 

■■ torsha, about their respective parents. : 

The Princess Mariya did not speak of her brother^ deflect- 
ing the subject to another topic as soon as her aunt spoke 
about Andrei It was evident that, while there might be some 
pretence in her expressions of grief in the miseries of Russia, 

. her brother was an object too near to her heart, and she 
• would not and could not talk about him. Nikolai remarked 
, this, for,. with a keenness of observation that was not at all 
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characteristic of him, lie remarked all tlie little shades of the 
princess’s nature to the effect of greatly intensifying his con- 
viction that she was a being entirely out of the common. 

Nikolai, exactly the same as the princess, had changed color 
when her name was mentioned in his presence, and even 
when he thought about her ; but in her presence he felt per- 
fectly unhampered, and by no means confined himself to the 
set speeches which he had made ready in advance, but spoke 
whatever came into his head. 

During Nikolai’s short call there were, as always happens 
where a number of people are together, moments of silence, 
and dining one of these Nikolai made up to Prince Andrei’s 
little son, petted him, and asked him if he would like to be 
a hussar. He took hold of the boy’s hands, spun him around 
and glanced at the Princess Mariya. Her tender, happy, and 
timid eyes followed the little lad whom she loved while he 
was in the arms of the man* whom she loved. Nikolai also 
remarked this look, and, as though he understood its signifi- 
cance, he flushed with gratification, and with good-natured 
jollity began to kiss the little fellow* 




The Princess Mariya, owing to her mourning, was not going 
into society, and Nikolai felt that it was unbecoming for him 
to repeat his call upon them; but the governor’s wife, never- 
theless, continued her task of match-maker, and, while she 
took occasion to repeat to Nikolai all the flattering things that 
the Princess Mariya had said about him, and vice versa, she 
insisted that he should declare himself to the princess. 

In order to bring about this explanation, she arranged a meet- 
ing between the young people at the archbishop’s, before mass. 

Although Eostof had told the governor’s wife that he would 
not come to any explanation with the princess, still he prom- 
ised to be present. 

Just as at Tilsit he had not allowed himself to doubt 
whether what had been enjoined upon all was good or not, 
so now, after a short but genuine struggle between his wish 
to arrange his life in his own way and a peaceful submission 
to circumstances, he chose the latter alternative, and gave 
himself up to that power which, as he could not help feeling, 
was irresistibly drawing him away, he knew not whither. He 
knew that, having plighted his troth to Sonya, if he confessed 
Ms feelings for the Princess Mariya, it would be nothing else 
than base. And he knew that he would never do anything 
base. But he knew also (not so much knew it as felt it in 



the depths of his heart) that if he gave himself up into the 
control of men and of circumstances and let them guide him, 
he not only would do nothing wrung, but would rmfe v do 
something very, very important, so important that nothing like 
it would ever again recur to him in Ins life. 

After his meeting with the 3 'rim-ess Mariya, although his 
manner of life continued to he the same outwardly, still all 
his former pleasures lost for him their zm«f. and he frequently 
found himself thinking of the Princess -Mariya ; hut he never 
thought of her as he had always, without exeeption^thonglif 
of the various young ladies whom he had met in society* nor 
even as he had for ’long and sometimes even enthusiastically 
tin eight of Sonya, 

Like almost every pure young man, when he thought about 
any Mruishuya as his possible wife, lie strove t o make her tit the. 
condition of marital existence, as lie imagined it. ~ the white 
capote, the wife behind the sanfovar, his wife's carriage, wee 
bits of children, mnmun and papa, their relations to Inna and 
so forth, and so forth ; and these representations of the future 
gave him pleasure. 

But when he thought about the, Princess Mariya, whom 
they were trying to make a wife for him, ho could hot make 
the representations of .- his future married' life in any way con- 
crete. Even when he tried everything seemed incoherent and 
false. All that remained in his mind was a kind of dread. 


CHAPTEE 


The terrible news of the battle of Borodino, of our losses 
in dead and wounded, and the still more terrible tidings of the 
loss of Moscow, were received in Voronezh toward the end of 
September. 

The Princess Mariya, learning only from the bulletin that 
her brother was wounded, and having no' definite information 
about him, determined to go in search of him. Tins was what 
•Nikolai heard. He himself had not seen her again, * 

On learning of the battle of Borodino and the abandonment 
of Moscow, Nikolai, while not giving himself up to feelings 
of despair, anger, or desire for vengeance or the like, still sud- 
denly began to feel bored and out 'of place at Voronezh; his 
conscience almost reproached him, and ho felt awkward. All 
the talk that he heard seemed to him hypocritical j he knew 
''mot what judgment to pass upon events, and he was conscious 
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that not until he returned to his regiment would things 
become clear to him again. He made haste to accomplish 
his purchase of horses, ami oftentimes without any just cause 
became impatient with his servant and the quartermaster. 

Several days before Bostoffs departure, a solemn service 
was held in the cathedral, in honor of the victory that had 
been won by the Russian troops, and Nikolai was present. He 
was standing a little behind the governor, and, with a gravity 
worthy of the occasion, was thinking of the most varied sub- 
jects, "even while he listened to the service. When the Te 
Denim was ended, the governor’s wife called him to her. 

' “ Have 3 w ou seen the princess ? 99 she asked, with her head 
indicating a lady in black who stood- behind the choir. 

Nikolai ' instantly recognized the Princess Mariya, not so 
much by her profile, a glimpse of which could be seen under 
her hat, as by that feeling of shyness, fear, and pity which 
instantly came over him. Hie Princess Mariya, evidently 
absorbed in her thoughts, was crossing herself" for the last 
time before she should leave the church. 

Nikolai looked into her face with amazement. It was the 
same face which he had seen before, there was the same gen- 
eral expression of gentle, inward, spiritual travail ; but now 
it was lighted up by a very different sort of light. It had 
a touching expression of sorrowfulness, entreaty, and hope. 

As had been the ease with Nikolai before when he was in 
her pifsenee, he, without waiting for the gubernatorsha’s 
advice to join her, without asking himself whether it were 
right or proper for him to address her there in the church, 
instantly went to her and said that he had heard of her sor- 
row, and that he sympathized with her with all his heart. 
She had hardly caught the first sound of his voice, when sud- 
denly a bright light flashed into her face, giving witness at 
one and the same time of her sorrow and her joy. 

“I only wanted to tell you this, princess,” said Rostof, 
“ that if Prince Andrei Nikolay eviteh were not alive, it would 
be instantly announced in the bulletins, since he is a regimen- 
tal com in an dor.” 

The princess looked at him, not comprehending his words, 
but delighting in the expression of sympathy anil sorrow in 
his face. ' •' : . 

“And I have known so many cases where a wound caused 
by a splinter (and the bulletins would say a shell) was either 
fatal immediately, or, if not, very trifling,” said Nikolai* 
“You must hope for the best, and I am certain” — 



“ She must be a marvellous girl I A real angel 1 n said he 
to himself* u Why am I not free ? Why was i in such haste 

with regard to Sonya ? v 

And mvoluutamy he began to institute a comparison 
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The Princess Mariya interrupted him,— 

u Oh, this would be so hor** — she began, but her emotion 
overmastered her, and. without completing the worth she bent 
her head with a graceful motion (like everything that she did 
in his presence), and, giving him a grateful look, rejoined her 
aunt. 

The evening of that same day. [Nikolai accepted nu engage- 
ments out, but remained at his lodgings in order to square up 
certain accounts with the horse-dealers. 

Having completed his business, it being too late to go any. 
where, but too early to retire for the night. Nikolai lung 
walked up and down his solitary room, thinking over his life, 

' which was an unusual ■tiling for him in do. 

The Princess Mariya had produced upon him an agreeable 
impression when he saw her near Smolensk. The fact that he 
had met her then in such extraordinary circumstances, and 
that she was the very one whom his mother had o nee recom- 
mended to him as an eligible heiress, caused him to regard 
her with peculiar interest. 

When he came to see her again at Voronezh, this impression 
was not only agreeable but it was powerful. Nikolai was 
struck by that peculiar moral beauty which In* for the first 
time observed in her. 

He was ready to take his departure, however, and it had 
not occurred to him to regret the fact that in leaving Voronezh 
he was depriving himself of the chance of seeing flfb prin- 
cess. But Ms meeting with her that morning at church 
(Nikolai was conscious of it) had sunk deeper into his heart 
than he could have foreseen, and deeper than lie would have 
wished for his peace of mind. 

That pale, gentle, sorrowful face, those luminous eyes, those 
quiet, graceful movements, and, above all, that profound and 
sweet expression of sorrow pervading all her being, troubled 
him and aroused his sympathy. 

Rostof could 'not endure to see in men the expression of a 
lofty spiritual life — that was the reason lie did not like 
Prince Andrei — he scornfully called it philosophy, day* 
dreaming; hut in the Princess Mariya, especially in that; sor- 
row which brought forth all the depth of that spiritual world 
so marvellous to Rostof, he felt an irresistible attraction. 
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between the two : the poverty in one, the abundance in the 
other of those spiritual gifts which Nikolai himself had not, 
and which therefore he prized so highly. 

He tried to imagine what would be if he had been 
How would he have made his proposal to her, and if she 
become Ms wife ! But no, he. could not imagine it, 

A strange feeling of dread came over him, and nothing c 
presented itself to his imagination. Now he had long 
formulated the picture of his future with Sonya, and it 
all clear and simple, for the reason that it had been 
out, and he knew all that was in Sonya; but it was * 
to formulate any scheme of life with the Prince 
because he did not understand her, but only loved her. 

His visions of Sonya had something about them that was 
jolly and frivolous. But it was always hard and rather terrible 
to think of Princess Mariya, 

^ u How she was praying ! ” hu mused, following his recollec- 
tions. “It was evident her whole soul was in her prayer. 
Yes, that is the prayer that removes mountains, and I am sure 
that her prayer will be fulfilled. Why cannot I pray for what 
I need?” he asked himself. “What do I need? My. free- 
dom, to be released from Sonya. — She said what was true,” 
he was recalling the gubernatorial words — - “ < Nothing but 
misfortune would come of my marrying her. 5 Confusion, grief 
to maman — business — •confusion, terrible confusion! Yes, 
and I den’t love her. I don’t love her as I ought. My God ! 
save me from this terrible, inextricable muddle!” he began, 
trying to offer a prayer. “Yes, prayer moves the mountain, 
but faith is needful, and to pray as Natasha and 1 used to 
pray when we were children, that the snow would change into 
sugar, and then run out of doors to see whether our prayer was 
answered. No, but I cannot pray about trifles now,” said he, 
as he laid Ms pipe down in the corner, and, folding his hands, 
stood in front of the holy pictures. And, touched by his recol- 
lection of the Princess Mariya, he began to pray as lie had not' 
prayed for a long, long time. The tears were standing in his 
eyes and swelling Ins throat when Lavrushka suddenly came 
ia with dbcuments in his hand. “ Idiot— durak! — what do 
you come sneaking in for when you weren't called ? ” exclaimed 
Nikolai, abruptly changing his position. 

“From the governor,” said Lavrushka, in a sleepy voice — * 
“a courier came ; h-tMr for you.’ 1 
“ All right, thanks ! Begone I ” 

^ikolai had two letters. One was from his- mother, the 
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other from Sonya. He recognized them by their handwriting* 
and lie opened Sonvu's nr.-'' . He ha l otih t’mid a tew lines 
when his face grew pale and his e\a < opened wide In terror 
and deli edit. 

‘<No, it cannot be!” he exclaimed aloud. He could not, sit. 
still, but with the letter in his hand began to 3 new the room, 
He glanced through the letter, then read it cnee and a second 
time, and, shrugging Ms shoulders and opening out his Lunds, 
he stood still in the middle of the room with open mom It and 
set eyes. 

The very thing which he had just been praying for with the 
faith that God" would fulfil liis prayer was granted: but 
Nikolai was amazed by this, as though it had icon stmwthiug 
extraordinary, and as though lie had never expected it* and as 
though the very thing which had so quickly eventuated proved 
that this had couae, not by the will of God, to whom lie hud 
offered his petition, but from ordinary chanee. 

Tins apparently iinsolvable knot which fettered, Ifostufs 
freedom was cut bj this letter from Stum a— so unexpected 
(as it seemed to Nikolai) and unsolicited. She wrote that 
the recent unfortunate events, the loss of almost all the Bos- 
tofs’ property in 'Moscow, and the more than once expressed 
desire of the countess that Nikolai should marry Princess 
Bolkonskaya, and his own silence and coldness of hue, — all 
taken together had caused her to decide to release him from 
his promise and give him perfect freedom. «* 

u It was too trying for me to think that I might be a source 
of sorrow or dissension in a family which has loaded me with 
benefits,” she wrote. w And my love has for its one single 1 
aim the happiness of those whom I love. And therefore I 
beseech you, Nicolas, to consider yourself perfectly free, ami 
to know that, in spite of all, no one could love you inure truly 
than your Sonya.” 

This letter was written from Troltsa. 

The second letter was from the countess. In this there was 
given a full description of the last; days in Moscow, their 
departure, the fire, and the loss of all their property. In this 
letter also, among other things, tin* countess wrote th?it Prince 
Andrei was among the wounded whom they had brought away 
with them. His position was wry critical*, but now the doctor 
declared that there was more hope* Sonya and Natasha were 
attend! ig him as watchc rs. 

On the following day, Nikolai took this letter, and went to 
see the Princess Mariya. Neither Nikolai nor the princess 
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said a word as to the significance of the fact that Natasha 
was attending the sufferer; hut, thanks to this letter, Nikolai 
suddenly felt drawn closer to the princess, almost as though 
he were a relative* 

On the next day, Eostof escorted the Princess Mariya to 
Yaroslavl, and not long after rejoined his regiment. 


CHAPTEE WII. 

Sonya’s letter to Nikolai, coming so opportunely in answer 
to Ms prayer, had been written from Troitsa (Trinity). 

This was the way it happened. 

The old countess had become more and more occupied by 
the idea of Nikolai marrying a rich wife. She knew that 
Sonya was the chief obstacle in the way of this. And Sonya’s 
life in the countess’s home had been made more and more try- 
ing of late, especially since Nikolai wrote of meeting the 
Princess Mariya at Bogueharovo. 

The countess lost no opportunity of addressing Sonya with 
insulting or cruel insinuations, 

A few days before their departure from Moscow, however, 
the countess, exacerbated and excited by all that was happen- 
ing, had called Sonya to her, and, instead of loading her with 
reproajjies and demands, had begged her with tears in her 
eyes to have pity on her, and, as a return for all that had been 
done for her, to release Nikolai from Ms engagement. 

shall never be content until you have given me this 
promise.” 

Sonya sobbed hysterically, promised through her sobs that 
she would do anything, that she was ready for any sacrifice 5 
hut she did not give the promise in so many words, and in her 
heart she found it impossible to consent to do what they 
required of her. It was necessary for her to sacrifice herself 
for the happiness of the family which had fed and educated 
' her. 

To sacrifice herself for the happiness of others was second 
nature to Sonya. Her position in the household was such 
that it was only on the road of sacrifice that she could show 
her worth, and she was accustomed to sacrifice herself, and 
loved to do sex 

But hitherto, in all her acts of self-sacrifice, she had enjoyed 
the pleasant consciousness that in thus sacrificing herself, she 
was by this very act enhancing her value in her own eyes and 
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the eyes of others, and was becoming more worthy of Nicolas, 
whom she loved above all obo hi tli- v. mbi 

But now her Kirriihv to - m b * i.» nm. *;w b; / Ml tlmt 
had promised to be the reward of her sacrifice, the 'wli.de 
meaning of life. And for the first time in her life she had 
bitter feelings against those very people who had loaded her 
with benefits only to torment her the more, She began tu hate 
Natasha. who hud never been called ^upon to experience any 
such trial, who hud never been required to sacrifice herself* 
but who had obliged others to sacrifice themselves for her* 
and yet was loved by all. 

And for the first time Sonya kh thtf her mm: ;w puiv love 
for Nicolas was growing into a passion which, was mightier 
than law and virtue and religion, and it was under the iniin- 
enee of this feeding that Sonya, who had been involuntarily 
taught by her life of dependence to be reserved, replied, to the 
countess" in general, indefinite forms, avoided land rig any thing 
further to say to her, and made up her mind to wadi until she 
should see Nikolai again* with the idea* not of giving him his 
freedom, but, on the contrary, of binding him to her forever. 

The labors and terror incident to those last days tlui the 
Eostafs spent in Moscow put out of mind the gloomy thoughts 
that had hem* weighing Mt dwv. Sh ■ \ , . I \ :•» dud an 
escape from them in practical activity. But when she learned 
of Frmcc Andrei’s presence in the house, net withstanding 
the genuine pity wlddi she felt for him and for Natasha, sin* 
was seized by a blithe and superstitious presentiment, that Bod 
did not wish her to he s-paiwod ;r« m N PM as. 

She knew that Natasha had never loved any one beside 
Prince Andrei, and that she still loved him. She knew that, 
now being brought together in such terrible eimimstuiwes, 
their mutual affection would be renewed, and that then it 
would be impossible for Nikolai to marry the Princess Mariya, 
on account of the relationship which would be entailed upon 
them, Notwithstanding the horror of all that had taken 
place during the last days and during the early part of their 
journey, this feeling, this consciousness of the "mterivreneo of 
Providence in her personal affairs, had rejoiced Sonya’s heart. 

The Eostofs made their first halt at the Troltskaya Lavra 
or Trinity Monastery. 

At the hostelry of the Lavra, the Eostofs w ere assigned 
'three large rooms, one of which was taken by Prince Andrei 
The wounded man that day was much better* Natasha had 
.been sitting with Mm. In the adjoining 'room were the count 
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and countess engaged in a polite conversation with, the father 
superior, who had come to pay his respects to his old acquaint- 
ances and benefactors. Sonya was also sitting with them and 
was tormented by curiosity as to what Prince Andrei and 
Natasha were talking about ; for she could hear the sounds of t 

their voices, the door of Prince Andrei’s room having been left ■ 

open. Natasha with agitated face came running out, and not ; 

heeding the monk, who arose to meet her and offered her his ‘ . 

right hand under his flowing sleeve, went straight to Sonya, 
and took her by the arm. a.'- '' | 

“ Natasha ! what is the matter? Come here!” said the 
countess. ■/■'ph 

Natasha submitted to the priest’s blessing, and the father . 

superior advised her to go for help to God and his saint. * l 

As soon as the father superior was gone, Natasha took her 
cousin’s hand, and drew her into the empty room. 

“ Sonya ! Do you think he Is going to live ? Say yes ! ” I 

said she. “ Sonya ! How happy I am, and how unhappy ! j: 

Sonya darling,* but it is all just as it used to be. If only he 
would live ! — he can’t get well, — because — be — cause” — ; 

And Natasha burst into tears. . - J 

6i Yes ! he will, I have been sure of it! Glory to God! 

He will get well ! ” ,V1 1 

Sonya was no less agitated than Natasha, not alone because 
of her friend’s suffering and sorrow, but also because of her 
own private thoughts, which she shared with no one. Bob- 
bing, she kissed Natasha, and tried to soothe her. 

St ' If only he would get well ! ” she said to herself. Having > 

had a good cry and a talk together, and wiping away their 
tears, the two friends went to Prince Andrei’s door. Natasha, 
carefully opening it, glanced into the room. Sonya stood next , \ 

her at the half-opened door.; b 
Prince Andrei lay bolstered up high on three pillows. His 
white face was calm, his eyes closed, and apparently he was 
breathing regularly. vgg g 

** Akh ! Natasha!” Sonya almost screamed, suddenly seiz- 
ing her covin’s hand, and starting away from the door. 
u 'What — what is it ? ” asked Natasha, 

Let me tell you! this — this!” said Sonya, with pallid 
face and trembling lips. 

Natasha gently closed the door, and went with Sonya to the 
window, no longer remembering what had been said to her. 

H Ho you remember,” began Sonya, in a frightened and 
* Oolubchik. 



solemn voice* — 44 do you remember when I looked for yon 
at the mirror — at Otmdnnye, on Twelfth Night ? Do yuu 
remember what i m,w ? ” — 

“Yes, yes/ 1 replied Natasha* opening her eyes wide* and 
having a dim remembrance t bat: at that time Simvu Lad said 
something about Prince Andrei* whom she claimed to Lave 
seen lying down. 

w Do yon remember?” continued Sonya : “I saw then and 
told you all — you and Dunyasha* 1 saw him lying on a 
bed,” said she** at every detail waving her Land with out- 
stretched finger, ts and liis eyes were dosed* and ho was cov- 
ered with a pink spread, and his arms were folded/* pursued 
Sonya, convinced that all these details, which she had just 
before seen, were the very same that she hud sun at that 
time. 

lteally, at that time she had seen nothing* but sin 4 hud 
related as having seen what first enter* d her mind ; but what 
she had imagined then seemed to her the reality, like any 
other remembrance. What she had said then about hi* look- 
ing at her and smiling, and being covered with suim* thing blue 
and red, she did not remember, but was firmly persuaded that 
she had then said and seen how he teas covered with some- 
thing pink, indeed u pink coverlet, and that his ty es were 
closed ! 

“ Yes, yes* certainly it was pink,” said Natasha, who also at 
the present time remembered that the color monlitTued had 
been pink, and in this fact she found the chief wonder and 

mystery of the prediction. 

“But what does this mean?” queried Natasha, thought- 
fully. 

“Oh, Pm sure I don’t know! How extraordinary it all is P 
exclaimed Sonya, clasping her head with her hands. 

In a few minutes, Prince Andrei rang, and Natasha went to 
him ; but Sonya, experiencing an emotion and excitement such 
as she had rarely experienced, still stood by the window, think- 
ing over all the strangeness of what had happened. 

* 

There happened to be on that day an opportunity to send 
letters to the army, and the countess was writing to her son. 

u Sonya,” said the countess, lifting her head from her letter 
as her niece passed her, — “ Sonya, ^ won't you write Nikcb 
lenka ? " asked the countess, in a gentle, trembling voice ; 1 and 
by the look in her weary eyes, which the countess gave her 
over her spectacles, Sonya read what she meant by those 
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words. In that look was expressed a prayer, and fear of a 
refusal, and shame that she was obliged to ask such a thing, 

. and readiness for implacable hatred in case of refusal ^ 

Sonya went to the countess, and, kneeling down beside her, 
kissed her hand. 

“ I will write,” said she. 

Sonya was softened, excited, and touched by all that had 
happened on that day, especially by the mysterious coinci- 
dence of the divination which she had just seen. Now, -when 
she knew- that, in case of Natasha’s engagement to Prince 
Andrei being renewed, Nikolai could not marry Princess 
Mariya, she had a sense of joy in the return of this . condition 
of self-sacrifice in which she w T as in the habit? of living. And 
with tears in her eyes and with a blissful consciousness of hav- 
ing accomplished a magnanimous action, she, though several 
times interrupted by the tears which clouded her velvety dark 
eyes, wrote the touching letter, the receipt of, which bad so 
amazed Nikolai. * 


vw, CHAPTER IX. WS& 

> At the guard-house where Pierre was conducted, the officer 
and soldiers who had him in charge treated him like an 
enemy, but at the same time with consideration. In their 
treatment of him there seemed to be some suspicion that he 
mighlfprove to be a man of very great importance, and the 
unfriendliness -was due only to the remembrance of the 
struggle which they had just had with him. 

" But on the following morning, when the guard was relieved, 
Pierre was made aware that for the new guard — officers and 
men alike — he had not that importance which he had enjoyed 
with’ those who captured him. And indeed this great, portly 
man, in peasant’s kaftan, the new guards did not know as that 
lively man who had fought so desperately with the marauder 
and with the horse patrol, and had spoken that solemn phrase 
about the saving of the child, but they saw in him merely No. 
17 of th $ Russian prisoners who had been taken and held by 
order of men high in command. 

If there had been anything special about Pierre, his appear- 
ance, devoid of timidity, and full of intense, concentrated 
thought, the perfection with which he expressed himself in 
elegant French, to the amazement of the men, would have 
been sufficient. Nevertheless, on this day Pierre was put in 
von. 4. — 3* 
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with the other suspects that had been captured, for the reason 
that the special room which had been given him First was 
required by the officer. 

All the Russians locked in with Pierre were men of the 
very lowest station. And all of them, recognizing that Pierre 
was a barm, shunned him, and all the more from the fact that 
he spoke French. Pierre felt a sense of melancholy as he 
listened to their sarcasms at his expense. 

On the evening of that day Pierre learned that all these 
prisoners (and apparently he ftimself in the number) were* to 
he tried for incendiarism. On the third clay Pierre and the 
rest were conducted to a house where were a French general 
with a white mustache, two colonels, and several other French- 
men with chevrons on their arms, 

Pierre, the same as the rest, was subjected to a series of 
questions, — Who was he? — Where had he been? — What 
purpose ? and so forth — put with that shrewdness and pre- 
cision that affect to he superior to all human weaknesses and 
are characteristic of all ordinary dealings with prisoners at the 
bar. 

These questions, making no account of the essence of the 
fact at issue, and presupposing the impossibility of getting at 
. the. truth, were like all questions put at legal examinations,, 
having tor their object the laying-down of a sort of gutter in 
which examiners wish the answers of the victim to trickle so 
that he may be brought to the requisite point ; namely, in- 
crimination! 

The moment he began to make any remark that did not 
satisfy this end, the “gutter** was applied, and the water made 
to how in the desired direction. 

Moreover, Pierre experienced what is always experienced 
by men on trial * a sense of perplexity, of wonder why such 
and such questions are asked. He had a feeling that it was 
only out of condescension, or, possibly, courtesy," that the ex- 
pedient of the question-gutter was made use of. He knew 
that he was in the power of these men, that it was merely 
brute force that had brought him where lie was, that only 
might * gave them the right to demand of him answers to 
their questions, that the solo aim of this court was to prove 
him guilty. 

■ And therefore, as they had the power and the desire to con* 
tict him, there was no need of the expedient of the ihterroga- 

% e ? ri f iQaI is ?h<w? bytbe fact that one word - 
Ate’— stands for power, brute force and might. 
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tory and the court. It was evident that all his answers were 
'.taken as' proof of Ms guilt. 

To the question what he was doing when he was arrested, 
Pierre replied with a certain tragic force that he was re- 
storing to its parents a child that he had rescued from the 
flames — guHl am it srnrn 6 des flavmes* 

Why had lie fought with the marauder ? Pierre replied 
that he was protecting a woman, that the defence of an in- 
sulted -woman was the duty of every man, that — 

He was interrupted : this was irrelevant. 

Why had he been in the yard of the burning building, 
where the witnesses had seen him ? 

He replied that he had gone out to see what was happening 
in Moscow. 

He was again interrupted : he had not been asked where 
he was going, hut why he was in the vicinity of the fire. 

Who was he ? they asked, reiterating their first question, 
and he replied that he would not divulge Ills name. 

“Write that down; it looks bad. Very bad/ ? sternly said 
the white-mustachioed general with a florid complexion. 

On the fourth clay fires broke out on the Zubovsky Val. 

Pierre and thirteen others were removed to the Kruimsky 
Brod or Crimean Ford and placed in the coach-house of a mer- 
chant’s mansion. As they were inarched along the streets, 
Pierre was suffocated by the smoke, which seemed to him to 
be settled down over the whole city. In various directions 
fires could be seen. Hot even then did Pierre understand the 
significance of the burning of Moscow, and he looked upon 
these fires with horror. 

In the coach-house of this solitary mansion by the Kruimsky 
Brod, Pierre spent four days more, and during this time he 
learned, from the talk of the French soldiers, that the decision 
of the marshal regarding the prisoners confined there was ex- 
pected each clay, 

Pierre could not learn from the soldier what marshal it 
was. Evidently, for the soldier the term marshal connoted 
some elevated and mysterious link in the chain of power. 

These days up till the twentieth of September, on which 
the prisoners were put through a second examination, were 
very trying for Pierre. 
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CHAPTER X, 


On the twentieth of September, an officer of very groat 
Importance* to judge by the respect shown him by the guards, 
came into the coach-house to see the prisoners. This officer, 
who apparently belonged to Hapoleotrs stall, had a list in his 
hand, and called a mil of all the Russians, designating Pierre 
as eel id qui nlaeoue jms son mm — the man who refuses to 
give his name. 

Surveying the prisoners with a look of lazy indifference, he 
ordered the officer of the guard to see that they were decently 
clad and ordered before they were brought into the marshal's 



presence. 

Within an hour, a file of soldiers appeared* and Pierre and 
thirteen others were taken out to the J hevitehye Pole,* 

It was a bright, sunny day after rain* and the air was 
extraordinarily clear. The smoke did not hang low, as it had 
on that day when Pierre was removed from the watch-house of 
the Zubovsky Yah It rose in columns in the dear atmos- 
phere. Ho names were visible, but on all sides arose/ these 
oolumns of smoke," and all Moscow, so far as Pierre could see,, 
was one vast conflagration. On alb sides were .mins, with 
stoves and ehimneys, and here and there the devastated walls,, 
of stone houses. * % 

Pierre gazed at the fires, but could not recognize any part of 
the city. Here and there could be seen churches still, stand- 
ing, The 'Kreml, uudevastated, gleamed white in ■ the, dis- - 
taace, with. its. cupolas and Ivan Veliki, f , ' ' ■ , MJt 

Hear by gleamed jocund the cupola of the Hovo-dievitehy * 
monastery, and with unusual clearness could be heard the * 
sound of the chimes. This sound of the chimes reminded 
Pierre that it was Sunday, and the Festival of the Nativity of % 
the Virgin. But it would seem as if there was no one to cele- 
brate this festival. Everywhere was the ravage of the flames, 
and only rarely were any of the Russian populace to be seen fy j 
and these were ragged, panic-stricken folic, who commtled them^y 
selves at sight of the French. 

Evidently, the Russian nest was wrecked and ruined 5 but 
* Maiden’s Field, 

f The Tower of Ivan Veliki, or John the 0reat» *® a goodly steenfll of howen 

tJhitt, l.nnotv flujatell ** Tv*. tliw/** *•#**<#. . 1*315/1 . . fit- 


64 tons. 
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Pierre had a dim consciousness that behind the overthrow of 
this old order of life, in place of this ruined nest, there would 
be established the new and entirely different but stable 
French order. He felt it at the sight of these soldiers who 
marched gallantly and blithely in perfectly unbroken ranks 
as they escorted him and the other offenders along ; he felt it 
at the sight of an important French official in a two-horse 
calash, driven by a soldier, coming to meet him 5 he felt it 
by the inspiriting sounds of the martial music which came 
across from the left of the field ; and especially he felt it and 
realized it by the way in which the French officer had that 
morning read off the list containing the names of. the 
prisoners. 

Pierre had been taken by certain soldiers, carried to one 
place, then transferred to another with a dozen other men ; it 
would seem as though they might have forgotten about him, 
have confused him with others. But no ! the answer that 
he had given during the investigation returned to him in the 
form of an appellation: celui qui n’avoue juts son nom — the 
man who refuses to give his name. 

And under this appellation, terrible to Pierre, he was now 
conducted somewhere, with the undoubted conviction written 
on all faces that he and the rest of the prisoners were the very 
ones required, and that they were being taken to the proper 
place. Pierre felt himself an insignificant chip falling into 
the wfieels of a machine which he knew nothing about, but 
which acted with absolute regularity. 

Pierre and the other prisoners were conducted to the right- 
hand side of the Dievitehye Pole, to a large white house with 
an immense park not far from the monastery. This was 
Prince Shcherbatof s house, where Pierre had often visited, 
and which now, as he ascertained from the talk of the sol- 
diers, was occupied by the marshal, the Prince d’Eckmtihl. 

They were taken to the porch, and led into the house one 
at a time. Pierre was number six. Through the glass gal- 
lery, the entry, the anteroom, rooms all well known to Pierre, 
he was bid into a long, low cabinet, at the door of which stood 
an aide-de-camp. 

Davoust, with his spectacles on his nose, sat by a table at 
one end of the room. Pierre came close to him. Davoust, 
without raising his eyes, evidently consulted a document 
placed in front of him. Without even raising Ms eyes, he 
asked in a low voice : u Qui Ues vans ? — Who are you ? ” 
Pierre said notMng, from the reason that he had not the 
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power to utter a word. Davoust, in Pierre’s eyes, was not 
simply a French general; for Pierre, Davoust was a man 
notorious for Ms cruelty. As lie looked into Davoust's icy 
face, like that of a stern teacher who is whiling to be patient 
for a time and wait for a reply, Pierre felt that every second 
of delay might cost him his life, but he knew not what to say. 
He could not make up his mind to repeat what he had said at 
the first examination ; to conceal Ms name and station was at 
once dangerous and shameful. 

Pierre said nothing. 

But before he had time to come to any decision Davoust 
raised his head, pushed his spectacles up on his forehead, 
squinted his eyes, and gave Pierre a fixed stare. 

“I know this man/ 5 said he in an icy tone, evidently meant 
to alarm Pierre. The chill which before had been running up 
and down Pierre's back clutched his head as in a vice. 

“ General, you cannot possibly 1 know me ; I have never seen 
you 55 — 

“ He is a Russian spy/ 5 * interrupted Davoust, turning to 
another general who happened to be in the room and had 
not before been observed by Pierre. And Davoust looked 
away. 

With an unexpected rumbling in his voice, Pierre suddenly 
began to speak rapidly. 

“No, your highness/ 5 said he, unexpectedly remembering 
that Davoust -was duke (hersog). — “ your highness, you 

cannot know me. I am an officer of militia, and I have not 
been out of Moscow." 

“Your name ? " demanded Davoust. 

“ Bezukhoi." 

“Who will prove that you are not imposing on me ? 55 

“ Your highness ! " expostulated Pierre, in a tone that be- 
trayed not offence but entreaty. f 

Davoust raised his eyes and stared at Pierre. For several 
seconds they looked into each other's eyes, and this look was 
what saved Pierre. In this look there was established between 
these two men, above and beyond all the conditions of war 
and the court-room, the relations of a common humanity. 
Both of them at that one moment became confusedly con- 

* “ Mon general, vans nepouvez pas mo connaUre,je ne mus ai jamais mi A 
— u O'est un espion russe A 

t “Non, monseigneur , vous n’avez pas pu me conmitre , Je mis un o$l- 
cier militionnaire etje n’ai pas quitte MoscouA — il Voire nom ? ” — u Boson- 
hofA— 4 Qu’est ce qui me proumra quo vous ne mentez pas ? “ Momeig- 

nour/ " : \ 
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scions of an infinite number of things, and realized that they 
both were children of humanity, — that they were brothers. 

For Davoust, who had only just raised his head from, the 
list where the acts and lives of men were represented by 
numbers, Pierre at first glance was only an incident, and 
Davoust would have had him shot without his conscience 
regarding it as a wicked deed ; but now he already began to 
see that he was a man. He deliberated for an instant. 

“ How will you prove the truth of what you tell me?” 
asked Davoust coldly. 

Pierre remembered Ramball, and mentioned his regiment 
and name and the street where his lodgings would be found. 

' “ You are not what you say you are,” reiterated Davoust. 

Pierre, in a trembling, broken voice, began to adduce proofs 
of the correctness of his representation. 

But at this instant an aide entered and made some report to 
Davoust. Davoust suddenly grew radiant at the news com- 
municated by the aide-de-camp, and began to button up his 
coat. He had evidently forgotten Pierre’s existence. 

When the aide reminded him of the prisoner, he frowned, 
and nodded in Pierre’s direction, and ordered him to be led 
away. But where was he to be led ? Pierre had no idea, 
whether back to the coach-house or to the place prepared for 
the execution, which, as he had crossed the Dievitchye Pole, 
his comrades had pointed out to him. 
j* He turned his head and looked back, and saw that the aide 

was making inquiry. 

" Oui, sans doute /” but what this “Yes, of course,” meant, 
Pierre had no idea. 

]■" Pierre had no idea how long he was kept walking or whither 

he was taken. In a condition of absolute stupor and abstrac 
tion, conscious of nothing around him, he mechanically moved 
his legs together with the others until they were all halted, 
and then he also halted. 

During all this time one thought filled his mind. This 
thought was: Who had in last analysis condemned him to be 
executed ^ It was not the same men who had examined him 
at the court-martial ; there was not one man among them who 
would have been willing, or, in all probability, could have done 
so. It was not Davoust, who had looked at him with such a 
human look. One instant more and Davoust would have under- 
stood that they were making a mistake, but that moment was. 
disturbed by the aide who had come in. And this aide evi- 
dently would not have willingly done anything wrong, but he 



tall, thin; the other, dark, hirsute, muscular, with ^flattened 
nose. Number three was a domestic serf,* forty-five years old, 
with grayish hair and a plump, well-fed body. The fourth 
was a very handsome muzhik, with a bushy, reddish beard, 
and dark eyes. Number five was a factory hand, a sallow, 
lean fellow of eighteen, who wore a ichalat. 

Pierre listened to the French soldiers asking how the men 
should he shot : one at a time, or two at a time, 

* Dvortivuu ■ 


could not help it. Who, then, was it that was thermal cause 
of his being punished, killed, deprived ot liie— lic l lerre, 
with all his recollections, yearnings, nopes, ideas . \\ ho was 

doing this ? 

And Pierre felt that it was no one. _ 

It was the order of things, the chain of circumstances. 

This order of things had somehow killed him — 1: ierre — 
deprived him of life, destroyed him. 


CHAPTER XL 

From Prince Sheherhatofs house, the prisoners were con- 
ducted directly down along the Dievitchye Pole, to the left oi 
the Dievitchy monastery, and were brought into a kitchen- 
garden where stood an upright post. Back of the post a great 
pit had been dug, the fresh earth was piled up at one side, 
and around the pit and the pillar stood a great throng of 
people. The throng consisted ot a few Jhussians and a gioat 
number of Napoleonic troops out of military rank; Prussians, 
Italians, and Prench, in various uniforms. At the right and 
left of the post stood tiles of Preach troops in blue uniforms 
with red epaulets, in gaiters and shakos. 

The condemned were stationed in the same order *s that 
which they had occupied on the list— Pierre was number six 
— and they were brought up to the post. A number of drums 
were beaten suddenly on two sides, and Pierre felt that at 
these sounds a part of Ms very soul was torn from him. He 
lost the faculty of thinking and considering. He could only 
see and hear. And he had only one desire left, and that was 
that the terrible thing that had to be done should be done as 
speedily as possible. Pierre glanced at his comrades and 
observed them. 

Two men at the end were shaven-headed convicts. One was 



i( Two at a time/ 5 replied the senior officer in a tone of cool 
composure. 

A stir ran through the rank and hie of the soldiery, and it 
was plain to see that all were making ready, and making ready 
not as men do who make haste to do something that all com- 
prehend, hut rather as men make haste to finish some unusual 
task, that must be done, yet is unpleasant and incomprehensible. 

A French official in a scarf directed his steps to the right- 
hand side of the file of the condemned, and read the sentence 
in Russian and in French. 

Then two couples of the French soldiers advanced to the 
prisoners, and, by direction of the officer, pinioned the two 
convicts who stood at the end. The convicts were halted at 
the post, and while they were bringing the death-caps looked 
silently around them, as a disabled wild beast at bay glares on 
the hunter approaching. • 

One kept crossing himself, the other scratched his back and 
tried to force his lips to smile. The soldiers, with hasty hands, 
began to bind their eyes, to put on the death-caps, and fasten 
the men to the post. 

A dozen musketeers, with their arms in their hands, stepped 
forth with firm, measured steps, and came to a halt eight paces 
from the post. 

Pierre looked away so as not to see what was going to take 
place# Suddenly was heard a crash and a rattle, which seemed 
to Pierre louder than the most terrific thunder-clap, and he 
looked round. There was a smoke, and some Frenchmen with 
pale faces and trembling hands were doing something around 
the pit. 

Two others were led out. In the same way, with the same 
eyes, these two also gazed at them all, vainly with their eyes 
alone — for their lips were silent — begging for help, and evi- 
dently not comprehending and not realizing what was going 
to be. They could not believe, because they alone knew what 
their life was for them, and therefore they understood not and 
believed not that it could be taken from them. 

Pierre wished not to look, and again turned Ms head away ; 
but again his ears were assailed as by a terrible explosion, and, 
at the same time, he saw the smoke, the blood of some one, and 
the pale, frightened faces of the Frenchmen again occupied 
with something near the post, — with trembling hands push- 
ing one another. 

Pierre, breathing heavily, glanced around him, as though to 
ask, “ What is the meaning of this ? 55 
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The same question was expressed in all the eyes which met 
Pierre’s. 

On all the faces of the Russians, on the faces of the French 
soldiers and officers, all without exception, he read the same 
fear, horror, and battle which were in his heart, 

« Yes, who is it that is really responsible for this ? They 
all suffer just exactly as I do. Whose doings is if ? whose 
Such was the question that flashed through Pierre's miiul, 

« Tirailleurs du $& m , m avant — Squad of the Siith, forward,” 
some one commanded. 

The man who was fifth on the list, and stood next to Pierre, 
was led out — alone ! 

Pierre did not comprehend that he was saved; that he and 
all the others had been brought out simply to be witnesses of 
the execution. With ever increasing horror, but with no real- 
izing sense either of joy or relief, he watched proceedings. 

The fifth, man was the factory workman in the khulat The 
moment they laid their hands on him he seemed overwhelmed 
with terror, and clung to Pierre, Pierre shuddered, and shook 
Mm off. 

The factory hand could not walk. He was seized under 
the. arms and dragged away, yelling something. When they 
brought him to the post, he suddenly became quiet. .An idea 
suddenly seemed to occur to him. Whether he realized that 
it was idle to scream, or felt that it was impossible tliayhese 
men should really mean to kill him, — at all events, he stood by 
the post waiting* for his eyes to be bandaged, just as the others 
had done, and like the wild beast at bay glared around him 
with flashing eyes. 

Pierre could not bring himself to turn away or close his 
eyes. His curiosity and emotion, shared with the whole 
throng at the spectacle of this fifth execution, had arisen to 
the highest pitch. Like the other four, this new victim was 
composed. He wrapped his khalat around him, and rubbed 
one bare foot against the other. 

When they proceeded to bind his eyes, he himself arranged 
the knot on the back of Ms head, as it was too tightToi? him. 
Then, when they placed him with his back to the blood- 
sprinkled post, he leaned back against it, hut then, as though 
finding it uncomfortable in that position, he straightened him* 
' self up, and, standing on even feet, he coolly stood with his 
back to it. 

, Pierre did not take his eyes from him, or lose his slightest 

motion. 
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Some command must have been given ; the command must 
have been followed by the reports of eight muskets. But 
Pierre, in spite of all his subsequent efforts to remember, heard 
not the slightest report from the fire-arms. He only saw how 
the factory hand, for some reason, suddenly leaned with all 
his weight on the ropes, how blood showed in two spots, and 
how the ropes themselves from the weight of the suspended 
body gave way, and the factory hand, unnaturally lolling his 
head, and his legs doubling under him, sat down. 

Pierre ran up to the post. No one detained him. The 
pale, terror-stricken men were doing something or other about 
the workman. One old, mustachioed Preach soldier, as he 
untied the ropes, could not prevent his lower jaw from trem- 
bling. The body was laid on the ground. The soldiers 
clumsily and in all haste dragged it behind the post, and pro- 
ceeded to push it into the pit. 

They all, evidently, were well assured that these men were 
criminals, and that it was necessary as quickly as possible to 
put out of sight all traces of their crime. 

Pierre glanced into the pit, and saw that the factory hand 
lay there with his knees drawn up near to his head, and one 
shoulder higher than the other. And this shoulder was con- 
vulsively but regularly falling and rising. But already shovel- 
fuls of earth were falling on his whole body. 

One of the soldiers sternly, impatiently, wrathfully called 
to Pielre to come back. But Pierre heard him not, and stood 
by the post, and no one drove him away. 

When now the pit was all filled up, a word of command 
was heard. Pierre was brought back to his place, and the 
French troops, standing in files on both sides of the post, 
faced about, and marched by the post in measured step. 

The twenty-four men whose muskets had been emptied, 
standing in the midst of the square, ran to their places, as 
their companies marched by them. 

Pierre gazed with lack-lustre eyes at these men, who two 
by two left the circle. All but one had rejoined their com- 
panies. »A young soldier with a deathly pale face,, and wearing 
a shako on the back of his head, had grounded his musket, 
and still stood in front of the pit, in the spot where he had 
fired. He staggered like a drunken man a few steps forward, 
then back, and could scarcely keep from falling. An old 
soldier, a non-commissioned officer, ran from the ranks, and, 
seizing the young soldier, drew him back to his company. 
The throng of Russians and French began to disperse. All 
went off in silence, with dejected heads. 
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u fa leur apprendra a emend w*.~~Thh 11 tench Vra to set 
fires/ 5 said one of the Xhuiichiiien, Pierre glanced at the 
speaker, and saw that he was a soldier who wanted to gvt 
some consolation from what had been done* but could not 
Without finishing what he had begun to say, he waved Ids 
hand, and went on Ms way. 


After the execution, Pierre was parted from the others* 
and placed by himself in a small, dilapidated church that had 
been burned. t ye • ; 

Just before evening a non-cornmissioncd officer of the 
guard, accompanied by two soldiers, came into the church, and 
explained to Pierre that he wu% reprieved, and was to. be pnfc 
into the barracks of the prisoners, of war* 

Without comprehending what was said to him* Pierre got* 
up and went with, the soldiers, 

was conducted to some huts at the upper part of the 
constructed of burned planks, beams, and scantling, and 
/ introduced into one of them. It was dark, and Pinny found 
/ himself surrounded by a score of various characters. Pierre 
looked at these men, “without comprehendtug who they were, 
why they were there, or what they wanted of him. Htgjheawi 
the words that they spoke, but he saw no connection, or 
coherence in them. he did not ^ comprehend their meaning. 
He answered their questions, but he had no idea who listened 
to him or how his answers were received. He looked at the 
faces and forms, and they all alike seemed to him meaningless. 
From the moment that Pierre had looked upon that horrid 
massacre perpetrated by men who did not wish to do it* it; 
might have been thought that the mainspring by which 
everything had been co-ordinated and kept alive in his mind 
had been torn away* and everything lead crumbled into a heap 
of incoherent dust. Although lie made no attempt, to explain 
how it happened, his faith in the bcucli<*ent ordering of the 
universe, in the human soul* and in his own and in Uud, 

was deslToycd. 

Pierre had passed through such a mental crisis before* but 
never one of such violence 4 as this. Before, when this kind of 
doubts had come upon Pierre* they had had their origin in 
his own wrong-doing. And Pierre had felt ’ in the depths 
of Ms heart that his salvation from such despair and doubt 
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“was in himself. But now he was conscious that it was not 
his own fault that the universe had collapsed before his eyes, 
leaving only incoherent ruins. He felt that it was not in his 
power to return to faith in life. 

Around him in the darkness stood a number of men : appar- 
ently, they found something in him to interest them. They 
told him things, they asked questions of him ; then they led 
him somewhere, and at last he found himself in a corner of 
the balagan, together with certain men who were talking and 
laughing together. £i Here, now, my brothers, is the prince 
himself who ” — (special stress was laid on the w r ord who }> ) 
said some one’s voice in the opposite corner of the balagan. 

Pierre sat motionless and silent on the straw next the wall, 
now opening and now closing his eyes. But as soon as he 
closed his eyes he saw before him the factory workman’s 
face, terrible, yes, terrible, from its very simplicity of expres- 
sion, and the still more terrible faces of the involuntary execu- 
tioners, with their anxious looks. And lie would again open 
his eyes, and again stared meaninglessly into the darkness 
around him. 

Next him sat a little man all doubled up, whose presence 
Pierre was made aware of from the very first by the powerful 
odor of perspiration which emanated from him every time he 
moved. This man was engaged in doing something to his 
feet, and though Pierre could not see his face he felt conscious 
that 1&is man kept looking at him. By straining his eyes to 
suit the darkness, Pierre made out that this man was baring 
his feet. And Pierre began to grow interested in the way in 
■which he performed the operation. 

Having unwound the ' long band which was twisted around 
one foot and leg, he carefully rolled it up, and then went to 
work on the other foot the same way, constantly glancing at 
Pierre. While one hand was hanging up the first leg-wrap- 
per, the other had instantly begun to undo the one on the 
other leg. Having thus bared his feet with precise but flow- 
ing, well-directed motions whereby no time w r as lost, the. man 
spread out his foot-gear on the pegs which were driven in just 
above hit head, took out his pocket-knife, pared off something, 
shut up his knife, thrust it under his pillow, and, having set- 
tled himself more comfortably, he clasped his knees with both 
hands and stared straight at Pierre. 

For Pierre there was something agreeable, soothing, and 
satisfying in these well-regulated motions, and in this man 
making himself so at home in his corner, — even in the odor 
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emanating from Mm ; and Pierre, without dropping his eyes, 
returned his gaze. 

“ Well, have you seen pretty hard times, barin ? hah ? 5f 
suddenly asked the little mam And there was such an 
expression of gentleness and simple-hearted goodness in the 
man's sing-song voice that Pierre would have instantly 
replied, but his jaw trembled and the tears came into his 
eyes* The little man at the same second* not giving Pierre 
time to betray his confusion, went on in the same pleasant 
voice : — 

tf Ah, my dear friend,* don't repine/ 5 said he, in that gentle, 
sing-song, affectionate tone with which old Russian peasant 
women talk, “don’t repine, my friend. # An hour to suffer, 
but an age to live ! That's the way it is, my clear ! But we 
live here, thank God, without offence. There's bad men and 
there’s good men as well/* said he, anch while still speaking, 
he got up on his knees with an agile motion, arose, and, 
coughing, vent somewhere.' 

a Here, you little rascal, f you ve come, have you ! — • There, 
there ! that’ll do ! 55 

And the soldier, pushing off a puppy that was jumping upon 
him, returned to Ms place and sat down. He carried in Iris 
'hand something wrapped up in a rag. 

. At Here’s something to eat, barin, ’’said he, returning to his 
former respectful tone, and, unwrapping the bundle, he gave 
to Pierre several baked potatoes. i{ We had porridge far din- 
ner. . But potatoes are excellent. 5 * 

Pierre had eaten nothing all day, and the smell of the 
potatoes seemed to him extraordinarily pleasant. He thanked 
the soldier and began to eat. * ' v.'. 

a Well, how is it ? n asked the soldier, with a smile, and 
faking one of the potatoes, — - u do you relish it ? n — He again 
got out his jackknife, laid the potato on his palm, and cut it 
into halves, sprinkled salt on from the rag, and offered it 
to Pierre* “ Potatoes excellent/ 5 he reiterated. u ’ Eat it that 
way I n 

It seemed to Pierre that ho had never eaten anv viands 
that tasted more appetizing. 

“ No, it makes no difference to me, one way or the other/ 1 
said Pierre. « But why did they shoot those poor wretches ? 
■The last one wasn’t twenty. 55 

Ts / its/” — said the little man. a A sin ! — asin!” he 
quickly added; and as though words were always ready to his 
Mki tliU (little hawk)* . tMiwa* • v ; v 



WAR AND 2 7 EA CE, 


lips, and winged to % away very unexpectedly from them, he 
added, — /tphyM ■ 

“ How was it, barm, that you staid in Moscow ? ” 

“I did not think the}? would come so soon. It was by acci- 
dent I staid,” replied ‘Pierre. 

“ And how came they to take you ? Was it from your own 
house, my dear ? ” * " 

“No: I was going to the fire, and it was then they seized 
me, and tried me as an incendiary.” 

“ Where the tribunal is, there is injustice,” said the little 
man sententiously. 

“Have you been long here?” asked Pierre, as he munched 
the last potato. 

“I? Since Sunday. I was taken from the hospital in 
Moscow.” 

“ So you were a soldier, were you ? ” 

“ One of Apsheron’s regimen!- I was dying of fever. No 
one had ever told us anything about it. There were twenty 
of us lying there. We had no idea of such a thing — didn’t 
dream of it ! ” 

“ Well, are you bored at being here ? ” 

“How can I help being, my dear ? * My name is Platon; 
surname, Karatayef,” he added, evidently so as to make 
Pierre’s intercourse with him less formal. “They always 
called me sokolik in the army. How can one help being bored, 
my dear ? Moscow is the mother of our cities ! How can 
one Iook on and see her destruction and not be blue ? The 
worm gnaws the cabbage, but perishes before it: that’s the 
old folks’ saying,” he added quickly. 

“ What is that remark you made ?” asked Pierre. 

“I?” demanded Karatayef. “ Oh, I said, c Not by our wit, 
but as God sees fit,’ ” f said he, thinking he was repeating the 
former proverb. And immediately he pursued : — “And you 
have property, haven’t you, barin ? And have a house ? Your 
cup must be full. And have a wife ? $ And old folks alive ? ” 
he asked. And Pierre, though he could not see because it 
was so dark, still knew that the soldier’s lips were curved 
in a respectful smile of friendliness as he asked these ques- 
tions. 

He was evidently grieved to learn that Pierre had no 
parents, especially no mother. 

“A wife for advice, a wife’s mother for a welcome, but 

* SokfSUk, darling (little hawk), f Ny6 nashirn xmtim a JBdzhyim wdom* 
f Khozyaika t mistress of the house. 
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nothing. sweeter than one’s own matushka!*’ said he. > i£ But 
have you any children ? 55 he proceeded to inquire, Pierre’s 
negative reply again evidently grieved him, and he hastened 
to add: * Well, you are young yet; God may give them. 
Only you should live in good understanding 5,1 — 

“It's all the same to me now,” said Pierre, involuntarily*. 

“Ekh! My dear man!” exclaimed Platon. « There’s no 
getting rid of the beggars sack nor of the prison cell ! 55 He 
got into a more comfortable attitude, cleared his throat, and 
was evidently preparing to spin a long yarn. u This was the 
way, my dear friend,* 1 lived when I was at: horn* p he began. 
<{ We had a rich estate — much land — -peasants lived well, and 
we in the house too, glory to thee, 0 God ! My bdtyukhka 
would harvest sevenfold. Lived well, as Christians should! 
But one time ” — 

And Platon Karatayef related a long story about how he 
went into another man’s grove after firewood, and the watch- 
man had caught him; how* he had been flogged, tried, and 
sent off as a soldier. — “Well, my dear friend? 5 t said he, his 
voice altered by his smile, frit seemed a misfortune; on the 
contrary, good thing ! My brother would have had to go if 
it hadn’t been for my sin* But my younger brother had five 
/.children, while, you see, I had only a wife to leave. I had a 
' little girl once, but God took her' back before I went soldier* 
ing. 1 went home on leave once. 1 will tell you about it. 
I see they live better than they did before. Yard full of 
live-stock"; women at home; two brothers off at work!* Only 
Mikhailo, the youngest at home. And my batyushka, he says, 
says he, 4 All my children’s alike to me ; no matter which 
finger you pinch, it hurts just the same. And if they had hot 
taken Platon, Mikhailo’d had to go. 5 He took us all in front 
of the t images 5 — would you believe it? — and made us 
stand there. * Mikhailo/ says he, 4 come here. Bow down to 
the ground before him; and you, woman, bow down ; and you, 
little ones, bow down all of you ! "Have you understood ? 5 says 
he. And that’s the way it is, my dear friend. *ETo escaping 
fated % And we are always declaring, 4 This is not good, or 
this is all wrong. 5 But our happiness is like water hi a trawl* 
net: puli it along and IPs full; take it out and IPs empty ! 
That’s the way it isP ' 1 

■'"'■And' Platon; shifted his seat on his straw. ■ ■ . ■■■ d 

* Drub m»i Itubi'Ztvti, t SokdHk. 

| laterally, Fate, destiny, seeks heads* A variant of the proverb reads, 
4 If Fat® does not find the man, the mm goes to Fate/ 
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After a little space of silence, Platon arose: u Well, I sup- 
pose you’d like to go to sleep ? 77 said lie, and lie began to 
cross himself, muttering, “Lord Jesus Christ ! Saint Nikola! 
Frola and Lavra ! Lord Jesus Christ, Saint Nikola! Prola 
and Lavra, Lord Jesus Christ — have mercy upon us and save 
us ! 77 he said in conclusion, bowed down to the very ground, 
got up, drew a deep sigh, and lay down on his straw. “ Now, 
O God ! let me : sleep like a stone, and rise like a loaf , 7 77 * he 
exclaimed, and lay down, covering himself with his soldier’s 
coat. 

“ What was that prayer you were repeating ? 77 asked Pierre. 

“If eh ? 77 said Platon. He was already asleep. “Repeated 
what ? I was praying to God. Don’t you say your prayers ? ” 

“ Certainly I say my prayers , 77 replied Pierre. “ But what 
was that about Frola and Lavra ? 77 f 

“ Why , 77 swiftly replied Platon, “ that’s the horses 7 saints. 
For we must have pity on the# cattle , 77 said Karatayef . “ Oh, 
you rascal ! you have come back, have you ? You want to get 
warm, do you, you nice little slut ? 77 said he, fondling the 
puppy at his feet, and, turning over again, instantly fell 
asleep. 

Outside in the distance were heard the sounds of wailing 
and yells, and through the cracks in the hut the glare of the 
fire could be seen, but in the balagan it was dark and still. It 
was long before Pierre could go to sleep ; and he lay in his 
plac^ in the darkness with wide-open eyes, listening . to 
Platon’s measured snoring, as he lay near him, and feeling 
that that formerly ruined world was now arising again in his 
soul, in new beauty and with new and steadfast foundations. 


CHAPTER XIII. 

The balagan or hut where Pierre was confined, and where 
he spent four weeks, contained twenty-three soldiers, three 
officers, and two chinovniks, — all prisoners. 

Afterwards all of them seemed to be misty memories to 
Pierre ; Tout Platon Karatayef forever remained in Pierre’s 
mind as a most powerful and precious recollection, the very em- 
bodiment of all that was good and worthy and truly Russian. 

When, on the following day, at dawn, Pierre saw his neigh- 
bor, the first impression of something rotund was fully con- 

* Kaldchik (kalatcli), a sort of pretzel or light loaf, 
t Frola and Lavra : Flora and Laura. 
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firmed ; Platon's whole figure, in his French overcoat belted 
with a rope, in his forage cap and hast shoes* was rotund. If is 
head was absolutely round ; his buck, ids chest* Ids shoulders, 
even his arms, which he always earned although he were 
always ready to throw them around something, were round ; 
■his pleasant smile and his large, -thick brows and his gentle 
eyes ■were round* 

Platon Ivaratayef must have been upwards of fifty, to 
judge by Ms stories of campaigns in which he Lad taken part 
as a soldier. He himself had no idea, and could never have 
told with any accuracy, how old he was. But Ids. teeth, 
brilliantly white and strong, were always ^ displayed in two 
unbroken rows whenever he laughed. — -which he often did* — 
and not one was not good and sound. There was not a trace 
of gray in beard or hair, and his whole^ frame had the appear- 
ance of agility and especially of steadfastness and. endurance. 

His face, in spite of a multitude of delicate round wrinkles, 
gave the impression of innocence and youth; his voice was 
agreeable in its melodious sing-song. But the chief peculiarity 
of his speech consisted in its spontaneity and shrewitness* He 
evidently never thought of what he said or what ho was going 
to say. And from tins arose the irresistible persuasiveness 
that was found in the rapidity and certainty of his intona- 
tions. 

His physical powers and activity were so great during the 
early part of their term of captivity that it seerm d as though 
he knew not what weariness or ill-health meant* Every 
morning and evening, as he lay on his couch of straw, he 
would say ; H Lord, let me sleep like a stone, and rise like a 
loaf.” • ■ 

When he got up in the morning he always shrugged Ids 
shoulders in a certain way and said: “Turn over when you 
lie down, shake yourself when you get up.” And, in point of 
fact, all lie had to do was to lie* down, and instantly he would 
be asleep like a stone; and all he had to do was to shake him- 
self, and without a second’s delay he would be ready to take 
up anything, just as children, when they are once up take to 
their toys. 'fLyy-ph,-, 

He was a jaek-at-all-trades, but neither very good nor very 
bad at any. He could bake, cook, sew, cut hair, cobble boots. 
He was always busy, and only when it came night did he 
allow himself to enjoy social converse, though lie enjoyed if, 
and to sing. He sang his songs, not as singers usually sing, 
. knowing that they will bo heard, but he sang as the birds 
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sing, evidently because it was just as much a necessity upon 
Mm as it was for him to stretch himself or to walk. And 
these sounds were always gentle, soft, almost like a woman's, 
plaintive, and his face, while he was engaged in this, was 
very grave. 

During his captivity he let his beard grow, and evidently 
discarded everything extraneous that was foreign or mili- 
tary, and involuntarily returned to his former condition of the 
peasant and man of the people. 

“ ‘ A soldier on leave is a shirt made out of drawers/ " he 
would quote. He was not fond of talking about his soldier- 
ing days, although he regretted them not, and often declared 
that during all his term in the service he had not once been 
flogged. When he had stories to tell he much preferred to 
confine them to old and evidently precious recollections of 
the time when he was a serf —+Khristianin, Christian, he called 
it, instead of Kresty anin / 

The proverbs of which he made so much use were not that 
generally coarse and vulgar slang such as soldiers are apt to 
employ, but were genuine popular u saws/' which seem per- 
fectly insignificant when taken out of connection, but which 
suddenly acquire a meaning of deep wisdom when applied 
appositely. 

He often said things that were diametrically opposed to 
what^rhe had said before, but yet each statement would be 
'correct. He loved to talk, and talked well, embellishing his 
discourse with affectionate diminutives and proverbs, which, 
it seemed to Pierre, the man himself improvised; but the 
chief charm of his narrations arose from the fact that the 
simplest events, those which Pierre himself had participated 
in without being any the wiser, assumed a character of 
solemn beauty. 

He liked to listen to the yams — though they were all of a 
single stamp — which a certain soldier used to tell evenings, 
but above all he liked to listen to tales of actual life. 

He smiled blithely while listening to such tales, suggesting 
words ai?d asking questions conducive to bringing out all the 
beauty of what was related to him. 

Special attachments, friendships, loves, as Pierre under- 
stood them, Karatayef had none ; but he liked all men, and 
lived in a loving way with all with whom his life brought him 
in contact, and especially with men • — not any particular men 
— but with such as were in his sight. He loved his dog ; he 
loved his comrades, the French ; he loved Pierre, who was his 



CHAPTER XI Y. 


The Princess Mariya, having learned from Nikolai that her 
brother was with the Rostofs at Yaroslavl, immediately, in 
spite of her aunt’s dissuasion, made her arrangements to join 
him, not alone, hut with her nephew. 

She did not ask herself whether this would be hard or easy, 


pomnanion • but Pierre felt that Karatayef, m -pite of all that 
companion , o manifested toward him, — and 

affectionate spirit wnicn ^ , •] f ±. n Piprre’s snirit- 

wMch lie could not help giving as a tiibute to 1 xerre s spirit: 

ual life -not for one moment would grieve over separation 
And Pierre also began to have the same feeling toward 

“ton Karatayef was, in the eyes of alh the other prisoners, 
a most ordinary soldier. They called him sokohk, little 
hawk,” or Platosha, good-naturedly quizzed him, made lum do 

° d }3 ut lor Pie rrehe remained forever what he had seemed to 
him the first night, — the incomprehensible, rotund, and eter- 
n™ personification of the spirit of simplicity and truth. 

The only thing that Platon Karatayef knew merely by 
rote was his prayer. When he talked, lie, it would appear, 
would have no idea where, having once begun, it w ould bung 

hl When Pierre, as sometimes happened, missed the sensemf 
what he said, and would ask him to repeat himself, Platon 
would not be able to remember what he had spoken only the 
minute before, just as in the same way he could not give 
Pierre the words of his favorite song. The words were : 
Jtodimaya, beryozanka i toshnenko mnye, — Mothei, little 
birch-tree, sick at heart am I, — but there was no colieient 
sense in those words. He could not remember or defane jvords 

apart from the context. . _ , , .. .. ,, ' 

Every word he spoke and everything that he - did was the 
manifestation of that, to him, incomprehensible activity, his 
life But his life, as he himself looked upon it, had no sense 
as a separate existence. It had sense only as it was a part of 
the great whole of which he was constantly conscious. His 
words and deeds flowed from him as regularly, unavoidably, 
and spontaneously as the fragrance exhales from a flower. He 
could not comprehend either the object or the significance of 
words or deeds taken out of their proper connection. 
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feasible or impossible, and she cared not to know : it was her 
duty not only to be with her brother, who perhaps was dying, 
but also to put forth her utmost endeavors to bring his son to 
him, and she was bound to go. 

If Prince Andrei himself did not send her word, it was to 
be explained, the .princess was certain, either because he was 
too feeble to write, or because he felt that the long, round- 
about journey would be too hard and perilous for 1 er and his 
son. 

In a few days the Princess Mariya was rea for the jour- 
ney. Her outfit consisted of the vast, princely coach in which 
she had made the journey to Voronezh, a britchka and a bag- 
gage-wagon. She was accompanied by Mile. Bourienne, Niko- 
lushka with his tutor, the old nya: ; a, three maids, Tikhon, a 
young footman, and a haiduk whom her aunt sent with her. 

To go by the usual route, by way of Moscow, was not even 
to be thought of, and therefore the roundabout journey which 
the princess had to take through Lipetsk, Biazan, Vladimir, 
Shuya, was very long, and, by reason of the dearth of post- 
horses, very difficult, and in the vicinity of Biazan, where, so 
it was said, the French had begun to appear, even perilous. 

During this trying journey, Mile. Bourienne, Dessalles, and 
the Princess Mariya’s servants, were amazed at her steadfast- 
ness and activity. She was the last of all to retire, she was 
the first of all to rise, and no difficulties sufficed to daunt her. 
Thanks to her activity and energy, which inspirited her com- 
**pan!fns, at the end of the second week they reached Yaroslavl. 

During the last part of her stay in Voronezh, the Princess 
Mariya had experienced the keenest joy of her life. Her love 
for Bostof no longer tormented her or excited her. This love 
filled her whole soul, had made itself an inseparable part of her 
being, and she no longer struggled against it. Of late, the 
Princess Mariya had persuaded herself — though she never 
said this in so many words even to herself — that she loved, 
and was loved in return. She was convinced of this at her 
last meeting with Nikolai, when he came to explain that her 
brother was with his parents. 

NikoM had not intimated by a single word that now, in 
case of Prince Andrei’s restoration to health, the former re- 
lations between him and Natasha would be renewed, but the 
Princess Mariya saw by Nikolai’s face that he knew it was 
possible and had thought of it. 

And, nevertheless, his relations toward her, so considerate, 
so gentle, and so affectionate, not only underwent no change, 
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but he was apparently delighted, because now the kinship 
between him and the Princess Mariya gave him greater free- 
dom in manifesting to her his friendship-love, for such the 
princess sometimes considered it to be. The Princess Mariya 
knew that- this, in her case, was love for the first and last time 
in, her life, and she felt that she was loved, and she was happy 
and calm in this state of things. 

But this happiness did not prevent her from feeling grief in 
all its force for her brother: on the contrary, this spiritual 
composure, in one sense, permitted her greater possibility of 
giving herself up completely to this feeling for her brother. 

This feeling was so intense at the first moment of her de- 
parture from Voronezh that her attendants were convinced, as 
they looked into her anguished, despairing face, that she would 
assuredly fall ill on the way 5 but the difficulties and trials of 
the journey, which employed so much of her energies, saved 
her for the time being from hej grief, and imparted strength 
to her. 

As is always the case during a journey, the Princess Mariya 
had no other thought than about the journey, and forgot the 
object for which it was undertaken. But, as she approached 
Yaroslavl, when what was possibly before her recurred to her, 
and she realized that it was to be that very evening and not at 
the end of days, the Princess Mariya’s agitation reached its 
utmost limits. 

When the ha'iduk who had been sent forward to find where 
in Yaroslavl the Eostofs were quartered, and how PRnce 
Andrei was, rode back and met the great travelling-coach at 
the barriers, he was horror-struck to see the princess’s terribly 
pallid face, as she put it out of the window. 

** I have found out , all about it, your ladyship : * the 
Eostofs are on the square, at the house of the merchant 
Bronnikof. blot very far from here, right on the Volga,” said 
the haiduk. 

The Princess Mariya looked into his face anxiously and 
inquiringly, not understanding why he did not reply to the 
question that chiefly occupied her : “ How is my brother ? ” 

Mademoiselle Bourienne asked this question for the 
princess. 

“ How is the prince ? ” asked she. 

“ His illustriousness is with them in the same house.” 

“ Of course, then, he must be alive,” thought the princess, 
and she softly asked : “ How is he ? ” 

* Vashe siydtelstvo (illustrxonsness). 
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“ The servants say he is still in the same condition . 77 

The princess did not dream of asking what he meant by 
being “ in the same condition / 7 and imperceptibly giving a 
swift glance at the seven-year-old bTikolushka, who was sit- 
ting next her and rejoicing in the sight of the city, she 
dropped her head and did not look up again until the heavy 
carriage, rumbling, jolting, and swaying, stopped somewhere. 
The steps were let down with a clatter. The door was thrown 
open. At the left was water — the great river ; at the right, 
a door-step ; on the door-step were servants and a young, 
ruddy-faced girl, with a long, dark switch of hair, who wore 
what seemed to the Princess Mariya a disagreeably hypocrit- 
ical smile. 

This was Sonya. 

The princess got out and mounted the steps ; the hypocriti- 
cally smiling young girl said, “ This way, this way / 7 and the 
princess found herself in the anteroom, in the presence of an 
elderly woman, with an Eastern type of face, who, with a 
flurried expression, came swiftly to meet her. 

This was the old countess. 

She threw her arms around the Princess Mariya and began 
to kiss her. 

“ My child ! 77 she exclaimed, “ I love you and I have known 
you for a long time . 77 * 

In spite of all her agitation the princess realized that this 
was ^he countess and that she must say something to her. 
^he/without knowing how she did it, murmured a few polite 
words in French, in the same tone in which those spoken to 
her were said, and then she asked, “ Plow is he ? 77 

“The doctor says that there is no danger , 77 said the coun- 
tess ; but even while she made that remark she sighed and 
raised her eyes to heaven, and in this action contradicted 
what she had just said. 

“Where is he? May I see him? May I? 77 asked the 
princess. 

“Directly, princess, directly, dear friend ! — Is this his 
son ? 77 she asked, turning to hTikolushka, who had come in 
with De^salles. “ There will be room enough for us all. It 
is a large house. — Oh, what a lovely little boy ! 77 

The countess took the princess into the drawing-room. 
Sonya engaged in conversation with Mademoiselle Bourienne. 
The countess fondled the boy. The old count came into the 
room to pay his respects to the princess. 

* Mon enfant l je vous aime et vous connais depute longtemps . 



The old count had completely altered since the princess had 
seen him the last time. Then he was a lively, jovial, self- 
confident little old man ; now he seemed like a melancholy 
wreck of himself. As he talked with the countess he kept 
looking round, as though he were asking all present whether 
he were doing the proper thing. After the destruction of 
Moscow and his property, being taken out of the ruts in which 
he was accustomed to run, he had apparently lost his bearings, 
and felt that there was no longer any place for him in life. 

‘ In spite of her one desire to see her brother as speedily as 
possible, and her annoyance because at the moment when she 
might be gratifying this desire, and seeing him, she was 
obliged to exchange courtesies with these people, and to listen 
to pretended praise of her nephew, still the princess kept a 
close watch on everything around her, and felt that it was 
incumbent upon her to conform to the new order of things 
into which she had fallen. She r knew that it was a necessity, 
and, hard as it was, still she kept her temper. 

u This is my niece/* said the count, introducing Sonya. 
a You have not met her, have you, princess ? ” 

The princess turned to her, and, trying to overmaster the 
feeling of hostility that this young lady caused in her heart, 
she gave her a kiss. But it was made hard for her because of 
the want of harmony between all these people and what was 
in her own heart. 

(i Where is he ? ” she asked again, addressing no o^e in 
particular. 

“ He is downstairs. iSTatasha is with him/* replied Sonya, 
coloring. i( They*ve sent word to him. I think you must be 
tired, princess. 5 * 

Tears of vexation arose to the princess’s eyes. She turned 
away, and was going once more to ask the countess how she 
could go to him, when light, impetuous, one might almost say 
jocund, steps were heard in the adjoining room. The princess 
glanced round and saw Hatasha almost running, — that same 
Hatasha who, when she had last seen her in Moscow, had so 
completely failed to please her. r 

The princess had scarcely glanced into the face of this 
Hatasha before she perceived that this was a genuine sympa- 
thizer in her grief, and hence her friend. She went to meet 
her, and, throwing her arms around her, melted into tears on 
her neck. 

As soon as ISTatasha, who had been sitting by Prince 
Andrei’s bedside, learned of the princess’s arrival, she had 
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quietly left the room, and witli the same swift and, as it 
seemed to the Princess Mariya, jocund steps, hurried to meet 
her. 

On her agitated face there was only one expression when 
she came into the room — the expression of love, unbounded 
love for him, for his sister, for everything that was near and 
dear to this beloved man, the expression of pity, of sympathy 
for others, and a passionate desire to give herself up entirely 
if only he might find help. It was evident that, at that mo- 
ment, there was no room in Natasha’s soul for thoughts about 
herself, or about her relations toward him. 

The sensitive Princess Mariya, at the first glance into 
Natasha’s face, realized all this, and, with a bitter sweetness, 
she wept on her neck. 

“ Let us go to him ; come, Marie ! ” exclaimed Natasha, lead- 
ing her into the next room. 

The Princess Mariya looked up, wiped her eyes, and was 
about to ask Natasha a question. She felt that from her she 
could ask and learn all that she wanted to know. 

“ How ” — she began to ask, but suddenly paused. She 
felt that her question could not be asked or answered in 
words. Natasha’s face and eyes would tell her everything 
more clearly and with profounder meaning. 

Natasha looked at her, but, it seemed, she was in too great 
fear or doubt, either to tell or not to tell all that she knew; 
she jpemed to feel that, in presence of those lucid eyes, search- 
— Kg the very depths of her soul, it was impossible not to tell 
the whole truth, everything as she herself saw it. Natasha’s 
lip suddenly trembled, the ugly wrinkles grew more pro- 
nounced around her mouth, and she burst into tears, and hid 
her face in her hands. 

The Princess Mariya understood all. 

But still she hoped, and she asked in words in which she 
had no faith, — 

“ But how is his wound ? What is his general condition ? 99 

“You — you — will see for yourself,” was all that Natasha 
could manage to say. 

The two waited for some time downstairs, next his room, 
so as to finish crying, and to go to him with composed faces. 

“ How has his whole illness gone ? Has the change for the 
worse been of recent occurrence ? When did this take place ? ” 
asked the Princess Mariya. 

Natasha had told her that during the first part of the time 
there was danger from his fever and suffering, but that at 
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Troxtsa this had passed off, and the doctor had only feared 
Anthony’s fire. But even this danger of mortification had 
been avoided. When they reached Yaroslavl, the wound began 
to suppurate (Natasha understood all about suppuration and 
such things), and the doctor said that the suppuration might 
take its normal course. There had been some fever. The 
doctor declared that this fever was not ominous. “ But two 
days before,” Natasha said, “ this had suddenly come upon 
him.” — She restrained her sobs. — “I don’t know why, but 
you will see how he is.” 

“ Has he grown weaker ? Has he grown thin ? ” — asked 
the princess. 

“No, not exactly, but thinner. You will see. Ah, Marie ! 
he is too good; he cannot, cannot live — because” — 


CHAPTER XV. 

When 1 Natasha, with her ordinary composure, opened the 
door of his room, allowing the princess to enter before her, 
the Princess Mariya felt that the sobs were already swelling 
her throat. In spite of her preparations, her endeavors to 
compose herself, she knew that she shoixld not be able to see 
him without tears. 

The Princess Mariya comprehended what Natasha meant 
by the phrase, “ Two days before , this had suddenly come 
upon him.” She realized what it meant that he had sadr 
denly grown softened : this sweetness and humility were the 
symptoms of death. As she entered the doorway, she already 
saw in her fancy that face of her Andriusha, which she had 
known in childhood, gentle, sweet, full of feeling, sensitive, in 
a way that later had rarely shown itself, and which had, there- 
fore, always made such a vivid impression upon her. She 
knew that he would speak to her those subdued, affectionate 
words, like what her father had spoken just before he died, 
and that she would not be able to endure it, and would burst 
into tears before him. 

But sooner or later it had to be, and she entered the room. 
The sobs rose higher and higher in her throat, as, with greater 
and greater distinctness, with her near-sighted eyes, she dis- 
tinguished his form and searched his features, and then she 
saw his face and met his eyes. 

He lay on a sofa, propped up with pillows, and wrapped in 
a squirrel-skin khalat. He was thin and pale. One thin, 
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F*ti, 

transparently "white hand held his handkerchief; with the 
other he was, by a gentle motion of the fingers, caressing the 
long ends of his mustache. His eyes were turned toward 
the visitors. 

When the Princess Mariya saw his face and her eyes met 
his, she suddenly modified the haste of her steps, and felt that 
her tears were suddenly dried and her sobs relieved. As she 
caught the expression of his face and eyes, she suddenly grew 
awestruck, and felt that she was guilty. 

“But what am I guilty of ? ” she asked herself. 

“Because thou art alive, and art thinking of the future, 
while I ? — was the reply of his cold, stern look. 

In that look of his, not outward from within, but turned 
inward upon himself, there was almost an expression of hos- 
tility, as he slowly turned his eyes on his sister and Hatasha, 
He exchanged kisses with his sister, and shook hands as 
usual. * 

“ How are you, Marie ? How did you get here ? ” he asked, 
but his voice had the same monotonous and alien sound that 
was in his look. If he had uttered a desperate cry, this cry 
would have filled the Princess Mariya with less horror than 
the sound of his voice. “'And have you brought Hiko- 
lushka ? ” he asked, in the same slow, indifferent way, and 
evidently finding it hard to recollect. 

“ How are you now ? ” inquired the Princess Mariya, 
amazed, herself, at her question. 

iiiimMtt" [mat you must ask of the doctor, J? he replied, and evi- 
dently collecting his strength, so as to be more gracious, he 
said with his lips alone (it was evident that he did not think 
at all of what he was saying), u Merci f cMre amie, d’etre venue 
— Thank you for coming ! v 

The Princess Mariya pressed his hand. He almost notice- 
ably frowned at the pressure of her hand. He was silent, 
and she knew not what to say. She now understood what had 
come over him two days before. In his words, in his tone, 
especially in this glance of his, this cold, almost hostile look, 
could be perceived that alienation from all that is of this 
world, thfit is so terrible for a living man to witness. He 
evidently found it difficult to understand the interests of life, 
but at the same time one could feel that this was so not because 
he was deprived of the power of remembrance, but because 
his mind was turned to something else, which the living com- 
prehend not and cannot comprehend, and which was absorb- 
ing him entirely. 
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the habit of observation, experience ; but if he had at that 
time enjoyed the mastery of all that he acquired later, he 
could not have had a deeper, truer comprehension of the 
significance of that scene between his father, the Princess 
Mariya, and Natasha, than he had then. He understood it 
perfectly, and, not shedding a tear, he left the room, silently 
crept up to Natasha, who followed him, and shyly looked at 
her out of his beautiful, dreamy eyes ; his short lip trembled ; 
he leaned his head against her and wept. 

From that day he avoided Dessalles, avoided the countess, 
who petted him, and either staid alone by himself or timidly 
joined the Princess Mariya and Natasha, whom he, as it 
seemed, liked better than his aunt, and quietly and shyly 
staid by them. 

The Princess Mariya, on leaving her brother, perfectly 
comprehended what Natasha’s, face had told her. She said 
nothing, more about any hope of saving his life. She took 
turns with her in sitting by his sofa, and slie ceased to weep ; 
but she prayed without ceasing, her soul turning to that 
eternal, searchless One, whose presence so palpably hovered 
over the dying man. 


CHAPTER XVI. 

Prince Akdrei not only knew that he was going to dT^^uutr 
he also felt that he was dying, that he was already half-way 
toward death. 

.He experienced a consciousness of alienation from every- 
thing earthly, and a strange, beatific exhilaration of being. 
Without impatience and without anxiety, he waited for what 
was before him. 

That ominous, Eternal Presence, unknown and far away, 
which had never once ceased, throughout all his life, to haunt 
his senses, was now near at hand, and, by reason of that 
strange exhilaration which he felt, almost comprehensible and 
palpable. 


Before, he had. feared the end. Twice he had experienced 
that terribly tormenting sense of the fear of death, of the end, 
and now he did not realize it. 

The first time he had experienced that feeling was when 
the shell was spinning like a top before him, and he looked at 
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the stubble field, at the shrubbery, at the sky, and knew that 
death was before him. 

When he waked to consciousness, after his wound, and in 
his soul, for an instant, as it were, freed from the burden of 
life that crushed him, had sprung up that flower of love eter 
nal, unbounded, independent of all life, he no longer feared 
death, and thought no more of it. 

During those tormenting hours of loneliness and half-delir- 
ium which he had spent since he was wounded, the more he 
pondered over this new source of eternal love which had at 
first been concealed from him, the more he became alienated 
from the earthly life, though the process was an unconscious 
one. 

To love everything, all men, always to sacrifice self for 
love’s sake, meant to love no one in particular, meant not to 
live this mundane life. And # the more he imbued himself 
with this source of love, the more he let go of life, and the 
more absolutely he broke down that terrible impediment 
which, if love be absent, holds between life and death. 

When, during this first period, he remembered that he must 
die, he said to himself, “ Well, then, so much the better.” 

But after that night at Muitishchi, when in his semi- 
delirium she whom he had longed for appeared before him, 
and when he, pressing his lips to her hand, had wept gentle 
tears of joy, then love for one woman imperceptibly took pos- 

jPirarr*' of his heart and again attached it to life. And joyful 

but anxious thoughts began to recur to him. As he remem- 
bered the moment at the field lazaret, when he had seen 
Kuragin, he could not now renew that former feeling : he was 
tortured by the question : i{ Is he alive ? ” But he dared not 
make the inquiry. 

His illness followed its physical course, but what Natasha 
had spoken of as having come over him happened two days 
before the Princess Mariya’s arrival. This was the last moral 
combat between life and death, and death had been victorious. 
It was the unexpected discovery that he still prized his 
life, which presented itself in the guise of his love for 
Natasha, and the last victorious attack of horror before the 
unknown. 

It was evening. As was usually the case after dinner, he 
was in a slightly feverish condition, and his mind was preter- 
naturally acute. Sonya was sitting by the table. Suddenly, 
a realizing sense of bliss took possession of him. 

“ Ah ! she has come ! ” he said to himself. 
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In point of fact, Sonya’s place was occupied by Natasha, 
who bad just come in with noiseless steps. 

Ever since tbe time when she bad begun to be bis nurse, be 
bad always experienced this physical sense of her presence. 

She sat in the easy-chair, with her side toward liim, shading 
bis eyes from tbe candle-light, and knitting stockings. (She 
had learned to knit stockings because one time Prince Andrei 
bad told her that no one made such admirable nurses for the 
sick as old feyanyas, who are always, knitting stockings, be- 
cause there is something very soothing in the operation of 
knitting.) Her slender fingers swiftly plied the occasionally 
clicking needles, and the pensive profile of her bended head 
was full in his sight. She moved — the ball of yam rolled 
from her lap. She started, glanced at him, and shading the 
candle with her hand, with a cautious, lithe, and graceful 
movement, she bent over, picked up the ball, and resumed 
her former position. " 

He looked at her without Stirring, and noticed that after, 
she had picked up the ball she had wanted to draw a long 
breath, with her full bosom, but had refrained from doing so, 
and had cautiously masked her sigh. 

At the Troitskaya Lavra they had talked over the past, and 
he had told her that in case lip lived he should eternally * 
thank God for his wound, whicli had brought him back to 
her ; but from that time they had not spoken of the future. 

“ Can it possibly be ? 99 he was now musing, as he loc ked a t 
hex and listened to the slight steely click of her knitting 
dies, “ can it be that fate has so strangely brought us together 
again only that I may die Can it be that the true mean- 

ing of life was revealed to me only that I might live in a lie ? 

1 love her more than all else in the world. But what can I do 
if I love her ? ” he asked himself, and he suddenly, in spite 
of himself, groaned, as he often did, out of a custom acquired 
while he had been suffering. 

Hearing this sound, Natasha laid down her stocking, bent 
nearer to him, and, suddenly noticing his flashing eyes, she 
went over to him and bent down to him. 

“ Haven’t you been asleep ? ” 

“No: I have been looking at you this long time. I knew 
by feeling when you came in. No one except yon gives me 
such a sense of gentle restfulness. — Such light! I feel 
like weeping from very joy.” 

Natasha moved still closer to him. Her face radiant 
with solemn delight. 
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“ Natasha, I love you too dearly ! More than all in. the 
world ! 77 

“And, I?” She turned away for an instant. “Why ‘too 
dearly 7 ? 77 she asked. 

“Why too dearly ? — Now tell me what you think— what 
you think in the depths of your heart ! shall I get well? 
How does it seem to you ? 77 

“I am sure of it, sure of it, 77 Natasha almost screamed, with 
a passionate motion seizing both his hands. 

He was silent. 

“ How good it would be ! 77 And, taking her hand, he kissed 
it. 

Natasha was happy and agitated ; and instantly she remem- 
bered that this was all wrong, that he needed to be kept per- 
fectly quiet. 

“ However, you have not been asleep, 77 said she, calming her 
pleasure. “ Try to get a nap please do. 77 

He relinquished her hand, after pressing it once again, and 
she went back to the candle and resumed her former position. 
Twice she looked at him ; his eyes met hers. She set herself 
a stint on the stocking, and resolved that she would not look 
up until she had finished it. 

In point of fact, soon after this he closed his eyes, and went 
to sleep. He did not sleep long, and woke suddenly in a cold 
perspiration of anxiety. 

Whi le he slept, his mind was constantly occupied with the 
^'^hoSuoli ; death, or life ? And death more than life ! He felt 
that it was near. 

“ Love ? What is love ? 77 he asked himself. 

“ Love is the antidote to death. Love is life. All, all that 
I understand, I understand solely because I love. All is, all 
exists simply and solely because I love. All is summed up in 
this alone. Love is God ; and death for me, who am a tiny 
particle of love, means returning into the universal and eternal 
source of love. 77 

These thoughts seemed to him a consolation. But they 
were only thoughts. There was something lacking in them, 
something that was exclusive and personal — there was no 
basis of reality. And he was a prey to the same restlessness 
and lack of clearness. 

He fell asleep. 

It seemed to him, in his dream, that he was lying in the 
same room in which he was actually lying, but that he was not 
wcpided, but quite well. Many different persons, insignificant, 
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indifferent;, appear before him. He is talking with them, 
discussing something of no earthly consequence. They are 
preparing to go somewhere. Prince Andrei dimly compre- 
hends that all this is mere waste of time, and that he has 
something of real importance to accomplish, but still he goes 
on talking, filling them with amazement at his words, which 
are witty but devoid of sense. 

Gradually, but imperceptibly, all these persons begin to dis- 
appear, and his attention is wholly occupied by the question 
of a closed door. He gets up and goes to the door, with the 
intention of pushing the bolt and closing the door. 

Everything depends on whether he succeeds or not in clos- 
ing it. He starts, he tries to make haste, but his legs refuse 
to move, and he knows that he will not have time to close the 
door, but still he morbidly puts forth all his energies. And 
a painful anguish of fear takes hold of him. And this fear is 
the fear of death : behind the door It is standing. 

But by the time that he feebly, awkwardly drags himself to 
the door, this something horrible, pushing its way from the 
other side, breaks through. Something that is not human — 
Death — is pushing the door open, and he must keep it shut. 
He clutches the door, exerts his final energies, — not indeed to 
shut it, for that is impossible, but to hold it ; his energies, 
however, are weak and maladroit, and, crushing him with its 
horror, the door opens and again closes. 

Once more the pressure came from without. His last, su- 
perhuman energies were vain, and both wings of thOv^ - ^ 
noiselessly swung open. If came in, and it was death. 

And Prince Andrei was dying. 

But at the very instant that he seemed to be dying, Prince 
Andrei remembered that he was asleep, and at the very instant 
that he was dying, he made one last effort and awoke. 

“ Yes, that was death . I died — I woke up. Yes, death is 
an awakening.” . 

This thought suddenly flashed through his soul, and the veil 
which till then had covered the unknown was lifted from be- 
fore his spiritual eyes. He felt as it were a deliverance from 
the bonds which before had fastened him down A and that 
strange buoyancy that henceforth did not forsake him. 

When he woke in a cold sweat and stirred on his couch, and 
Hat ash a came to him and asked him what was the matter, he 
made no reply, and, not understanding what she said, gave her 
a strange look. 

This was what had taken place two days before the Princess 
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Mariya’s arrival. From that day, as the doctor said, Ms slow 
fever took a turn for the worse, but Natasha had no need to 
depend on what the doctor said : she could see for herself those 
terrible moral symptoms which allowed less and less room for 
doubt. 

From that time forth began for Prince Andrei, simultane- 
ously with the awakening from his dream, the awakening from 
life. And, considering the length of life, this seemed to him 
no slower than the awakening from the dream when com- 
pared to the length of his nap. 

There was nothing terrible and nothing cruel in this rela- 
tively slow awakening. 

The last days and hours glided away peacefully and simply. 
Both the Princess Mariya and Natasha, who staid constantly 
by his side, felt this. They wept not, they trembled not, and 
the last part of the time, as they themselves realized, they 
were watching, not the man hinfself, — for he was no more, he 
had gone from them, — but simply the most immediate remem- 
brance of him, simply his body. 

The feelings of both were so strong that the external, ter- 
rible side of death had no effect upon them, and they found it 
unnecessary to give vent to their grief. They wept neither 
in his presence nor when away from him, and they never 
talked about him among themselves. They felt that they 
could not express in words what was real to their under- 



They both saw how he was sinking, deeper and deeper, 
slowly and peacefully away from them into the whither ) and 
they both knew that this was inevitable and that it was well. 
He was shrived and partook of the sacrament. All came to 
bid him farewell. 

When his little son was brought, he kissed him and turned 
away, not because his heart was sore and filled with pity (the 
Princess Mariya and Natasha understood this), but simply 
because he supposed that this was all that was required of 
him. But when he was told that he should give him his 
blessing, lx$ did what was required of him, and looked around 
as though asking whether it were necessary to do anything 
more. 

When the last gentle spasms shook the body, as it was 
deserted by the spirit, the princess and Natasha were present. 

“ It is over ! ” said the Princess Mariya, after his body had 
lain motionless and growing cold for several moments. Na- 
tasha came to the couch, looked into his dead eyes, and made 
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haste to close them. She closed them and kissed them not, 
but reverently kissed that which had been the most mime- 
diate remembrance of him. 0 ,, 

« Where has he gone ? Where is he now . * . 

When the mortal frame, washed and clad, lay m the comn 
on the table, they all went in to say farewell, and all shed 

te Nikolushka wept from the tormenting perplexity that tore 

The^ountess and Sonya wept from sympathy for Natasha, 

and because he was no more. , . . 

The old count wept because very soon, as it seemed to him, 
he also would have to tread this terrible path. 

Natasha and the princess also wept now, but they wept 
not because of their own personal sorrow ; they wept from a 
reverent emotion which took possession of their souls in 
presence of the simple and solemn mystery of death, which 
had been accomplished before their eyes. 


PART SECOND. 


CHAPTER I. 

The association of cause and effect is something beyond the 
comprehension of the human mind. But the impulse to search 
into causes is inherent in man’s very nature. And the human 
intellect, unable to search the infinite variety and complicated 
tangle of conditions accompanying phenomena, — every one 
of which may seem to be thejiltimate cause, — seizes upon 
the first and most obvious coincidence, and says, “ This is the 
cause!” 

In historical events where the acts of men are the object of 
investigation, that which first suggests itself seems to be the 
will of the gods ; then the will of those men who stand in the 
forefront of historical prominence — historical heroes. 

But it requires only to penetrate into the essence of any 
historical event, that is, the activity of the whole mass of the 
people who took part in the event, to become convinced that 
of the historical hero not only did not guide the actions 
of the masses, but, on the contrary, was constantly guided by 
them. 

It would seein as though it were a matter of indifference 
whether the significance of an historical event were explained 
in one way or another. But between the man who should say 
that the nations of the west marched against the east because 
Napoleon wished them to do so, and the man who should say 
that this happened because it had to happen, there is as wide 
a difference as between men who are convinced that the earth 
stands fixed and that the planets move around it, and those 
who assent that they know not what holds the earth, but they 
know that there are laws which govern the motion of the 
earth and the other planets. 

The causes of historical events can be nothing else than the 
only cause of all causes. But there are laws which govern 
events, and some of them are unknown to us, and some of 
them we have investigated. The discovery of these causes is 
possible only when we repudiate the idea that these causes 
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may be found in the will of a single man, exactly in the same 
way as the discovery of the laws governing the motions of the 
planets became possible only when men repudiated the notion 
of the fixity of the earth. 

After the battle of Borodino and the occupation of Moscow 
by the enemy and its destruction by fire, the most important 
episode of the war of 1812, according to the historians, is the 
movement of the Bussian army from the Biazan road toward 
the camp of Tarutino by way of the Kaluga road, the so- 
called flank movement beyond Krasnaya Fakhra. 

Historians ascribe the glory of this stroke of genius to 
various individuals, and do not agree upon any one to whom 
it belongs. Foreign historians, even the French historians, 
in speaking of this “ flank movement,” recognize the genius 
of the Bussian generals. 

But why military writers and everybody else suppose that 
this flank movement was the perspicacious invention of any 
single person, which thus saved Bussia and overthrew Napoleon, 
is something hard to understand. 

In the first place it is hard to understand in what consists 
the perspicacity and genius displayed by this movement, for 
it does not require a great intellectual effort to see. that the 
best position for an army when not enduring attacks is where 
there is the greatest abundance of supplies. And any one, 
even a dull* boy of thirteen, might suppose that in 1 r 

most advantageous position for the Bussian army after the 
retreat from Moscow was on the road to Kaluga. Thus it is 
impossible in the first place to understand by what arguments 
historians persuade themselves that they see perspicacity in 
this manoeuvre. 

In the second place it is still more difficult to understand 
exactly how historians attribute the salvation of the Bussians 
and the destruction of the French to this manoeuvre ; for if 
this “ flank movement ” had been carried out under other con- 
ditions, preceding, accompanying, or following, it might have 
brought about the destruction of the Bussian army and the 
salvation of the French. Even though the situation of the 
Bussian army began to improve from the time that this move- 
ment was effectuated, still it does not follow that this move- 
ment was the cause of it. 

This flank movement not only might not have brought 
any advantage, but might even have been fatal to the Bussian 
army had there not been a coincidence of other conditions. 
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What would have happened if Moscow had not been burned ? 

If Murat had not lost , sight of the Russians? If Napoleon 
had not remained inactive? If at Krasnaya Fakhra the 
Russian army had followed the advice of Benigsen and Bar- 
clay, and given battle ? 

What would have happened if the French had attacked the 
Eussians when they were on the march, beyond Fakhra ? 

What would have happened if Napoleon, after approaching 
Tarutino, had attacked the Russians with even a tenth part 
of the energy with which he had attacked at Smolensk ? 

What would have happened if the French had marched 
toward Petersburg ? — 

In any one of these suppositions, the flank movement, instead 
of being the salvation of Russia, might have been a disaster. 

In the third place, most incomprehensible of all it is that 
those who make a study of history are unwilling to see that 
it is impossible to attribute the flank movement to any par- 
ticular person, that no one could ever have foreseen it, that this 
manoeuvre, like the retreat to Fili, never presented itself to 
anybody in its totality, but, step by step, event by event, 
moment by moment, it came about as the result of an infinite 
number of most heterogeneous conditions, and it appeared 
clearly in its totality only when it had been consummated and 
was an accomplished fact. 

At the council of war held at Fili among the Russian gen- 
predominant opinion was for retreat by the most 
direct and obvious route, the N izhni-N o vgorod road. This 
is proved by the fact that the majority of votes at the council 
were thrown in favor of this plan, and above all by the con- 
versation that occurred after the council between the com- 
mander-in-chief and Lanskoi, who was in charge of the 
commissary department. 

Lanskoi informed the commander-in-chief that the army 
stores were concentrated principally along the Oka in the 
provinces of Tula and Kazan, and that in case of retreat 
upon Nizhni, the army would be separated from its stores by 
the great Ayer Oka, which, during the first stages of winter, 
it would be impossible to cross with supplies. 

This was the first indication of the necessity for renouncing 
the plan of a direct retreat to Nizhni, which at first had seemed 
the most natural. 

The army kept farther to the south, on the road to Riazan, 
so as to be nearer its base of supplies. 

Afterwards the inactivity of the French, who seemed even to 
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have lost sight of the Russian army, the work of protecting 
the arsenal at Tula, and above all the advantage of proximity 
to its supplies, compelled the Russian army to move still 
farther to the south along the Tula road. 

When at length Fakhra had been passed by this bold move- 
ment along the Tula road, the chiefs of the Russian army 
thought of halting at Podolsk, and there was no idea at all of 
taking up a position at Tarutino ; but an infinite number of 
circumstances — the re-appearance of the French army, which 
before had lost the Russians out of sight, and plans of battle, 
and above all the abundance of stores at Kaluga — compelled 
our army still more to swerve to the southward, and, taking a 
route right through the midst of its abundance, to cross over 
from the Tula road to the Kaluga road and approach Tarutino. 

J ust as it is impossible to answer the question when Moscow 
was abandoned, so it is impossible to tell when and by whom 
it was decided to go to Tarutino. 

Only when the troops had already reached Tarutino, by 
reason of an infinite number of differentiated efforts, then 
men began to persuade themselves that this had been their 
wish and their long predetermination. 


CHAPTER II. 

The celebrated flank movement consisted simply in 
The Russian army, which had been retreating straight back 
as the invaders pushed forward, turned aside from the straight 
direction when they saw the French no longer pursuing, and 
naturally took the direction in which they were attracted 
by an abundance of supplies. 

If there had not been men of genius at the head of the 
Russian army, if it had been merely an army without generals, 
it could have done nothing else than return to Moscow, de- 
scribing a semicircle in that direction where there were more 
provisions and where the country was richer. 

The change of route from the Nizhni road toward the 
Riazan, Tula, and Kaluga roads was so natural that the 
foragers of the Russian army took that very, direction, and 
that very direction was the one in which Kutuzof was ordered 
from Petersburg to conduct his army. 

At Tarutino, Kutuzof received almost a reproach from the 
sovereign because he had led his army in the direction of 
Riazan, and he was ordered to take up the very position relative 
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to Kaluga, which he was already occupying at the time when 
he received the letter from the sovereign. 

The Russian army, like a ball which had been rolling in the 
direction of the blow given it all through the campaign and 
especially at the battle of Borodino, assumed its natural posi- 
tion of stable equilibrium, as soon as the force of the blows 
diminished and no new ones were communicated. 

Kutuzof s merit lay not in what is called the genius of 
strategical manoeuvres, but simply in the fact that he was the 
only one who understood the meaning of what was taking 
place about him. 

He alone understood what the inactivity of the French army 
signified, he alone persisted in declaring that the battle 
of Borodino was a victory for the Russians. He alone — - the 
very man who, it would seem, from his position as commander- 
in-chief, ought to have been disposed to favor objective meas- 
ures — used all his power to restrain the Russian army from 
undertaking useless battles. 

The Beast wounded at Borodino lay where it had been 
left by the escaping huntsman ; but whether it was alive, 
or whether it still had strength left, or whether it was hiding 
itself, the huntsman knew not. 

Suddenly was heard this wild beast’s cry. 

The cry of this wounded beast, — the French army, — the 
betrayal of its destruction, was the sending of Lauriston to 
s camp with a request for peace. 

Hapoleon, with his conviction that whatever it occurred to 
him to do was as right as right could be, wrote to Kutuzof the 
first words that entered his mind, and entirely lacking in 
sense. 

“Prince Kutuzof,” he wrote, “ I send you one of my general aides 
to discuss with you on various matters of interest. I wish your high- 
ness to repose confidence in what he will say, especially when he ex - 
presses the sentiments of esteem and respect which 1 have long felt for 
you personally. This letter having no other purpose, I pray God, prince, 
that he have you in Mis holy and beneficent care. 

Moscow, Oct. 30, 1812. 

* Signed, HAPOLEOK.” * 

* “ Monsieur le Prince Koutouzov! fenvoie pres de vous vn de mes aides de 
camp genCraux pour vous entretenir de plusieurs olrjets intdressants. Je 
desire qne votre Altesse ajoute foi a ce quHl lui dir a, surtout lorsquHl 
exprimera les sentiments d’estime et de particuliere consideration que fai 
depuis longtemps pour sapei'sonne. Cette lettre n'dtant a autre Jin , je prie 
Dieu, Monsieur Prince Koutouzov , quHl vous ait en Sa sainte et diqne 
garde , 1 

Moscou , le 30 Octolre , 1812. 


Signet NAPOLEON” 
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“ I should be cursed by posterity if I were regarded as the 
first to move toward any compromise. Such is the spirit of 
our people,” * replied Kntuzof, and he continued to put forth 
all his energies to keep his troops from an attack. 

During the month spent by the French army in the pillage 
of Moscow, and by the Bussian army in tranquil recuperation 
at Tarutino, a change had taken place in the relative strength 
of the two armies, — their spirit and effective, — the result of 
which redounded to the advantage of the Russians. 

Although the condition of the French army and its effective 
were unknown to the Russians, yet as soon as the relative po- 
sition was changed, the inevitability of an attack was shown 
by a multitude of symptoms. 

These symptoms were the sending of Lauriston and the 
abundance of provisions at Tarutino, and the reports coming 
in from all sides of the inactivity, lack of order, of the French, 
and the filling-up of our regiments with recruits, and the fine 
weather, and the long rest accorded to the Bussian soldiers, 
and the general impatience caused among the troops by the 
long rest, and their desire to finish the work for which they 
had been brought together, and the curiosity about what was 
going on in the French army, which had lost them out 
of sight so long, and the audacity with which now the Bus- 
sian outposts skirmished around the French stationed at Taru- 
tino, and the news of easy victories over the French won by 

Bussian muzhiks and “partisans,” and the jealousy ^ 

by this, and the desire of vengeance kindled in every man’s 
soul from the moment that the French occupied Moscow, and, 
above all, the indefinite but genuine consciousness that filled 
the heart of every soldier that the relative positions were re- 
versed, and the superiority was on our side. 

The material relations were changed, and the attack was be- 
coming inevitable. And instantly, just as the chime of bells 
in the clock begin to strike and to play when the hand has 
accomplished its full circuit of the hour, so in the higher 
circles, by the correspondingly essential correlation of forces, 
the increased motion was effectuated, — the whizzing^of wheels 
and the playing of the chimes. 

* “Je semis maudit par la posterity si Von me rerjardait eomme le premier 
moteur d’un accommodement q uelconque. Tel csi V esprit actud de ma nation . ” 
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CHAPTER III. 

Ti-ie Russian army was directed by Kutuzof and bis staff, 
and by tbe sovereign, who was at Petersburg. 

Even before news of tbe abandonment of Moscow had 
reached Petersburg, a circumstantial plan of the whole war 
had been drawn up and sent to Kutuzof for his guidance. 
Although the plan was made with the presupposition that 
Moscow was still in our hands, it was approved by Kutuzof’s 
staff and accepted as the basis of action. 

Kutuzof merely wrote that plans made at a distance were 
always hard to carry out. And then further instructions, 
meant to . solve the difficulties that might arise, were sent, 
and individuals charged to wa£ch- his movement and to send 
back reports. 

Moreover, at this time great changes were made in the staff 
of the Russian army. They had to fill the places of Bagra- 
tion, who had been killed, and of Barclay, who, considering 
himself insulted, had resigned. 

They debated with perfect seriousness what would be best : 
to put A in the place of B, and B in the place of D, or, 
on the contrary, to put D in the place of A, and so on ; as 
^thfwgh anything else than the pleasure given to A and B 
could depend on this. 

In the army staff, owing to the animosity between Kutuzof 
and Benigsen, his chief of staff, and the presence of the sov- 
ereign’s inspectors, and these changes, there arose a much more 
than usually complicated play of party intrigues ; by all pos- 
sible plans and combinations A was undermining the authority 
of B, and D that of 0, and so on. 

In all these operations the object of their intrigues was for 
the most part the war which all these men thought they were 
conducting, but all the while the war was going on independ- 
ently of them in its own destined way, that is, never con- 
forming to the schemes of these men, but resulting from the 
real relations of masses. All these schemes, crossing and 
conflicting, merely represented in the higher spheres the faith- 
ful reflection of what had to be accomplished. 

On October 14, the sovereign wrote the following letter, 
which was received by Kutuzof after the battle of Taru- 
tino : — 
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Prince Mikhail Harionovitch ! — * 

Since September 14, Moscow lias been in the bands of the enemy. 
Your latest reports are dated October 2 ; and in all this time not only 
nothing has been done in the way of a demonstration against the enemy 
and to deliver the first capital, but according to your last reports you 
have been retreating again. Serpukhof is already occupied by a detach- 
ment of the enemy, and Tula, with its famous arsenal so indispensable 
to the army, is in peril. 

From General Winzengerode’s report, I see that a body of the enemy, 
of ten thousand men, is moving along the Petersburg road. Another of 
several thousand men is marching upon Dmitrovo. A third is advancing 
on the road to Yladimir. A fourth, of considerable size, is between 
Ruza and Mozhaisk. Napoleon himself, on the 7th, was at Moscow. 

Since, according to all this information, the enemy has scattered his 
forces in strong detachments, since Napoleon himself is still at Moscow 
with his Guard, is it possible that the strength of the enemy before you 
has been too great to prevent you from taking the offensive ? 

One might assume, on the contrary, with certainty that he would pur- 
sue you with detachments, or at least by an army corps far weaker than 
the army which yon command. 

It seems as if, profiting by these circumstances, you might with ad- 
vantage have attacked an enemy weaker than yourself, and exterminated 
him, or, at least, by obliging him to retire, have regained a great part of 
the province now occupied by the enemy, and at the same time have 
averted the peril of Tula and our other cities of the interior. 

On your responsibility it will rest if the enemy send a considerable 
body of troops to Petersburg to threaten this capital, which is almost 
destitute of troops ; for, with the army confided to you, if you act with 
firmness and celerity, you have all the means needed to avert this new 
misfortune. 

Bear in mind that you are still bound to answer before an insulted 
country for the loss of Moscow* ! 

You have already had proof of my readiness to reward you. ,,> ^fi$r , ^• 
good will shall not grow less, but I and Russia have a right to demand 
from you all the zeal, fortitude, and success that your intellect, your 
military talents, and the gallantry of the troops under your command, 
assure us. 

But while this letter, which shows how the state of things 
was regarded in Petersburg, was on its way, Kutuzof could 
no longer restrain the army which he commanded from taking 
the offensive, and the battle had already been fought. 

On October 14, a Cossack, Shapovalof, while on patrol duty, 
killed one hare and shot at another. In pursuing the wounded 
hare, Shapovalof struck into the forest at some distance and 
stumbled upon the left flank of Murat’s army, which was en- 
camped without outposts. 

The Cossack laughingly told his comrades how he had 
almost fallen into the hands of the French. A comet who 
heard this tale told it to his commander. 

The Cossack was sent for and questioned. The Cossack 
chiefs wished to profit by this chance to get horses ; but one 
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of them, who was acquainted at headquarters, told a staff 
general what had occurred. 

Latterly, the relations of the army staff had been strained 
to the last degree. Yermolof, several days before, had gone to 
Benigsen and implored him to use all his influence with the 
commander-in-chief in favor of assuming the offensive. 

“ If I did not know you,” replied Benigsen, “ I should think 
that you did not wish what you were asking for. I have only 
to advise anything and his serene highness will do exactly 
the contrary.” 

The news brought in by the Cossacks being confirmed by 
scouts sent out, it became evident that the time was ripe for 
action. 

The strained cord broke, and the clock whizzed and the 
chimes began to play. Notwithstanding all his supposed 
power, his intellect, his experience, and his knowledge of men, 
Kutuzof — taking into consideration Benigsen’s report sent 
directly to the sovereign, and the one desire expressed by all 
of his generals, and the sovereign’s supposed wishes, and the 
information brought by the Cossacks— r could no longer restrain 
a movement that was inevitable, and gave the order for some- 
thing that he regarded as useless and harmful, consented to 
an accomplished fact ! 


CHAPTER IV v 

Bexigsen’s note and the report of the Cossacks about the 
uncovered left flank of the French were only the last symp- 
toms that it was absolutely inevitable to give the order for 
the attack, and the attack was ordered for October 17. 

On the morning of the sixteenth Kutuzof signed the order 
for the disposition of the troops. Toll read it to Yermolof, 
proposing to him to take charge of the further arrangements. 

“Very good, very good, but I can’t possibly attend to it 
now,” said Yermolof, and left the room. 

Tire plgm of attack drawn up by Toll was very admirable. 
Just as for the battle of Austerlitz it had been laid down in 
the “ disposition : ” die er$te Kolonne marscMrt this way and 
that way, die zweite Kolonne marscMrt this way and that way, 
so here also, only not in German, it was prescribed where the 
first column and the second column should march. 

And all these columns were to unite at a designated time and 
at a designated place, and annihilate the enemy. Everything 
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was beautifully foreseen and provided for as in all “ disposi- 
tions / 7 and as in all “dispositions” not a single column was 
in its place at the right time. 

When the proper number of copies had been made of the 
order, an officer was summoned and sent to Yermolof, to give 
him the papers that he might do the business. 

A young cavalry officer, Kutuzof’s orderly, delighted with 
the important commission, hastened to Yermolof ’s lodgings. 

“He is out / 7 replied Yermolof 7 s servant. 

The cavalry officer went to the lodgings of the general in 
whose company Yermolof was frequently found, 

“Ho, — and the general is also out . 77 

The cavalry officer, mounting his horse, went to still 
another. 

“Ho, gone out . 77 

“ Hope I sha’n’t he held accountable for the delay. What 
a nuisance ! 77 said the officer r to himself. He rode entirely 
around the camp. One man declared that Yermolof had been 
seen driving off somewhere with some other generals ; another 
said that he was probably at home again. 

The officer, without even taking time to eat his dinner, 
searched till six o’clock. Yermolof was nowhere to be found, 
and no one knew where he was. The officer took a hasty 
supper at a comrade’s, and started off once more, this time 
. in search of Miloradovitch, who was with the advance guard. 

Miloradovitch also was not at home, but there he was told 
that Miloradovitch was at a ball given by General Kikin^akd" 
that Yermolof was probably there also. 

“ And where is that ? 77 

“ Over yonder at Yetchkino / 7 said a Cossack officer, indicat- 
ing the estate of a landed proprietor at some distance. 

“ But how is that ? It’s beyond the lines ! 77 

“Two regiments of ours were sent up to the lines, and 
they’re having a spree there this evening; that’s just the mis- 
chief of it ! Two hands, three choirs of regimental singers . 77 

The officer crossed the lines to Yetchkino. While still a 
long way off, as he rode toward the mansion, he heard the 
jovial, reckless sounds of the soldiers’ choragic song/* 

“ Vo-obluziakh — vo-obluziakh ! 77 rang the meaningless 
words of the song, mingled with whistling and the sounds 
of the torban, * occasionally drowned out by the roar of 
voices. 

These jolly sounds made the officer’s heart beat faster, but 
* A kind of musical instrument. 
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at the same time he was terribly alarmed lest he should be 
blamed for having been so long in delivering the weighty 
message which had been intrusted to him. 

It was already nine o’clock in the evening. He dismounted 
and climbed the steps of the great mansion, which had been 
preserved intact, though it was situated between the French 
and the Russians.- Servants were hying about in the dining- 
room and the anteroom with wines and refreshments. The 
singers stood under the windows. 

The officer was shown in, and he suddenly caught sight of 
all the most distinguished generals of the army gathered 
together, and in their number he recognized tlie tall, well- 
known figure of Yermolof. All the generals wore their uni- 
form-coats unbuttoned ; their faces were flushed and full of 
excitement, and they were laughing noisily as they stood 
round in a semicircle. In the middle of the room a hand- 
some, short general with a red face was skilfully and vigo- 
rously dancing the triepakd . 

a Ha ! ha ! ha ! bravo ! ai da ! — Hikolai Ivanovitck ! ha ! 
ha ! ha ! ” 

The officer felt that to come in at such a moment with an 
important order he should be doubly in the wrong, and he 
wanted to wait but one of the generals caught sight of him, 
and, understanding why he had come, called Yermolof ’s atten- 
tion to him. Yermolof, with a frowning face, advanced to the 
officer, and, after listening to his story, took from him the 
<pp*paper, without saying a word. 

“ Perhaps you think that it was a mere accident that he 
had gone off ? ” said a staff comrade to the cavalry officer, in- 
reference to Yermolof. 

C( HVas a joke ! it was all cut and dried. It was to play it 
on Konovnitsuin. See what a stew there’ll he to-morrow ! ” 


CHAPTER V. 

On* the following day, Kutuzof was awakened early in the 
morning, prayed to God, dressed, and, with the disagreeable 
consciousness that he was obliged to direct an engagement 
of which he did not approve, took his seat In his calash, and 
from Letashevka, five versts behind Tarutino, drove to the 
place where the attacking columns were to rendezvous. As 
he was driven along he kept dozing and awakening again, all 
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tlie time listening if he could hear the sounds of firing at the 
right, and if the battle had begun. 

But as yet all was silent. A damp and gloomy autumn, morn- 
ing was only just beginning to dawn. On reaching Tarutino, 
he noticed some cavalrymen who were leading their horses to 
water beyond the road along which the calash was driven. 
Kutuzof looked at these cavalrymen, stopped the calash, and 
asked to what regiment they belonged. These cavalrymen 
belonged to the column which should have long before been 
far forward in ambush. 

| • “ A mistake, perhaps,” thought the old commander-in-chief. 

But when he had driven a little farther, Kutuzof saw some 
infantry regiments with stacked arms, the soldiers in their 
S drawers, cooking their kasha and getting firewood. 

An officer was summoned. The officer reported that no 
orders had been received about any attack, 
j ' “ How could it ” — Kutuzof began, but he instantly checked 

: himself, and ordered the senior officer to be brought to him. 

He got out of his calash, and walked back and forth, with 
sunken head, drawing long sighs as he silently waited. When 
Eiehen, an officer of the general staff, who had been sent for, 
j, appeared, Kutuzof grew livid with rage, not because this 

officer was to blame for the blunder, but because he was a 
] convenient scapegoat for his wrath. Trembling and panting, 

! the old man, who was falling into that state of fury which 

sometimes would cause him to roll on the ground in his 
; paroxysm, attacked Eiehen, threatening him with his ffists,**. 

, f screaming, and loading him with the grossest abuse. Another 

S- , officer who happened to he present, Captain Brozin, though in 

j no respect to blame, came in also for his share. 

“ These wretched dogs ! Let ’em be shot ! Scoundrels ! ” 
he hoarsely screamed, gesticulating and reeling. He suffered 
physical pain. He, the commander-in-chief, “his highness,” 
who, as every one believed, held more power than any one. in 
Russia had ever before possessed, how came he, he, to be 
placed in such a position — to be made the laughing-stock of 
the whole army! 

“Was it all in vain that I tried so hard to pray "for to-day,' 
all in vain that I passed a sleepless night and planned and 
planned ? ” he asked himself. “ When I was a mere little 
chit of an officer,* no one would have dared to turn me into 
; ; ridicule so — but now ?” — 

H He suffered physical pain, as though from corporal punish- 

j 1 * Malchishka-o fUser. 

! 
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ment, and lie could not help expressing it in cries of pain and 
fury : but soon his strength began to fail him, and he took his 
seat in his calash, looking around with the consciousness 
that he had said much that was unseemly, and silently rode 
back. 

H is fury was spent, and returned no more ; and, feebly 
blinking his eyes, Kutuzof listened to Benigsen, Konovnitsuin, 
and. Toll, — Yermolof kept out of sight for a day or two, — and 
their excuses and words of justification, and their urgent 
representations that the movement which had so miscarried 
should be postponed till the following day. And Kutuzof 
was obliged to consent. 


CHAPTER VI. V 

On the following evening, the troops rendezvoused in the 
designated places, and moved during the night.' 

It was an autumn night, with dark purple clouds, but no 
rain. The ground was moist, but there was no mud, and 
troops proceeded noiselessly; the only sound was the occa- 
sional dull clanking of the artillery. The soldiers were strin- 
gently forbidden to talk above a whisper, to smoke their pipes, 
to strike a light; even the horses refrained from neighing. 
The mysteriousness of the enterprise enhanced the fascination 
of it. The men marched blithely. Several of the columns 
^ halted, stacked their arms, and threw themselves down on 
the cold ground, supposing that they had reached their des 
tination; others — the majority — marched the whole night, 
and came to a place that was obviously not their destination. 

Count Orlof-Denisof with his Cossacks — the smallest de 
taehment of all the others — was the only one who reached 
the right place and at the right time. This detachment was 
halted at the very skirt of the forest, on the narrow footpath 
that led between the villages of Stromilova and Dmitrovskoye 

Before dawn, Count Orlof, who had fallen asleep, was aroused 
A deserter from the French camp had been brought in. This 
was a Polish non-commissioned officer from Poniatowsky’s 
corps. This non-commissioned officer explained in Polish 
that he had deserted because he had been insulted in the 
French service, that he ought long before to have been pro 
moted to be an officer, that he was the bravest of them all, 
and therefore he had given them up, and was anxious to have 
his revenge on them. He declared that Murat was spending 
, . von. 4 — a, : 1 ■ 

- •, . ..... .. . 
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the night only a verst from there, and that if they -would give . 
an . escort of a hundred men he would take him alive. 

Count Orlof-Denisof consulted with ^ ^ 

nronosal was too attractive to he refused. All offeied to go , 
all° advised to make the attempt. After many discussions and 
calculations Maior-General Grekof, with two regiments of Cos- 
t. rl pci led to go with the non-commissioned officer. 

wo“,” said Count O.M-Denisot to the 
■Pole, as he dismissed him; “m case you have lied, I will 
have you hanged like a dog ; but if you have told the troth — 

a ^h^ noncommissioned officer with a resohite face made no 
reply to these words, leaped into the saddle, and rode off w t 
Grekof, who had swiftly mustered his men. 

They vanished in the forest. , 

Count Orlof, pinched by the coolness of the morning which 
was Xw beginning to break, edited and made anxious by the 
responsibility which he had incurred m letting Giekof go, 
went out a little from the forest and began, to reconnoitre the 
enemy’s camp, which could be seen now dimly m the light of 

^fcoulffi!^ col J™ 

fo'r a long 

distance^ these columns were not in sight But in the French 
camp! it seemed to Count Orlof-Denisof, who also put great 
confidence in what his clear-sighted adjutant said, there were 

Slg » AVh f loo late ! ” said Count Orlof, as he gazed at the camp. 

Just as often happens when a man m whom we have 
reposed confidence is no longer under our eyes, rfc suddenly 
seemed to him clear and beyond question that the l.olish non- 
commissioned officer was a traitor, that he had deceived them, 
and the whole attack was going to be spoiled by the absence 
of the two regiments which this man had led ofi no one knew 
where. « How could they possibly seize the commander-m- 
ehief from among such a mass of troops . Of course he 
lied, that scoundrel ! ” exclaimed the count. T 

“ We can call them back,” said one of the suite, who, exactly 
like Count Orlof-Denisof, felt a distrust in the enemy on- see-. 

g jj a ? So? — What do you think ? Shall we let them go 

on, or not,? ” . 

“Do you order them called back r 
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“Yes, call them back, call them back,” cried Count Orlof, 
coming to a sudden decision, and looking at his watcln “It 
would be too late 5 it’s quite light.” 

And the adjutant galloped off through the forest after 
G-rekof. When Grekof returned, Count Orlof-Denisof, excited 
both by the failure of this enterprise and by his disappoint- 
ment at the non-arrival of the infantry columns, which had 
not even yet showed up, and by the proximity of the enemy- 
all the men of his division experienced the same thing — de- 
cided to attack. 

He gave the whispered command : “ To horse ! ” 

They fell into their places. They crossed themselves. — 
“ S Bogom ! — Away!” 

“Hurra-a-a-a-ah !” rang through the forest, and the sotnias 
or Cossack companies, one after another, as though poured out 
of a sack, flew, with lances poised, across the brook against the 
camp. 

One desperate, startled yell from the first Frenchman who 
saw the Cossacks, and all in the camp, suddenly awakened 
from their dreams, fled undressed in all directions, abandoning 
their artillery, their muskets, and their horses. 

If the Cossacks had followed the French without heeding 
what was back of them and around them, they would have 
captured Murat and his whole staff. This was what the offi- 
cers wanted. But it was an impossibility to make the Cos- 
sacks stir when once they had begun to occupy themselves 
with the booty and their prisoners. No one would heed the 
word of command. 

Fifteen hundred prisoners were captured, thirty-eight can- 
nons, fiags, and — what was more important than all for the 
Cossacks — horses, saddles, blankets, and various articles. 
They must needs oversee all this, secure the prisoners and 
the cannon, divide the spoils, shout, and even quarrel among 
themselves: with all this the Cossacks were busying them- 
selves. 

The French, finding that they were no longer pursued, came 
to their senses, formed their lines, and began to fire. Orlof- 
Denisof was all the time expecting the infantry columns, and 
refrained from further offensive action. 

Meantime, according to the “disposition” by which die erste 
Kolonne marschirt, and so on, the infantry forces of the belated 
columns, commanded by Benigsen and led by Toll, had set out 
according to orders, but, as always happens, had come out some- 
where, but not at the place where they ought to have been. 
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the men who had started out blithely 
of dissatisfaction were shown; 
that a blunder had been made ; 

about and shouting, 

s/and' declaring that they were wrong 
• to find some one to 
all waved their hands, 

: somewhere. 

_ of them went 

l the right direc- 

good in coming, but sim- 


As it always happens, 
began to straggle. Tokens 
there was the consciousness 
they started back in another direction. 

Adjutants and generals were gallppmg 

mffit were too° J^and gng 

“ Come, let us go somewhere i 
And in fact they went f^ere,' but som< a 
in the wrong direction, and those who went in 
tion arrived so late that they did no go 

ply became targets for musket-shots. Weirother 

P Toll, who in this battl to place, 
played at Austerlitz, dili e ent. y » P en ^ s _ j'or in- 

and everywhere fonnd every ^ ° 1 - 0 . llt he found Bagovut’s 
stance, just before it was qmte d^nb been with 

corps in excited by the 

«rat be to * 

shot for this. „ Q n QT ,t hnt nlacidh who was also 

Bagovut (an o f EfStottd. “” a • 

t? K “as conXy to 4 nature, and said disagreeable 

things to Toll : — , . nT(lw i j a nd my men can die 

“iid be, and he moved forward 

gallant and excited Bagovut, ,not stoppm participation 

some time needlessly under lire. 
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Meantime, at tlie front another column should have been 
attacking the French, but Kutuzof was present -with this col- 
umn. Pie knew perfectly well that nothing but confusion 
would result from this battle, which was undertaken against 
his will, and he held back liis troops as much a's he could. 
He did not stir. 

Kutuzof rode silently on his gray cob, indolently replying 
to those who proposed to attack, — 

“All of you are very ready to say the word attack, but don’t 
you see that we can’t make complicated manoeuvres ? ” said 
he to Miloradovitch, who asked permission to move forward. 

“You weren’t smart enoug]bL^:tlii.s--;inoniing to take Murat: 
you were quite too late ; now there is nothing to be done,” he 
replied to another. 

When the report was brought to Kutuzof that there were 
now two battalions of Poles back of the French, where before, 
according to the report of the Cossacks, there had been no 
troops, he gave Yermolof a side glance. He had not spoken 
to him since the day before. 

“This is the way they ask to make attacks; all sorts of 
plans are proposed, and when you come to it, nothing is 
ready, and the enemy, warned, take their measures.” 

Yermolof screwed up his eyes and slightly smiled as he 
overheard those words. He understood that the storm had 
passed, and that Kutuzof would content himself with this 
innuendo. “ He is entertaining himself at my expense,” said 
Yermolof in a low tone, touching Bayevsky’s knee. 

Shortly after this, Yermolof approached Kutuzof, and re- 
spectfully made his report : — 

“ It is not too late yet, your highness : the enemy have not 
moved. If you will only give the order to attack! If you 
don’t, the guards will not have smelt gunpowder ! ” 

Kutuzof made no reply ; hut when he was informed that 
Murat’s troops were in retreat, he ordered the attack, but at 
every hundred paces he halted for three-quarters of an hour. 

The whole battle was summed up in what Orlof-Denisofs 
Cossacks did : the rest of the troops simply lost several hun- 
dred men absolutely uselessly. 

As a consequence of this, battle, Kutuzof received a diamond : 
order, Benigsen, also, some diamonds and a hundred thousand 

1 
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rubles ; the others, according to their ranks, also received 
many Agreeable tokens, and after this battle some further 
changes were made in the staff. 

“ That is the way it always goes with us — everything at 
cross-purposes,” said the Russian officers and generals, after 
the battle of Tarutino, just exactly as is said at the present 
day, giving to understand that there is some stupid person 
responsible for this blundering way, whereas we should have 
done it in quite another way. 

But the men who talk that way either know not what they 
are talking about, or purposely deceive themselves. 

Any battle — Tarutino, Borodino, Austerlitz — is fought in 
a different way from what those who planned for it suppose 
it will be. That is the essential condition. 

An infinite number of uncontrollable forces — for never is 
a man more uncontrollable than in a battle, where it is a 
matter of life or death — and' an infinite number of these 
independent forces influence the direction of the battle, and 
this, direction can never be foreseen, and will never be gov- 
erned by the direction of any one force whatever. 

If many forces act in different directions upon any particu- 
lar body at the same time, then the direction in which this 
body will move cannot be that of any one of the forces ; but 
it will always take a middle direction which is a combina- 
tion of these forces — which in physics is called the diagonal 
of the parallelogram of forces. 

If we find in the writings of the historians, and especially 
of the Trench 'historians, that they make wars and battles con- 
form to any prescribed plan, then the only conclusion which 
we can draw from this is that their descriptions are not to be 
relied upon. 

The battle of Tarutino evidently failed of attaining the 
object which Toll had in mind, — to lead the troops into the 
battle' in proper order according to the u disposition ; ” or 
the object which Count Orlof may have had in mind, —to take 
Murat prisoner; or that which Benigsen and many others 
may have had, — of destroying the whole corps at 41 single 
blow ; or the object of the officer who wished to fall in the 
battle and distinguish himself, or that of the Cossack who 
was desirous of getting more booty than he got, and so on. 

But if the object of the battle was what actually resulted, 
and which, at that time, was the chief desire of all the Rus- 
sians, — the driving of the French from Russia and the 
destruction of their army, — then it is perfectly clear that the 
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battle of Tarutino, precisely in consequence of its absurdity, 
was the very thing that was necessary at that period of the 
campaign. 

It is hard, nay, it is impossible,, to imagine anything more 
favorable as the outcome of that battle than what actually 
resulted from it. With the very slightest effort, in spite of 
the most extraordinary confusion, with the most insignificant 
loss, the most important results of the whole campaign were 
attained; a change from retreat to advance was made, the 
weakness of the French was manifested, and that impulse was 
communicated to the Napoleonic army which alone was needed 
to make them begin their retreat. 


CHAPTER VIII. 



Napoleon enters Moscow after the brilliant victory de la 
Moskowa, ; there can be no doubt that it is a victory, since 
the French remain masters of the field of battle ! 

The Russians retreat and give up their capital. Moscow, 
stored with provisions, arms, ammunition, and infinite riches, 
falls into the hands of Napoleon. 

The Russian army, twice as weak as the French, during a 
whole month makes not a single effort to assume the offensive. 

Napoleon’s situation was most brilliant. Whether, with 
doubly superior forces, he fell upon the remains of the Rus- 
sian army and exterminated it ; or whether he offered advan- 
tageous terms of peace, or, in case his offer were rejected, 
should make a threatening movement upon Petersburg, or 
even, in case of non-success, he should return to Smolensk, or 
to Vilno, or whether he should remain in Moscow — in a word, 
whether he should retain the excellent position which the 
French army held, it would seem that no extraordinary genius 
was demanded. 

To do this was necessary only to take the simplest and 
easiest way : not to allow the army to pillage, to prepare 
winter oiothing (there would have been enough in Moscow for 
the whole army), and to make systematic collection of pro- . 
visions, which, according to the French historians, were abun- 
dant enough to supply the French troops for half a year. 

Napoleon, this genius of geniuses, who had, as historians as- . 
sure us, the power to control his army, did nothing of the 
sort. 

He not only did nothing of the sort, bat on the contrary he 


WAR AND PEACE . 



used Ms power to select out of all possible measures open to 
him the one that was most stupid and the most disastrous. 

Of all that Napoleon might have done, — to winter at Mos- 
cow; to go to Petersburg, to move upon Nizhni-Novgorod, to 
return by a more northerly or southerly route, following 
Kutuzof’s example, — what could be imagined more stupid or 
more disastrous than what Napoleon actually did ? Which was 
this : — 

To remain in Moscow till October, allowing his soldiers to 
pillage the city ; and then, after deliberating whether or not 
to leave a garrison behind him, to leave Moscow, to approach 
Kutuzof, not to give battle, to move to the right as far as 
Malo-Y aroslavetz again without seeking an opportunity of 
making a route of his own, and, instead of taking the course 
followed by Kutuzof, to retreat toward Mozhaisk along the 
devastated Smolensk highway,, A plan more absurd than 
this, more pernicious to the army, could not he imagined, as is 
fully proved by the results. 

Let the ablest masters of strategy, grantingthat Napoleon’s 
design was to destroy his army, conceive any other plan 
which would so infallibly and so independently of any action 
on the part of the Russian army have so completely destroyed 
the French army as what Napoleon did. 

Napoleon, with all his genius, did this. But to say that 
Napoleon destroyed his army because he wished to destroy it, 
or because he was very stupid, would be just as false as to say 
that Napoleon led his troops to Moscow because he wished to 
do so and because he was a man of great intelligence and 
genius. 

In both cases, his personal action, which was of no more 
consequence than the personal action of any soldier, only 
coincided with the laws by which phenomena take place. 

It is absolutely false, simply because the consequences did 
not justify Napoleon’s action, for historians to say that his 
powers grew weaker at Moscow. 

He employed all his intellect and all his power to do the 
best thing possible for himself and his army, just as he had 
always done before, and as he did afterwards in 1813. Napo- 
leon’s activity at this time was no less amazing than it was in 
Egypt, in Italy, in Austria, and in Prussia. 

We know not sufficiently well the real state of activity of 
Napoleon’s genius in Egypt, where forty centuries looked 
down upon his greatness, for the reason that all his great ex- 
ploits there were described exclusively by the French. 
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We cannot rate at its proper value Ms genius in Austria and 
in Prussia, for with regard to Ms activity there we must draw 
our information from Preach and German sources; but the 
surrender of army corps without striking a blow, and of forts 
without a siege, could not fail to incline the Germans to re- 
gard his genius as the only explanation of the victorious cam- 
paign which he carried on in Germany. 

But, glory to God, we Russians have no reason for acknowl- 
edging the genius of Napoleon in order to hide our shame. 
We paid for the right to look at facts simply as they are, and 
this right we will not yield ! 

Napoleon’s activity at Moscow was as astonishing * and full 
of genius as it was everywhere else. Prom the time that he 
entered Moscow until he left it, order upon order and plan 
upon plan emanated from him. The absence of the inhabit- 
ants and of deputations, even the burning of the city, dis- 
turbed him not. He forgot not the welfare of his army, or 
the activity of the enemy, or the good of the people of Russia, 
or the administration of affairs at Paris, or diplomatic com- 
binations concerning the possible conditions of peace. 


CHAPTER IX. 


In relation to military matters, Napoleon, immediately on 
entering Moscow, gives strict orders to General Sebastiani to 
watch the movements of the Russian army ; sends troops in 
various directions, and orders Murat to pursue Kutuzof, Then 
he proceeds diligently to fortify the Kreml. Then he traces 
upon the whole map of Russia a brilliant plan for the rest of 
the campaign. 

In relation to diplomatic matters Napoleon sends for the 
robbed and despoiled Captain Yakovlef, who had not suc- 
ceeded in getting away from Moscow, and gives him a detailed 
exposition of all his political views, and of his magnanimity, 
and having written a letter to the Emperor Alexander, in which 
he counts it his duty to inform his friend and brother that 
Rostopchin has behaved very badly at Moscow, he sends Cap- 
tain Yakovlef with it to Petersburg. Having, in the same 
way, expressed in detail his views and his magnanimity be- 
fore Tutolmin, he sends this little old man also to Petersburg 
to enter into negotiations. 

In relation to judicial affairs, Napoleon, immediately after 
the conflagrations, gives orders that the gnilty shall be found 
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and executed; and, to punish, the malefactor Eostopehin, 
orders his houses to be set on fire. 

In relation to administrative affairs, Napoleon grants a con- 
stitution to Moscow, organizes the municipal government, and 
published the following : — 

INHABITANTS OP MOSCOW! 

Tour miseries are great, but His Majesty the Emperor and King desires 
to put an end to them. , , v 

Terrible examples have taught yon how he punishes disobedience and 
crime. Severe measures have been taken to put an end to disorder and 
to restore general security. , „ 

A paternal administration, composed of men from among yourselves, 
will constitute your municipality, or city government. This will care for 
you, for your needs, for your interests. 

The members thereof will be distinguished by a red scarf, which they 
will wear over the shoulder, while the mayor* will wear, in addition to the 
scarf, a white belt. r r 

But when not on duty the members will wear simply a red band 
around the left arm. 

The municipal police is established upon its former organization, and, 
thanks to its vigilance, the best of order already exists. 

The government has named two commissi oners-general or polltsei - 
meisters , and twenty commissioners or tckdstnui pristafs assigned to dif- 
ferent portions of the city. You will recognize them by the white band 
worn around the left arm. 

A number of churches of different denominations are open, and divine 
service is there celebrated without hindrance. 

Your fellow-citizens are daily returning to their dwellings, and orders 
have been given that they shall find the aid and protection due to their 
misfortune. 

Such are the means which the government is using to restore order and 
mitigate your position; but to attain this end, you must unite your efforts 
with theirs, you must forget, if possible, the misfortunes that you have 
endured, you must cherish the hope of a less cruel destiny, must be con- 
vinced that an inevitable and infamous death awaits all those who make 
any assault upon your persons or the property that remains to you, and 
you must not doubt that they will he guarded, for such is the will of the 
greatest and most just of all monarchs. 

Soldiers and citizens, of whatever nation you may be ! — re-establish 
public confidence, that source of happiness in every state, live like 
brethren, mutually aid and protect one another, unite to oppose all crimi- 
nal manifestations, obey the military and municipal authorities, and soon 
your tears will cease to flow. ** 

In relation to the provisioning of the army, Napoleon gave 
orders for the troops to take turns in foraging & la ma » 
raude through the city to procure food; that thus the army 
might be secured for the future. 

In relation to religion; Napoleon ordered that the popes 
* Grddskii golovd , head of the city. 
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should be brought back — rammer les popes — and worship be 
re-established in the churches. 

In relation to trade and the provisioning of the army, the 
following was posted everywhere : — 


PROCLAMATION. 

Ton, peaceable inhabitants of Moscow, artisans and workmen whom 
misfortunes have driven from this city, and you, dispersed farmers, who 
through unfounded terror remain concealed in the fields, — listen ! 

Peace reigns in this capital, and order is re-established within it. 
Your compatriots are boldly leaving their retreats, finding that they are 
respected. 

All violence shown to them or their property is immediately punished. 

II. M. the Emperor and King protects them, and considers none among 
you his enemies except those who disobey his orders. 

He desires to put an end to your misfortunes, and restore you to your 
homes and families. 

Respond to his benevolent intentions,, and come to us without fear. 

Inhabitants ! 

Return with confidence to your dwellings; you will soon find means of 
satisfying your wants. 

Mechanics and laborious artisans! 

Come back to your trades: houses, shops, watchmen await you, and 
for your labor you will receive the wage which is your due ! 

And you, finally, peasants, come forth from the forests, where you 
have been hiding in fear; return boldly to your cottages, with the firm 
assurance that you will find protection. 

> Grain shops have been established in the city, where the peasants may 
bring all their surplus provisions and the products of the soil. 

The government has taken the following measures to assure the free 
r sale of these products: — 

1. From this date, peasants, farmers, and the inhabitants of the 
suburbs of Moscow, may without danger bring their products, whatever 
they may be, into town, to the two markets established for the purpose — 
in Mokhovaya Street, and in the Okhotnui Riad. 

2. These products will he purchased of them at such prices as may be 
agreed upon between seller and buyer; but if the seller cannot obtain the 
just price demanded, he is free to take his goods back to his village, and 
no one under any pretext shall prevent him from doing so. 

3. Every Sunday and Wednesday are legalized as “ chief market 
days;” therefore sufficient numbers of soldiers will be placed, Tuesdays 
and Saturdays, in the principal thoroughfares at such a distance from the 
city as to protect the provision trains. 

4. Similar measures will be taken to expedite the return of the 
peasants to their villages with their horses and teams. 

5. Measures will he taken immediately to re-establish the ordinary 
markets. 

Inhabitants of the city and the villages, and you workmen and arti- 
sans, to whatever nation you may belong! 

We urge you to follow the paternal wishes of H. M, the Emperor and 
King, and co-operate with him for the general welfare. 

Bring to his feet respect and confidence, and hesitate not to unite 
with us. 
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To keep up the spirits of the troops and the people, reviews 

were constantly held and decorations distributed. The em- 
peror rode through the streets on horseback and consoled the 
inhabitants, and, in spite of all h s devotion to state matters, 
he visited the theatres established by his orders. 

In relation to charity, that best virtue of crowned heads, 
Napoleon also . did all that could be expected of him. 

He ordered the words Matson de ma m&re to be inscribed 
upon the buildings devoted to charity, by this act uniting the 
sentiment of a loving son with the grand virtue of a monarch. 

He visited the Foundling Asylum,* and, allowing his white 
hands to be mouthed by the orphans saved by him, he con- 
versed graciously with Tutolmim . 1 , 

Them according to Thiers’s eloquent narrative, he ordered 
his troops to be paid in counterfeit Russian money which he 

had manufactured ! " ■ , , . A. ■■ 

“Exalting the employment of these means by an act voithy 
of him and of the Erench army, he commanded to give aid to 
those who had suffered from the fires. But as provisions were 
too precious to furnish to men of a foreign land, and, for the 
most part, enemies, Napoleon found it better to give them 
money, and let them procure provisions outside, and he ordered 
paper rubles to be distributed among them.” t 

In relation to the discipline of the army, he constantly 
issued orders threatening severe punishments for all infrac- 
tions of the rules of the service, and to stop pillaging. 


CHAPTER X. 

But, strangely enough, all these arrangements, measures, 
and plans, which were in no respect inferior to those which he 
had taken under similar circumstances, did not touch the 
essence of the matter, but, like the hands of a clock discon- 
nected with the mechanism behind the dial, moved at random 
and aimlessly, having nothing to do with the wheels. 

As for military matters, the plan for the .campaign, of 
which Thiers says, “ Napoleon’s genius never imagined any- 

* Yospitdtelnui JDom, , 

t “ Relevant Vemploi de ces moyens par tin acte digne de lui et de l armee 
frangaise , il fit distribuer des secours aux incendids. Mats les vivres Mant trap 
pr€cieux pour etre donnas a des Grangers, la plvpart ennemu, NapoUon 
aimamieux leurfournir de V argent a fin qu’ils sefoumissent au dehors, et il 
leurfit distribuer des roubles papiersfi — Thiers, “ JUstoire du consulat et de 
Vempinfi Tom. xiv. 
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thing more profound, more skilful, or more admirable/ 5 * and?, 
which, in his argument with M. Pain, he proves was con- 
ceived, not on the fourth of October, but on the fifteenth of 
that month, — this plan, full of genius as it was, was not and 
could not have been carried out, for it had no basis whatever 
in reality. 

The fortifying of the Kreml, to accomplish which it was ne- 
cessary to destroy the mosque, la mosquee , — for so -Napoleon 
called the church of Yasili Blazhennui, — was perfectly un- 
necessary. 

The placing of mines under the Kreml served only to carry 
out the personal desire of the emperor, who wished, on leav- 
ing Moscow, to see the Kreml blown up, — in other words, that 
the floor upon which the child has hurt himself might be 
beaten. 

The pursuit of the Kussian army, which so engrossed Na- 
poleon’s attention, presented a most unheard-of phenomenon. 
The French generals lost sight of the Kussian army, number- 
ing not less than sixty thousand men, and, according to Thiers, 
it was only through Murat’s ability — his genius, one might 
say — that the French succeeded in discovering, like a needle 
in a haystack, the Kussian army, sixty thousand strong ! 

As for diplomatic matters, all Napoleon’s declarations of 
magnanimity and justice, made to Yakovlef and to Tutolmin, 
who was chiefly solicitous about cloaks and teams, proved 
without effect. 

Alexander did not receive these ambassadors, and did not 
reply to their letters. 

As for justice, after the execution of the supposed incendi- 
aries, the other half of Moscow was burned ! 

As for administration, the establishment of a munieixjality 
did not put an end to pillage, and was of service only to the 
few individuals who took a part in this municipal government, 
and, under the pretext of establishing order, plundered Mos- 
cow, or saved their own property from pillage. 

As for religion, the thing ’he had found so easy to arrange 
in Egypt, by visiting a mosque, here in Moscow produced no 
results. Two or three priests, found in Moscow, were com- 
pelled to fulfil the emperor’s wishes ; but a French soldier 
struck one of them on the cheeks white conducting divine 
service, and of the other the French official reported as fol- 
lows : — 

* u — que son gdnie n f avail jcvmais Hen imaging de plus profond t de plus 
habile , et de plus admirable .” 


WAR AND PEACE. 


“The priest whom I found and commanded to begin once 
more the saying of mass, cleaned and locked the church. That 
same night they went again and smashed the doors and the 
locks, tore the books in pieces, and committed other dis- 
orders.” * 

As for the re-establishment of trade, the proclamation to 
laborious artisans and to all peasants met with no response. 
There were no laborious artisans ; while the peasants seized 
the commissioners who ventured too far outside the city with 
the proclamation, and killed them. 

As for amusing the people and the troops by theatrical 
representations, the result was a failure. The theatres that 
were established in the Kreml and in PosniakoPs house were * 
immediately closed because the actors and actresses were 
robbed. 

Even his charities did not bring forth the anticipated 
results. Counterfeit and genuine assignats were so abundant 
m Moscow that they were alike valueless. The French who 
were laden with booty, would have nothing but gold. Not only 
the false assignats that Napoleon so kindly distributed amoni 
the unfortunates were worthless, but the discount on silver 
was greater than that on gold. 

But the most striking proof of the inefficiency of all these 
orders was Napoleon’s effort to put an end to pillage and 
restore discipline. " 

Here are some of the reports made by the commanding 
officers : — 43 % 

tIie cit y in spite of the order that it shall be 
stopped. . Order is not yet re-established, and there is not a merchant 
m ^ptimate trade. Pedlers alone venture to sell anythin^ and 
what they sell are objects pillaged.” ytning, and 

; A part of my district continues to be pillaged by soldiers of tho 
Third Corps, who, not content with taking from the wretched c?fci7oi t 
In ding m the cellars the little that they have, are even brutal enono-h t.n 
strike them with their swords, as I myself saw in many instances ” t 

(Ootoberl) ”f iaS “ eW; thS SoMiers StU1 CMltiaue 



a nettovt etferJ^r’Jnni^ % e ,°' uvert . t et inviu “ recommence r a dire la messe 
(lh &rlr 0UVeaU 0Utm qwe ks soUats so Patent de voter et de piller. 
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“ Theft and pillage continue. There is a hand of robbers in Ol +.i ip 
trict who ought to be put down by strong measures. (October 11. ) y f 
“ The emperor is greatly displeased that, in spite of his strict orders t Siie 
restrain pillage, detachments of marauders from the guard are continually 
entering the Kreml. ... In the Old Guard disorder and pillage were 
renewed yesterday, last night, and to-day more vigorously if possible than 
ever. The emperor sees with sorrow that his chosen soldiers, detailed to 
defend his own person, who ought to set an example of subordination, 
carry disobedience so far as to despoil cellars and warehouses stocked 
with stores for the army. Others have fallen so low that they have 
refused to obey the watchmen and sentinels, and have reviled and beaten 
them.” 

“ The grand marshal of the palace complains bitterly,” wrote the gov- 
ernor, “ that, notwithstanding his reiterated commands, the soldiers 
continue to perform the offices of nature in all the courts, and even under 
the windows of the emperor.” f 

This army, like a herd let out in disorder, and trampling 
under its feet the fodder that would have saved it from star- 
vation and death, was each day of its delay in Moscow nearer 
its disorganization and its destruction. 

But it did not stir. 

It started in flight only when panic fear suddenly seized 
it at the capture of the provision train on the Smolensk road, 
and at the battle of Tarutino. 

This same news of the battle of Tarutino, unexpectedly re- 
ceived by Napoleon during a review, inspired in him, Thiers 
tells us, the desire to punish the Bussians, and he gave the 
order to retreat, which the whole army demanded. 

On leaving Moscow, the men of this army loaded themselves 
* with all the booty they could get together. 

Napoleon also had his own tresor to take with him. Seeing 
the vehicles encumbering the army, Napoleon, as Thiers says, 
was horror-struck. But, with all his experience in war, lie 
did not order the superfluous wagons to be destroyed, as he 
had ordered in regard to his marshals’ when they were ap- 
proaching Moscow. He glanced at the calashes and coaches 
in which the soldiers were travelling, and said that it was 
very good — that these vehicles would be useful for carrying 
provisions, the sick, and the wounded. 

The situation of the whole army was like that of a wounded 
animal feeling death to be near and not knowing what to do. 
To study the artful manoeuvres and the purposes of Napo- 

* u Le vol et le pillage continumt . II yaune bande de voleurs dans noire 
district qu’il faut faire arreter par de fortes gardes* {Le 11 Oetobre.y* 
t “be grand marichal du palais se plaint vivement qne malgre les defenses 
reiterees les soldats continuent a faire lenrs besoms dans toutes les cours, et 
memej usque sous lesfenetres de Vempereurl* 
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“ Thand liis army, from tlie time lie entered Moscow to the 
morfsstruction of this army, is like watching the convulsions and 
spxhe death struggles of an animal mortally wounded. Often 
the wounded animal, hearing a noise, runs directly into the 
hunter’s fee, turns this way and that way, and hastens its 

own end. , „ , . 

Thus acted Napoleon, under the pressure of his army. 

The noise of the battle of Tarutino alarmed the beast, and 
it threw itself forward directly into the fee, ran toward the 
hunter, turned back again, and, like every wild beast, sud- 
denly fled by the most dangerous, the most disadvantageous, 
but the best known road — its former trail. 

Napoleon, whom we imagine to have been the director of 
all these movements, just as the figure-head upon the prow of 
a ship is supposed by the savage to be the power that moves 
the ship, — Napoleon, throughout the whole of his activity, 
was like a child seated in a carriage clasping the straps that 
hang on the inside, and imagining that he makes it go. 


CHAPTEK XL 

On the eighteenth of October, early in the morning, Pierre 
stepped out of the balagan, or prison-hut, and then, turning 
hack, stood in the doorway, playing with the long-bodied, 
bandy-legged, little pink puppy, which was gambolling around 
him. 

This puppy had made her home in the balagan, sleeping 
next Karatayef; but sometimes she made excursions out into 
the city, from which she would always return again. She 
had evidently never belonged to any. one, and now no one was 
her master, and she had no name. The French called her 
Azor; the wit of the company called her Femme-galka, or 
Jenny Daw; Karatayef and the others called her Send or 
Gray ; sometimes Yislui — the Hanger-on. 

The fact that she belonged to no one and had no name or breed 
and no definite color seemed in no wise to trouble the little 
pink dog. She held her furry tail like a plume, boldly and 
gallantly ; the crooked bow legs served her so well that often, 
as though disdaining to use all four of them, she would lift 
gracefully one of the hind-legs, and run with great agility and 
adroitness on three. Everything that came along was for hex 
an object of satisfaction. Now grunting with delight she 
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would roll on her. back, now she would warm herself in the 
sun with a thoughtful and significant expression, now she 
would gambol and play with a chip or a straw. 

Pierre's costume now consisted of a torn and dirty shirt,— 
the only remains of his former dress, — soldiers' trousers, for 
the sake of greater warmth tied with string around the ankles 
by Karatayef s advice, a kaftan, and his peasant's cap. 

Physically, during this time Pierre had greatly changed. 
i He 110 longer seemed portly, although he still retained that 
appearance of rotundity and strength which in their nature 
are hereditary. His beard and mustache had grown, and cov- 
ered the lower part of his face. His long hair, all in a tangle 
on his head and full of lice, fell in tangled locks from under 
his cap. The expression of his eyes was firm, steadfast, calm, 
and full of an alertness which had never before been charac- 
teristic of him. His old-time indolence, manifested even in 
his eyes, had now given place to an energetic spirit that was 
ready for activity and resistance. 

His feet were bare. 

Pierre looked now at the field along which, that morning, 
teams and mounted men were moving, now far off across the 
river, now at the puppy which was pretending that she was 
going to bite him in real earnest, and now at his bare feet, 
which, for the sport of the thing, he was placing in various 
attitudes, wagging his dirty, thick toes. And every time that 
he looked at his bare feet, a smile of lively satisfaction illu- 
r mined his face. The sight of those bare feet reminded him of 
all that he had been through and had learned to understand in 
that time, and this recollection was agreeable to him. 

The weather for several days had become mild and bright, 
with light frosts in the morning — the so-called Bdbye lieto — 
Indian summer. 

In the ^ sun, the air felt warm ; and this warmth, together 
with the^ invigorating freshness of the morning frosts, which 
left its influence in the air, was very pleasant. Over every- 
thing, objects remote and objects near at hand, lay that magi- 
cal crystalline gleam which is seen only at this time of the 
; autumn. In the distance could be seen the Vorobyevui 
G-orui — the Sparrow Hills — with a village, a church, and a 
great white house. And the leafless trees and the sand and 
the rocks and the roofs of the houses, the green belfry of the 
; church, and the angles of the distant white house, — every- 
thing stood out with unnatural distinctness, with all its deli- 
cacy of outline, in the transparent atmosphere. 

' von. 4—7. 
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Near at hand were the well-known ruins of a noble mansion 
half burned, occupied by the French, with its lilac bushes 
still dark green, which had- once adorned the park along by 
the fence. And even this house, ruined and befouled, which 
in bloomy weather would have been repulsive from its dis- 
order, now, in the bright, immovable light, seemed like some- 
thing tranquilly beautiful. . . ■ 

A French corporal, in undress uniform, m his night-cap, with 
a short pipe between his teeth, came from behind the corner 
of the balagan, and, tipping Pierre a friendly wink, joined 

llij “Quel soleil , hein ! Monsieur Kirill ” — for that was what all 
the French called Pierre, — “on dirait le printemps — jouW 
think it was springtime.” 

And the corporal leaned up against the door-post and offered 
Pierre his pipe, although Pierre always declined it just as 
surely as he was always sure to offer it. 

“ Si Von marehait par un temps comme celui-la — If we 
should start in such weather as this ” — he began. 

Pierre asked what the news was in regard to a retreat, and 
the corporal told him that almost all the troops -were begin- 
ning to move, and that the order in regard to the prisoners 
was to be issued that day. 

In the balagan in which Pierre was confined, a soldier named 
Sokolof was sick unto death, and Pierre told the corporal that 
something ought to be done about this soldier. 

The corporal replied that Pierre might be easy on that 
score, that there were permanent and movable hospitals, and 
that the sick would he cared for, and that the authorities had 
provided for all emergencies. 

“And besides, Monsieur Kirill, you have only to say a single 
word to the captain, you know. Oh, he is a — he never for- 
gets anything ! Tell the captain when he makes his tour of 
inspection, and he will do anything for you.” — 

The captain of whom the corporal was speaking had often 
talked with Pierre and showed him all manner of conde- 
scension. — 

“‘Do you see, St. Thomas/ says he to me the ‘ other day, 
‘Kirill is a man of education who speaks French; he is a 
Eussian seigneur who has been unfortunate, but lie’s a man ! 
And he knows what — If he asks for anything/ says he, ‘let 
him tell me ; I couldn’t refuse him. When one has been 
studying, you see, you like education and the right kind of 
people.’ It’s for your sake I tell you this, Monsieur Kirill. 
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la that affair the other day, if it hadn’t been for you, it might 
have come out pretty bad ! ” # 

And after chatting a little while longer the corporal went 
off. 

The “affair” which the corporal mentioned as having taken 
place a few days before was a squabble between the prisoners 
and the French in which Pierre had taken it upon him to act 
as peacemaker. 

Several of the prisoners had been listening to the conversa- 
tion between Pierre and the corporal, and they immediately 
began to ask what had been said. While Pierre was telling 
his comrades what the corporal had said about the retreat of 
the French, a lean, sallow, and ragged French soldier made 
his appearance in the door of the balagan. With a quick, 
timid gesture he addressed himself to Pierre, raising his fingers 
to his forehead as a salute, and asked him if there were a 
soldier in that balagan named Platoehe, who had been given a 
shirt to make. 

The week before the French had received leather and linen, 
and had distributed them among the Russian- prisoners to 
make boots and shirts. 

“All ready, all ready, my dear,” said Platon Karatayef, 
coming forth with a carefully folded shirt. 

Karatayef, owing to the warmth of the weather, and for 
convenience of working, wore only his trousers and a tom 
shirt as black as earth. His hair, after the fashion of master 
workmen, was tied up with a bast string, and his round face 
seemed rounder and more good-natured than ever. 

“‘Agreement's own brother to business.’ I promised it 
for Friday, and here it is!” said Platon, smiling, and unfold- 
ing the shirt which he had made. 

The Frenchman glanced round uneasily, and, as though con- 
quering a doubt, he quickly stripped off his uniform, and put 
oii^ the shirt. The Frenchman had no shirt on under his 
uniform, but his bare, yellow, lean body was clad in nothing 
but a long, greasy, silk brocade waistcoat. 

: * 

* puis, M* Kirill, vous n’avez qa’a dire un mot ecu capitaine, vous 
saveZ. Oh ! c ’ est un'—.qui n* oxiblie jamais Hen. Bites cm capitaine quand 
ilfera sa tournee, il f era tout pour vous. — ( Vois-ta, St. Thomas / qu’il me 
disait V autre jour , *KirU c’est un homme qui a de V instruction, qui parle 
frangais ; c’est un seigneur russe, qui a eu des malheurs , ?nais c’est un homme. 
Mt it s’y entencl le —s’il demands quelque chose, qu’il me disc, il n’y a pas 
de ref us. Quand on a fait ses etudes , voyez-vous, on dime Vinstructibn et les 
gens comme il fctuC O’ est pour vous que je dis cela , M. Kirill / Bans V affaire 
de V a utre jour si ee n’etait grace a vous, ga aurailjini mcd” 


100 


WAR AND PEACE . 


The Frenchman was evidently afraid that the prisoners who 
were staring at him would make sport of him, and he hastily 
thrust his head into the shirt. Not one of the prisoners said 

a word. ... 

“There, it was time,” exclaimed Platon, pulling down the 
shirt. The Frenchman, getting his head and arms through, 
without lifting his eyes, inspected the fit of the shirt and 
scrutinized the sewing. 

« You see, my dear, this is not a tailor’s shop, and I hadn’t 
suitable tools ; and the saying is, ‘ You can’t kill even a louse 
without a tool,’ ” said Platon, with a round smile, and taking 
evident delight in his handiwork. 

“ C’est lien , Pest Men, merci! But you ought to have some 
of the cloth left over,” said the Frenchman. 

“ It will set on you better when you get it fitted to your 
body,” said Karatayef, continuing to delight in his production. 
“ It will suit you nicely and be very comfortable.” 

“ Merci, merci , mon vieux , — le reste ,” insisted the Frenchman, 
smiling; and, getting out an assignat, he gave it to Karatayef, 
u mats le reste.” 

Pierre saw that Platon had no wish to understand what the 
Frenchman said, and, without interfering, he looked at them. 
Karatayef thanked him for the money, and continued to 
admire his work. The Frenchman was bound to have the 
pieces that were left over, and begged Pierre to translate what 
he said. 

“ What does he want of the pieces ? ” asked Karatayef. 
“ They would come in handy as leg-wrappers. Well, then, God 
go with, him — Bog s nim! ” and Karatayef, his face suddenly 
changing to an expression of deep depression, took out from 


his breast a bundle of rags, and handed them to the French- 


man without looking at him. “ Ekh-ma ! ” exclaimed Karata- 
yef, and he started back into the hut. 

The Frenchman looked at the cloth, deliberated a moment, 
gave Pierre a questioning look, and, as though Pierre’s look 
said something to him, — 

“ Platoche , elites done ! Plato die, Platoche l ” cried the 
Frenchman, suddenly flushing, and speaking in a piping voice ! 
“ Garden pour vous ■ — keep it ! ” said he, giving him the rags, 
and, turning on his heel, went off. 

£( Grood-by,” said Karatayef, nodding his head. “They say 
they’re heathens, but that one has a soul. It used to be a say- 
ing in old times, 4 Sweaty hand’s lavish, dry hand close.’ That 
man was naked, but he gave all the same.” Karatayef, thought- 
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fully smiling and looking at the rags, remained silent for 
some time. 

“ But they’11 come handy as leg-wrappers, my friend,” said 
he, and returned to the balagan. 


CHAPTER XII. 

Eoub weeks had passed since Pierre was made prisoner. 
Although the French had proposed to transfer him from the 
privates’ balagan to the officers’, he preferred to remain in the 
one where he had been placed on the first day. 

In Moscow plundered and burned, Pierre experienced almost 
the utmost privations which it is in the power of man to 
endure ; but owing to his vigorous constitution and health, — 
a blessing which he had never realized till then, — and espe- 
cially owing to the fact that these privations had come on him 
so imperceptibly that it was impossible to say when they 
began, he not only bore them easily but even cheerfully. 

And it was at this very time that he began to feel that 
calmness and self-satisfaction which he had before vainly 
striven to attain. He had been long seeking in various direc- 
tions for this composure and self-agreement, that quality 
which had amazed him so in the soldiers at the battle of 
Borodino : he had sought it in philanthropy, in Free-Masonry, 
in the diversions of fashionable life, in wine, in the heroic 
effort of self-sacrifice, in his romantic love for Natasha. He 
had sought it in the path of thought, and all these efforts and 
experiments had disappointed him. 

And now without any effort or thought he had discovered 
this calmness and self-contentment only by the horror of 
death, by privations, and by what he had found in Karatayef. 

Those terrible moments which he had passed through at the 
time of the executions had, as it were, cleared forever from 
his imagination and his recollection those anxious thoughts 
and feelings which had formerly seemed to him of consequence. 
He no longer thought about Russia, or the war, or polities, or 
Napoleon. It was evident to him that all this concerned him 
not, that he was not called upon, and therefore could not judge 
about all this. 

“ No love is lost 
’Twixt Russia and frost,” * 

* Rossii da Iteiu — 

Soyuzu nuitu, 

A variant of the popular saw, RusiilUtu— Boytizu nUiu . — “ Winter and 
summer have no alliance.” 





lie would say, quoting one of Karatayef's proverbs, and tliese 
words strangely calmed him. . 

His scheme of killing Hapoleon seemed to 3nm now incom- 
prehensible and even absurd, and so also bis calculations con- 
cerning tbe cabalistic number and the Beast of the Apocalypse. 
His indignation against his wife, and his anxiety that his 
name should not be disgraced, seemed to him now not only 
insignificant, but even ludicrous. What difference did it make 
to him whether or not this woman led the life that best 
pleased her, or where? Whose business was it and what 
difference did it make to him whether it were known or 
not known to the French that their prisoner was Count 
Bezukhox. 

He now frequently recalled his conversation with Prince 
Andrei and fully agreed with him, except that he understood 
Prince Andrei A words in a slightly different way. 

Prince Andrei thought and . declared that happiness is 
merely negative, but he said this with a shade of bitterness 
and irony. It seemed as if in saying this he had expressed 
the corresponding thought, — that all our aspirations for real, 
positive happiness are given to us merely to torment us, with- 
out ever being satisfied. 

But Pierre, without auy mental reservation, acknowledged 
the correctness of this. The absence of pain, the gratifica- 
tion of desires, and consequently the free choice of occupa- 
tions, in other words, the manner of life, seemed now to 
Pierre man's indubitable and highest happiness. 

Here and now, for the first time, Pierre appreciated the 
pleasure of eating when he was hungry, of drinking when he 
was thirsty, of sleeping when he was sleepy, of warmth when 
he was cold, of converse with his fellow-men when he felt 
like talking and hearing a human voice. The gratification of 
desires, — good food, cleanliness, independence, — now that he 
was deprived of them all, seemed to Pierre perfect happiness f 
and the choice of occupation, — that is life, — now when this 
choice was so limited, seemed to him such an easy matter 
that he forgot that the superfluity of the comforts of life 
destroyed all the happiness of gratifying the desires, while 
great freedom in choice of occupations, that freedom which in 
his case was given him by his culture, his wealth, his position 
in society, that such freedom is exactly what makes a choice 
of occupations hopelessly difficult, and destroys the very 
desire and possibility of occupation. 

All Pierre's thoughts of the future were directed toward 
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tlie time when he should he free. But nevertheless, after- 
wards, and all his life long, Pierre thought and spoke with 
enthusiasm of that month of imprisonment, of those strong 
and pleasurable sensations which would never return again, 
and above all of that utter spiritual peace, of that perfect 
inward freedom, which he had experienced only at that time. 

When on the first day of his imprisonment he arose early 
in the morning and went out at daybreak from the balagan 
and saw the cupolas, dim and dark at first, the crosses on the 
Novo-Dievitehy monastery, saw the frosty dew on the dusty 
grass, saw the tops of the Sparrow Hills, and the winding 
woody banks of the river vanishing in the purple distance, 
when he felt the contact of the fresh, cool air, and heard the 
cawing of the daws flying from Moscow across the field, and 
when afterwards suddenly flashed forth the light from the 
east, and the disk of the sun arose solemnly above the cloud 
and the cupolas and the crosses, and the dew and the dis- 
tance and the river all were bathed in gladsome light, then 
Pierre felt a new sense of joy and vital vigor such as he had 
never before experienced. 

And this feeling not only did not once leave him during all 
the time of his imprisonment, but, on the contrary, it grew 
more and more, according as the difficulties of his position 
increased. 

This feeling of readiness for anything, of moral elevation, 
was still more enhanced in Pierre by that lofty recognition 
which immediately on his incarceration in the balagan he 
began to enjoy among his companions. 

Pierre, by his knowledge of languages, by that respect 
which was shown him by the French, by the simplicity with 
which he gave anything that was asked of him, — he received 
three rubles a week, the same as the officers, — by the strength 
which he manifested before the soldiers by driving in the 
pegs in the wall of the balagan, by the sweetness of disposi- 
tion which he showed in his treatment of his companions, by 
his power, which they could not understand, of sitting motion- 
less, thinking, seemed to the soldiers a somewhat mysterious 
and superior being. 

Those very characteristics of his which had been, if not 
injurious, at least a hinderance, in that society where he had 
moved before, — his strength, his scorn for the amenities of 
life, his fits of abstraction, his simplicity, — here, among these 
people, gave him almost the position of a hero. And Pierre 
felt that this view imposed responsibilities upon him. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

The French armies started to retreat on the night of the 
eighteenth of October. Kitchens and balagans -were dis- 
mantled ; wagons were loaded, and the troops and trains set 

forth. . . 

At seven o’clock in the morning, m marching trim, m 
shakos, with muskets, knapsacks, and huge bundles, they 
stood in front of the balagans, and a lively interchange of 
French talk, interspersed with oaths, rolled along the whole 
line. 

In the balagan all were ready, clothed, belted, shod, and 
only awaiting the word of command to start. 

The sick soldier Sokolof, pale and thin, with livid circles 
under his eyes, was the only one unshod and unclad ; and he 
lay in his place, and his eyes, bulging from his very leanness, 
looked questioningly at his comrades, who paid no heed to 
him or his low and regular groans. Evidently it was not so 
much his sufferings — he was ill with dysentery — as it was 
the fear and grief at being left alone that caused him to 
groan. 

Pierre, with his feet shod in slippers fabricated for him by 
Karatayef out of remnants of goat-skin which a frenchman 
had brought him to make into inner soles for his boots, and 
belted with a rope, came to the sick man and squatted down 
beside him on his heels. 

“ Now, see here, Sokolof, they’re not absolutely all going 
away. They’re going to have a hospital here. Maybe you’ll 
be better off than the rest of us,” said Pierre. 

tf ‘ Oh, Lord, oh ! The death of me ! Oh, Lord ! ” groaned 
the soldier, louder than ever. 

“ There, I’ll go directly and ask them,” said Pierre, and, 
getting up, he went to the door of the balagan. 

Just as Pierre reached the door, the very corporal who, the 
day before, had offered Pierre his pipe, appeared pt the out- 
side with two soldiers. The corporal and the soldiers also 
were in marching trim, with knapsacks, and wearing shakos 
with chin-straps on, which gave a new appearance to their 
well-known faces. The corporal approached the door for the 
purpose of locking it, according to the order of the authorities. 
Before letting out the prisoners they had to call the roll. 

ce Corporal, what is to be done with the sick man ? ” — 
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Pierre began to say; but at the instant that he said this, the 
doubt arose in his mind whether this was the corporal whom 
he had known, or an entirely different man : the corporal was 
so unlike himself at that instant. Moreover, at the instant 
that Pierre spoke, on two sides the rolling of drums was 
suddenly heard. 

The corporal scowled at Pierre’s words, and, uttering a 
meaningless oath, he clapped the door to. 

In the balagan there was semi-darkness ; on two sides the 
sharp rattle of the drums drowned the sick man’s groans. 

“ Here it is ! — here it is again ! ” said Pierre to himself, 
and an involuntary chill ran down his back. 

In the changed face of the corporal, in the sounds of his 
voice, in the exciting and deafening rattle of the drums, 
Pierre recognized that mysterious, unsympathetic power 
which compels men against their wills to murder their kind, 
that power the working of which he had seen during the 
executions. 

To fear this power, to try to escape it, to address with 
petitions or with reproaches the men who served as its instru- 
ments, was idle. 

Pierre now realized this. It was necessary to wait and 
have patience. 

Pierre did not go back to the sick man, or even look in his 
direction. Silent, scowling, he stood at the door of the 
balagan. 

When the doors of the balagan were thrown open, and the 
prisoners, crowding against each other, came flocking out, 
Pierre threw himself in front of them and went to the very 
captain who, according to the corporal’s account, was ready to 
do anything for him. 

This captain was in marching trim, and from his cold face 
looked forth that same “ it ” which Pierre had recognized in 
the corporal’s words and in the rattle of the drums. 

“ Filez, filez — -On with you I ” commanded the captain, 
frowning sternly, as he looked at the prisoners crowding past 
him. Pierje knew beforehand that his effort would be 
wasted, but still he went up to him. 

u JEJh Men, qv? est-ce-quHl y a ? — What do you want ? ” asked 
the officer coldly, scanning Pierre as though he did not recog- 
nize him. 

Pierre told him about the wounded. 

“He can walk, the devil take him ! ” replied the captain. 
(i Filev ? filez ! ” he went on saying, not looking at Pierre. 
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“ Ko, but he is dying ” began Pierre. 

« Go to the ! ” cried the captain, scowling wrathfully. 

Bram-da-dardam-dam-dam went the rattle of the drums. 
And Pierre realized that this mysterious force was already in 
full possession of these men, and that to say anything now 
was useless. 

The officers among the prisoners were separated from the 
privates and ordered to go forward. The officers, including 
Pierre, numbered thirty, the privates three hundred. _ 

The officers who were taken out of the other prison-bala- 
gans were otherwise and far better dressed than Pierre, and 
they looked at him and his foot-gear with distrust and even 
repulsion. 

Not far from Pierre marched a stout major in a fine Kazan 
khalat, belted with a towel, with a puffy, sallow, cross face, 
who evidently enjoyed general distinction among his fellow- 
prisoners. He kept one hand holding his tobacco-pouch in 
his bosom ; in the other he clutched his pipe. This major, 
puffing and breathing hard, growled and scolded at every- 
body because it seemed to him they were pushing him, and 
were in a hurry, when there was no sense in being in a hurry, 
and were wondering at everything when there was nothing to 
wonder at. 

Another officer, a little lean man, was chattering with 
every one, expressing his suppositions as to where they were 
to be taken now, and how far they would succeed in moving 
that day. 

A ehinovnik, in felt boots and wearing the uniform of the 
commissariat department, ran from one side to another and 
gazed at the burned city, loudly communicating his specula- 
tions in regard to the buildings burned, or whether it was 
this or that part of Moscow where they were. 

A third officer, of Polish origin, judging by Ms accent, 
disputed with the commissariat ehinovnik, arguing that he 
was mistaken in his identification of the different parts of 
Moscow. 

te What are you disputing about ? ” angrily- asked the 
major. <( Whether Nikola or Ylas, ’tis all one \ can’t you see 
7 tis all burnt, and that’s the end of it? . . . What are you 
pushing so for ? isn’t there room enough?” he exclaimed, 
turning wrathfully on the one next to him, who did not even 
touch him. 

“ Ai ! ai! a*i! what have they done!” was heard on all 
sides as the prisoners gazed at the ruins wrought by the 
conflagration. 
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u The ward across the river* and Zubovo and even in the 
Kreml ! ” 

“ Look ! half of the city’s gone ! ” 

“Yes, and I told you that the ward across the river was 
burnt, and there ! you see, it is so ! ” 

“Well, now you know it’s burnt, and what’s the use of 
talking about it ? ” grumbled the major. 

As they passed through Kham6vniki,f one of the few 
unscathed quarters of Moscow, and went by a church, the 
whole throng of prisoners suddenly swerved to one side, and 
exclamations of horror and disgust were heard : — 

“ Oh, the scoundrels ! 99 

“ Aren’t they heathens ? ” 

“ Oh, it’s a corpse, it’s a corpse ! ” 

“ They’ve smeared his face with something.” 

Pierre also moved toward the church, where the object 
that had called forth the exclamations was, and he vaguely 
discerned something leaning up against the walls of the 
church. 

Prom the words of his comrades who had better eyesight 
than he, he made out that this object was a man’s dead body, 
placed in a standing posture by the fence, and with its face 
smeared with lamp-black. 

“ Marches ! Sacre nom ! File & ! . . . trente mille cliables / ” 
shouted the soldiers of the guard ; and the French soldiers, 
with fierce objurgations and abuse, applied their sabres to 
drive on the throng of the prisoners, who had stopped to gaze 
at the dead. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

On the streets that crossed IOiamovniki, the prisoners 
marched along with their convoy and tlie wagons and teams 
that belonged to the soldiers composing it and followed 
behind them; but when they reached a storehouse of provis- 
ions, they fflund themselves in the midst of a tremendous 
detachment of artillery, moving in close order, which had got 
mixed up with a number of private conveyances. 

On the bridge itself a halt was called, and they all waited 
for those in the van to move on. From the bridge the prison- 

* The Zamoskvorietchye . 

1 The Weavers’. Count Tolstoi’s present Moscow residence is in Kh&- 
moyniki. "'--i 
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ers could see before them and behind them endless lines of 
moving vehicles. 

At the right; where the Kaluga road bends away past 
Keskutchnui, stretched endless files of troops and trains, dis- 
appearing in the distance. These were the troops belonging 
to Beauharnais’s corps, which had left the city before the others. 

Behind, along the Kaberezhnaya quai and across the Kamen- 
nui Most or Stone Bridge, stretched the troops and trains of 

Key. . 

Davoust’s troops, in whose charge the prisoners were, had 
crossed the Kruimsky Brod, or Crimean Ford Bridge, and 
already some of the divisions were debouching into Kaluga 
Street. But the teams stretched out so endlessly that the 
last ones belonging to Beauharnais’s division had not yet left 
Moscow to enter Kaluga Street, -while the head of Key’s 
troops had already left Bdlshaya Orduinka. 

After the prisoners had crossed the Crimean Ford Bridge, 
they moved on some little distance, and were halted, and then 
moved on again, while from all sides equipages and men were 
blocked together more and more. After marching more than 
an hour, accomplishing those few hundred steps which sepa- 
rated the bridge from Kaluga Street, and reaching the square 
where Kaluga Street and the Trans-Moskva Streets meet, the 
prisoners, closely squeezed into one group, were halted again 
and kept standing for some hours at the crossway. 

In every direction was heard the incessant roar of carriages 
like the tumult of the sea, and trampling of feet and incessant 
shouts and curses. Pierre stood crushed up against the wall 
of a house that had been exposed to the flames, and listened 
to this uproar, which blended in his imagination with the 
rattle of the drum. 

Several of the officers in the group of prisoners, in order to 
get a better view, climbed up on the wall of the house next 
which Pierre was standing. 

“What crowds of people I oh, what crowds ! ” — “ They’re 
even riding on the guns! See the furs!” they exclaimed. 
“ Oh ! the carrion-eaters ! what thieves ! ” — “ Look yonder, on 
that telyega ! ” — " Do you see that, they’ve got an ikon, by 
God !” — 

“Those must be Germans.”— “ And our muzhiks, by 
God!” — 

“ Akh ! the scoundrels !” • — “ See how they’re loaded down, 
much as they can do to get along ! And there’s one got a 
drozhsky — they stole even that ! ” — 
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“See! lie’s sitting on the trunks! Ye saints ! “ There 
they’re having a fight.” — 

“ See ! he hit him in the snout, right in the snout ! ” 

“ At this rate they won’t get through till night ! ” — 
“Look! Just look! Those must be Napoleon’s! See 
what fine horses! With monogram and crown!” — 

“ That was a fine house !” — “ See, he’s dropped a bag and 
didn’t notice it ! ” — 

“ There ! they’re fighting again ! ” — ■ 

“There’s a woman with a baby! Not so bad-looking 
either ! ” — 

“ See ! There’s no end to it. Eussian wenches ! there’s the 
wenches for you, by God ! ” — 

“ They’re having an easy time in that carriage there, hey ! ” 
Again the wave of general curiosity, just as had been the 
case at the church at Khamovniki, drove all the prisoners into 
the street ; and Pierre, thanks to his stature, could, over the 
heads of the others, see what had so awakened the curiosity of 
the prisoners : in three calashes, jammed in among some artil- 
lery caissons, rode several women, sitting close together, 
adorned with bright colors, painted, and shouting at the top of 
their sharp voices. 

Prom the moment that Pierre recognized the re-appearance 
of that mysterious power, nothing seemed to him strange or 
terrible; neither the corpse smeared with lamp-black for a 
joke, nor these women hastening no one knew where, nor the 
conflagration that had destroyed Moscow. All that he now 
saw produced scarcely any impression upon him — as though 
his soul, preparing for a hard struggle, refused to submit to 
any impressions that might render it weaker. 

The teams with the women drove past. Again behind them 
stretched on telyegas, soldiers, baggage wagons, soldiers, 
powder-trains, carriages, soldiers, caissons, soldiers, and here 
and there women. 

Pierre could not distinguish faces, hut he could make out 
the general movement of the masses. 

All these people and these horses seemed to be driven forth 
by some invisible force. All of them, during the course of the 
hour that Pierre spent in watching them, came pouring forth 
from different streets with one and the same wish, to get along 
as rapidly as possible ; all of them were alike apt to interfere 
with each other, to quarrel, even to come to blows. White 
teeth were displayed, brows scowled, oaths and curses inter- 
mingled, and all faces bore one and that same youthfully 
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that had occupied them all during the mar tha t they 

ft: 

From officers down to humblest soldiers, all seemed alike to 

plifni f^e from their former friendliness* ...» , -n 

This ill will grew more and more pronounced, when, at Cc - 
i„„ ro u of the prisoners, it transpired that during 

Mmtleattendant upon leaving Moscow a Eussian soldier, 

st^cd r, tom the road too far; and la heard the captaarf 
his friend/ reprimand a non-commissioned officer 101 t . 
escape of the Eussian soldier, and threaten Mm with cour 
martial. ■ * 
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At the corporal's excuse that the soldier was ill, and could 
not march, the officer replied that it was commanded to shoot 
those who had to be left. 

Pierre felt that that fateful power which had taken posses- 
sion of him during the executions, and which had been in 
abeyance during the time of his imprisonment, now once 
more ruled his existence. 

It was terrible to him ; but he felt that in proportion to the 
efforts made by this fateful force to crush him, in his own 
soul waxed and strengthened the force of life that was inde- 
pendent of it. 

Pierre made his supper of rye-meal porridge and horse-flesh, 
and chatted with his comrades. 

Neither Pierre nor any of his companions said a word of what 
they had seen in Moscow, or about the cruelty of the French, 
or about the order to have stragglers shot, which had been 
explained to them : all of them were especially cheerful and 
lively, as though to counteract the wretchedness of their posi- 
tion. They called up their personal recollections, and the 
y comical incidents which they had seen during the march, and 
avoided all mention of their actual position. 

The sun had long ago set; the bright stars were every- 
where glittering in the sky; along the horizon spread the 
j ruddy glow of the rising full moon like the glare of a conflag- 
ration, and soon the huge red globe hung swaying wonder- 
j fully in the grayish mists. It grew light. The evening was 
J over, but the night had not fairly begun. 

Pierre left his new comrades, and, stepping among the watch- 
fires, started to cross to the other side of the road, where he 
• had been told the privates of the prisoner party were en- 
camped. He wanted to have a talk with them. But a sen- 
W tinel halted him on the road and ordered him back. 

! : Pierre returned, but not to the watch-fire, to his companions, 

; but to an unharnessed wagon where there was no one. Doub- 
ling up his legs and dropping his head, he sat down on the cold 
.ground by the wagon-wheel, and remained there long motion- 
less, thinking. 

More thSn an hour passed in that way. No one disturbed 
him. 

; Suddenly he burst out into a loud and burly peal of jovial 
i, laughter, so loud that men gathered round from various diree- 
v tions in amazement, to see what caused this strange and soli- 
: t tary fit of laughter. 

r “Ha! ha! hai ?? roared Pierre, and he went on talking 
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aloud to himself. “ The soldier would not let me pass. I 
was caught, I was shut up, They still keep me as their pris- 
oner. Who am I? I? I? — my immortal soul! Ha! ha! 
ha ! f9 and he laughed until the tears ran down his cheeks. 

Some one got up and came over to see what this strange, big 
man found to laugh at all alone by himself. Pierre ceased to 
laugh, got up, went off .to some distance from the inquisitive 
man, and glanced around him. 

The huge, endless bivouac, which shortly before had been 
noisy with the crackling of camp-fires and the voices of men, 
was now silent j the ruddy fires were dying down and paling. 
High in the bright sky stood the full moon. Forest and field, 
before invisible beyond the confines of the bivouac, could now 
be seen stretching far away. And still farther beyond these 
forests and fields the eye followed the bright, quivering, allur- 
ing, infinite distance. 

Pierre gazed up into the sky, into the depths of the march- 
ing host of twinkling stars. 

“And all that is mine, and all that is in me, and all that is 
me ” thought Pierre. “And they took all that and shut it in 
a hut made of boards !” 

He smiled, and went back to his comrades, and lay down to 
sleep. 

CHAPTER XY. 

Toward the middle of October, a messenger came to 
Kutuzof with still another letter from Napoleon, and a pro- 
posal for peace. It was deceitfully dated from Moscow, since 
at that time Napoleon was not far in advance of Kutuzof on 
the old Kaluga highway. 

Kutuzof replied to this letter exactly as he had replied to 
the first one with which Lauriston bad been sent : he declared 
that there could be no question of peace. 

Shortly after this, word was received from Dorokhof, who 
was in command of a band of “partisans” operating at the 
Tarutino, that the enemy had appeared in Fominskoye, 
that these troops consisted of Broussieris divisioR, and that 
this division, being separated from the rest of the army, ini edit 
be easily destroyed. 

an<i ? fficei : s a & ain demanded offensive operational 
Ihe staff generals, animated by their remembrance of the easy 
victory at Tarutmo, brought all their influence to bear on 
Kutuzof to grant Dorokhoris proposal. 
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Kutuzof considered it unnecessary to make any attack. A 
middle course was adopted : a small detachment was sent to 
„ Fominskoye, charged to attack Broussier. 

| By an odd coincidence, this operation — most difficult and 
| most important, as it turned out, in its consequences — was 
[ intrusted to Dokhturof — that same modest little Dokhturof 
; whom no one ever thought of describing for us as concocting 
plans for engagements, flying at the head of regiments, scat- 
tering crosses on the batteries, and so on ; who was considered 
and counted irresolute and lacking in penetration, but never- 
theless that same Dokhturof whom, during all the wars be- 
tween the Eussians ' and the French, from Austerlitz until 
1813, we find always in command where there was anything 
difficult to do. 

At Austerlitz, he stays until the last on the dike of Augest, 
re-forming the regiments, saving what he can, when all are 
fleeing and perishing, and not one general is left in the rear. 

Though ill with fever, he goes to Smolensk with twenty 
thousand men to defend the city against the whole army of 
Napoleon. At Smolensk, he had just caught a wink of sleep 
at the Malakhof gates, during a paroxysm of his fever, when 
he is awakened by the cannonade of the city, and Smolensk 
holds out the whole day. 

In the battle of Borodino, when Bagration is struck down, 
and nine men in every ten from among the troops of our left 
'flank are killed, and all the force of the French artillery fire 
_ is concentrated in that direction, no one else but Dokhturof, 
irresolute and lacking in penetration, is sent there, and Kutu- 
zof makes haste to retrieve the blunder which he had made in 
sending some one else there. And the little, mild Dokhturof 
goes there, and Borodino becomes the brightest glory of the 
Eussian arms. And many heroes have been celebrated by us 
- in verse and prose, but of Dokhturof scarcely a word ! 

Again, Dokhturof is sent to Fominskoye and from there to 
Malui Yaroslavetz, to the place where the last battle with the 
French took place, and where evidently the destruction of the 
French began ; and again many heroes and geniuses have, been 
celebrated by us at that period in the campaign, but of Dokh- 
turof never a word, or almost nothing, or half-heartedly. This 
silence concerning Dokhturof more palpably than aught else 
. proves his merit. . v ; . ■ .V 

Naturally, for a man who understands not the working of a 
machine, it seems, on first seeing it in motion, that the most 
( important part of it is the shaving which accidentally got into 
VOL. 4 , — 8, 
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it, and, while interfering with its movement, makes a buzzing 
noise. The man, not knowing the virtues of the machine, can- 
not comprehend that not this shaving vitiating and deranging 
the works, but that little distributing cog-wheel which turns 
noiselessly, is the most essential part of the machine. 

On the twenty-second of October, the same day on which 
Dokhturof traversed the half of the road toward Fominskoye, 
and had halted in the village of Aristovo, preparing himself 
accurately to carry out the orders that had been given him, 
the whole French army, in its spasmodic motion moving down 
as far as Murat's position, as though for the purpose of giving 
battle, suddenly, without any reason, swerved to the left to 
the new Kaluga highway, and moved toward Fominskoye, 
where shortly before only Broussier had been. 

Dokhturof, at this time, had under his command, with the 
exception of Dorokhof s men, only the two small divisions of 
Figner and Seslavin. 

On the afternoon of October twenty-third, Seslavin came to 
the commander at Aristovo with a French guardsman, who 
had been taken prisoner. The prisoner said that the troops 
which had that day occupied Fominskoye consisted of the 
vanguard of the main army, that Kapoleon was there, that 
the whole army had left Moscow on the seventeenth. 

That same evening a domestic serf, who had come from 
Borovsko, declared that he had seen a tremendous host enter- 
ing the town. 

The Cossacks of Dorokhof s division brought word that they 
had seen the French guard marching along the road to 
Borovsko. 

From all these rumors it was evident that at that place 
where they expected to find a single division was now the 
whole army of the French, which had marched out of Moscow 
in an unexpected route — along the old Kaluga highway. 

Dokhturof was loath to make any demonstration, since it 
was not now at all clear to him what it was his duty to do. 
He had been commanded to attack Fominskoye. 

But where before Broussier had been alone in fominskoye, 
now there was the whole French army. 

Yermolof wanted to act on his own ‘judgment, but Dokhturof 
insisted that it was necessary to have orders from his serene 
highness. It was determined to send a messenger back to 
headquarters. 

For this duty was chosen a highly intelligent officer, Bol- 
khovitmof, wdio, in addition to the written report, was to give 
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a verbal report of the whole matter. At midnight Bolkhoviti- 
nof, having received the envelope and the verbal message, 
galloped off, accompanied by a Cossack, with extra horses, to 
headquarters. 


CHAPTER XYI. 



It was a dark, warm, autumn night. There had been a 
steady rain for four days. After changing horses twice, and 
riding thirty versts in an hour and a half over the muddy, 
sticky road, Bolkhovitinof reached Letashevko at two o’clock 
in the morning. Dismounting in front of an izba, on the 
wattled fence of which was the sign, “ Guavoti Shtap,” or 
“Headquarters,” and throwing the bridle to his Cossack, he 
went into the dark entry. 

“ The general on duty, instantly ! Very important l ” he 
exclaimed to some one, who had been snoring in the darkness 
of the entry and started up. 

“He was very unwell last evening ; he hasn’t slept for two 
nights,” whispered a denshchik’s voice, apologetically. “ Bet- 
ter wake the captain first.” 

“Very important — from General Dokhturof,” said Bol- 
khovitinof, entering the door which was held open for him. 
The denshchik led the way, and tried to awaken some one. 

“ Your nobility ! your nobility ! — A courier ! ” 

“ What, what is it ? From whom ? ’’ exclaimed some one’s 
sleepy voice. ; 

“ From Dokhturof and from Aleksei Petrovitch. FTapoleon 
is at Fominskoye,” said Bolkhovitinof, not being able to make 
out, by reason of the darkness, who it was that was question- 
ing him, but judging by the sound of the voice that it was not 
Konovnitsuin. 

The man who had been aroused yawned and stretched him- 
self. 

“I don’t like to wake him/’ said he, fumbling about for 
something^ % “ He’s very sick. Maybe it’s a rumor.” 

“Here is the despatch,” said Bolkhovitinof. “I was 
ordered to hand it instantly to the general on duty.” 

“ Wait, I will strike a light. Where are you, you scamp, 
always asleep ! ” he cried, addressing the denshchik. 

This was Shcherbinin, Konovnitsuin’s adjutant. “I have 
found it, I have found it,” he added. 

The denshchik kindled a light. Shcherbinin had been 
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searching for the candlestick. “ Akh ! the wretched busi- 
ness ! ” he cried, with disgust. 

By the candle-light Bolkhovitinof saw Shcherbinin’s youth- 
ful face, and in the opposite corner a man still sound asleep. 
This was Konovnitsuin. 

When the tinder flared up first with blue and then with 
ruddy flame, Shcherbinin lit the tallow candle, from which the 
cockroaches that had been feasting on it dropped to the 
ground, and stared at the messenger. 

Bolkhovitinof was all mud, and in wiping his face on his 
sleeve he smeared it all over him. 

“ Who brought the news ? ” asked Shcherbmin, taking the 
envelope. 

“ The news is trustworthy,” replied Bolkhovitinof. “ The 
prisoners and the Cossack and the scouts are all unanimous in 
saying the same thing.” 

“We can’t help it — must wake him,” said Shcherbinin, 
getting up and going over to the man asleep in a nightcap, and 
covered with a cloak. 

“ Piotr Petrovitch ! ” he called. 

Konovnitsuin did not stir. 

“ Headquarters ! ” he cried, with a smile, knowing that that 
would assuredly waken him. And, in point of fact, the head 
in the nightcap was immediately lifted. In Konovnitsuin’s 
handsome, resolute face, with the cheeks inflamed with fever, 
there remained for an instant the expression of the visions of 
sleep, far enough removed from the reality ; but suddenly he 
shivered; his face assumed its ordinarily calm and resolute 
expression. 

“Well, then, what is it? Prom whom?” he asked, not 
hastily, but without unnecessary delay, blinking his eyes at the 
light. 

On hearing the officer’s report, Konovnitsuin broke the seal 
and read the letters. He had hardly finished reading them 
before he set his feet in woollen stockings down on the earth 
floor, and began to put on his shoes. Then he took off his 
cap, and, running the comb through the locks on his temples, 
he put on his forage cap. ? ■ ~ ' 

“Did you come quickly? Let us go to his serene high- 
ness.” . 

Konovnitsuin immediately realized that this news was of 
the greatest importance, and that it brooked no delay. He 
did not take into consideration, or even ask himself, whether 
it were good news or bad news. This did not interest him. 
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CHAPTER XYIL 


Kutuzof, like all old -.people, slept little at night. In the 
daytime he frequently dozed at unexpected times, but at night, 
throwing himself, still dressed, down on Ms couch, he would 
lie awake and think. 


He looked on the whole business of war not with his intellect 
nor with his reason, but with something else. His soul had a 
deep but unexpressed conviction that all would be well; but 
the confession or expression of this faith that was in him 
seemed to him entirely unnecessary : he had only to do his 
duty. And his duty he did, giving to it all his powers. 

Piotr Petrovitch Konovnitsuin, just like Hokhturof, seem- 
ingly out of mere formality, had his name inscribed on the list 
of the so-called heroes of 1812, — the Barclays, the Bayev- 
sky s, the Yermolofs, the Platofs, the Miloradovitches ; just 
like Hokhturof, enjoyed the reputation of being a man of very 
limited . capacity and talent ; and again, like Hokhturof, 
Konovnitsuin never made plans of battles, but he was always 
found where the greatest difficulties were to be met. Ever 
since his appointment as general on duty he had slept with an 
open door, insisting that he should be awakened whenever a 
courier should come ; in battle he was always under fire, so 
that Kutuzof chided him for exposing himself recklessly, and 
for that reason dreaded to send him into service ; and thus 
again, like Hokhturof, he was one of these invisible springs 
which, without fuss or racket, constitute the most essential 
part of the machine. 

On coming out: from the izbd into the damp, dark night, 
Konovnitsuin scowled, partly because his headache had grown 
worse, and partly from the disagreeable thought that occurred 
to him, that now, at this news, would be aroused all that nest 
of influential men connected with the staff, and especially Be- 
nigsen, who since Tarutino had been at swords* points with 
Kutuzof. How they would propose, discuss, give orders, in- 
terfere! And this presentiment was disagreeable to him, 
although he knew that it was inevitable. 

In point of fact, Toll, to whom he went to communicate this 
news, immediately began to lay down his ideas for the benefit 
of ; the general who shared his lodgings with him; and Kono- 
vnitsuin, after listening in silence until he was tired, reminded 
him that they ought to go to his serene higkness’s, 
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Thus it was at this time. He was lying on his heel, learning 
his heavy, big, scarred head on his fat hand, and thinking, his 
one eye staring out into the darkness. Since Benigsen, who 
was in correspondence with the sovereign, and had more influ- 
ence with the staff than any one else, had kept out of his way, 
Kutuzof was more at ease in reference to his being urged again 
to let the troops take part in useless offensive movements. The 
lesson of the battle of Tarutino and of the day before it, ever 
memorable to Kutuzof, must have its effect, he thought. 

cc They must understand that it can only be a losing game 
with us to act on the offensive. Patience and Time , they are 
my warrior-heroes,” said Kutuzof to himself. 

lie knew that it was not best to pluck the apple while it 
was green. It would fall of itself when it got ripe ; but if you 
pluck it green, then it spoils the apple and the tree, and sets 
your teeth on edge as well. 

Like an experienced huntsman, he knew that the wild beast 
was wounded, — wounded as only the whole force of Kussia 
could wound ; but whether the wound was mortal or not was as 
yet an undecided question. 

How, by the sending of Lauriston and Berthemi, and by the 
reports of the guerillas, Kutuzof was almost certain that the 
wound was mortal. 

But proofs were still requisite : it was necessary to wait. 
u They want to rush forward and see how they have killed 
him. Wait, and you'll see. Always c manoeuvres/ always 
6 offensive movements !"' he said to himself. u What for ? So 
as to gain distinction. One would think there was something 
jolly in this fighting. They are just like children, from whom 
you can't expect reason, for the -whole business lies in the fact 
that they all want to prove how well they can fight. But that 
is not the case now. And what fine manoeuvres they are 
always proposing to me ! It seems to them that when they 
have devised two or three chances ” — he was thinking about the 
general plan sent from Petersburg — a they have exhausted 
the list, but there's no end to them,'' 

The vexed question whether the Wild Beast was mortally 
wounded or not at Borodino had been for more thfux a month 
suspended over Kutuzof s head. 

On the one hand, the French had taken possession of Mos- 
cow ; on the other, Kutuzof undoubtedly felt in his whole being 
that that terrible blow, in the dealing of which had been con- 
centrated the force of the united Kussian people, must have 
been mortal. 7 
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* But, in any case, proofs were required, and lie had been 

waiting for them for more than a month ; and in proportion as 
time slipped away, the more impatient he became. 

As he lay on his couch during these sleepless nights of his, 
he did the same thing that the younger element among his 
generals did, — the very thing for which he reproached them. 
He thought out all possible contingencies, just as the younger 
generals did, but with this difference only, that he placed no 
dependence on these prognostications, and that he saw them, 
not in twos or threes, but in thousands. 

The more he thought about them, the more abundantly they 
arose before him. He imagined every kind of motion that the 
Napoleonic army might make, whether as a whole or in parts ; 
against Petersburg, against himself, against his flank. There 
was one contingency that he imagined, and this he dreaded more 
than any other, which was that Napoleon might turn against 
him his own weapon, — that he might settle down in Moscow 
and wait for him. 

Kutuzof even imagined Napoleon’s army marching back to 
Meduin and Yukhnof, but the one thing that he could not have 
foreseen was the very thing that happened, that senseless, 
cautious doubling to and fro of Napoleon’s army during the first 
eleven days after it left Moscow; that indecision which ren- 
dered possible what Kutuzof had not till then dared even to 
think about — namely, the absolute destruction of the Trench. 

Horokhofs report about Broussiers division, the informa- 
9 tion imparted by the “ partisans ” in regard to the distresses of 

Napoleon’s army, the rumors of preparation for evacuating 
Moscow, all taken together, confirmed the presumption that 
the French army was worsted and was preparing to flee. But 
k. these presumptions only appealed to the younger men, not to 

Kutuzof. 

He, with his sixty years’ experience, knew how much de- 
pendence was to be put upon hearsay, knew how prone men 
who wished anything were to group all the indications in 
such a way as to conform with their desire, and he knew how 
, in such a case as this they are glad to drop out of sight any- 

thing that fhight seem opposed to it. 

And the more Kutuzof desired this the less he permitted 
himself to put any trust in it. This question engaged all the 
energies of his mind. Everything else was for him merely 
the ordinary business of life. And such subordinate business 
of life included his conversation with Ms staff officers, his 
letters to Madame Stahl * which he wrote from Tarutino, the 
* Mine, de Stael ? 
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.ending of novels, the gmntingof towaodo, his cornsjond- 

'Xr^e tetocS” theftmolh *Mcl> l f e " the 

onToftofc Wff WN» 

d„t,ts S* .es,£g r K tad, and css thinking .bent 

““itao was a commotion in the ^xt , 
he S! ttftmFoitt corns in ! What nows ? ” 
°“wifle t“«“£ Sing a candle, Toll told the gist 
° f ..m?Snghtit?” asked Kotuzof, his face amazing Toll, 

KutuzofSat ^downf stretching out one leg on the bed, and 

2fiS?-<£* he expected in his featn.es to read the 

“SSE ^“^.nfftien 1 ?'- said he to Bolkhovitinof 
in Ms low senile voice, gathering together over his chest his 
Si* Shad fallen open, -Come here -e ^ 
What is this hit of news you have brought me What, 
m-nhlpon left Moscow ? And Ins army too . xla . 

BdkhoMtinof gave him a detailed account, from the very 
beginning, of all that had been committed to him. 

%eal faster, faster; don’t torment my very soul, Kutu- 

whole ~ story and then remained 

Sll Toll began to make some remark, but Kutuzof interrupted 
him. He wished to say something, but suddenly his face 
wrinkled and frowned. Waving his hand to Toll, he walked 
across the room, to the “ red corner” of the izba f wh ere the 
holv pictures were ranged black against the wail. 

“Lord, my Creator ! Thou hast heard our prayer, said he 
in a trembling voice, folding his hands. “ Saviour of Russia ! 
I thank thee, 0 Lord. 57 
And he hurst into tears. 


WAR AND PEACE . 


121 


CHAPTER XVIII. 

Eeom the time that this news came until the end of the 
campaign, all KutuzoFs activity is confined to exercising his 
power, shrewdness, and persuasion to prevent his troops from 
useless attacks, manoeuvres, and encounters with an enemy 
already doomed. 

Dokhturof goes to Malo-Yaroslavetz ; but Kutuzof dawdles 
along with his whole army, and gives orders for the evacua- 
tion of Kaluga, retreat behind that town seeming to him 
perfectly practicable. 

Kutuzof falls back ; but the enemy, not waiting for his 
retreat, takes to flight in the opposite direction. 

The historians of Napoleon describe for us his clever 
manoeuvres at Tarutino and Malo-Yaroslavetz, and make 
hypotheses as to what would have happened if Napoleon had 
succeeded in entering the rich southern provinces. 

But, not to mention the fact that nothing prevented Napo- 
leon from entering these southern provinces, since the Russian 
army gave him a free road, the historians forget that nothing 
could have saved the French army, for it already carried 
within itself the inevitable elements of its own destruction. 

t How could an army which had found an abundance of pro- 
visions at Moscow, and, instead of keeping them, had tram- 
pled them under its feet, an army which, on arriving at 
Smolensk, had, instead of gathering stores, given itself up to 
pillage, — how could this army have saved itself in the prov- 
ince of Kaluga, inhabited as it was by a Russian population 
similar to that of Moscow, and where fire had the same 
property of burning up whatever was set on fire ? 

This army could nowhere have retrieved itself. After 
Borodino and the pillage of Moscow it henceforth bore in 
itself the chemical conditions of decomposition. 

The men of this, which was once an army, ran, like their 
leaders, knowing not whither, having (Napoleon and every 
soldier) bu? one desire, to escape as soon as possible from 
this situation, which they all, though vaguely, realized was 
inextricable. 

This was the only reason that at Malo-Yaroslavetz, when 
Napoleon’s generals pretended to hold a council, and various 
opinions were offered, the last opinion of all, General Mou- 
ton’s, who, being a simple-minded soldier, spoke what all 
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thoueht that they must get away as quickly as possible, 
closed all mouths { aud no one, not even Napoleon, could say 
anything against a truth recognized by all. _ 

But though all knew that they must depart) there still 
remaLd the shame of confessing that they must take to 
St Some external impulse was needed to overcome this 
shame. And the impulse came at the proper time. It was 
what the French called “ the emperor’s ambush.” * 

Early the next morning, after the council, Napoleon, pre- 
tending that he was going to inspect his troops and , ™ne 
the field of battle, past and to come, rode to the eentie of his 
lines, accompanied by his suite of marshals and by his guard. 

Some Cossacks, prowling about m search of plundei, stum- 
bled upon the emperor, and almost made him prisoner. 

If the Cossacks failed this time to capture Napoleon, it was 
because he was saved by the very thing that proved the 
destruction of the French: love of booty, which on this occa- 
sion, as at Tarutino, led the Cossacks to negleet men, and 
think only of pillage. They paid no attention to the emperor, 
but flung themselves on the spoils, and Napoleon succeeded 

^Whenae “children of the Don” — les Wans du Don — 
were able to lay hold on the emperor himself in the midst of 
his army, it became clear that there was nothing else to be 
done but beat a retreat by the shortest known road. 

Napoleon, with the rotund abdomen of his forty years, no 
longer felt his former agility and courage, and accepted the 
omen. Under the influence of the fright given him by the 
Cossacks, he immediately sided with Mouton, and, as the his- 
torians say, gave the order to retreat along the road to Smolensk. 

The fact that Napoleon agreed with Mouton and that the 
French troops retreated does not prove that Napoleon or- 
dered the movement, but that the forces which were acting 
upon the army to push it in the direction of Mozhaisk had 
simultaneously exerted them influence upon Napoleon himself. 


CHAPTER XIX. 

When a man undertakes any movement he has always an 
object in view. If he has a journey of a thousand versts 
before him he must expect something good at the end of 
those thousand versts. He must anticipate a promised land, 
in order to have strength enough to cover the distance. 

* Le kourra de VEmpercur, 
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When the French invaded Bussia their promised land was 
Moscow; when they began their retreat it was their native 
land. But their native land was far, far away ; and when a 
man starts out on a journey of a thousand versts, he must 
surely forget the end in view, and say to himself, “To-day, I 
will go forty versts, and there I shall find rest and lodging ; 
and during this first stage of his journey this resting-place 
becomes for the time being his ultimate destination, and he 
concentrates upon it all his hopes and desires. 

Aspirations which are found in any isolated man are always 
intensified in a body of men. 

To the French, returning over the old Smolensk highway, 
the final end in view — the return to the fatherland — was too 
far off; and the immediate goal toward which all their desires 
and hopes, magnified to enormous proportions in the whole 
body of men, were directed, was Smolensk. 

It was not because they expected to find in Smolensk 
many provisions . or fresh troops, or because they had been 
told any such thing ; on the contrary, all the generals of the 
army, and Kapoleon as well, knew that there was very little 
to be found at Smolensk, — but because this was the only 
thing that could give the soldiers the power to march and to 
endure the privations of the moment, that those who knew 
the truth and those who knew it not, alike deceiving them- 
selves, struggled toward Smolensk as their promised land. 

# Once on the high-road, the French hurried toward this ficti- 
tious destination, with a remarkable energy and unprecedented 
velocity. 

Besides the general yearning for a single object, on which 
the whole body of the French army was united and which 
imparted a certain additional energy, there was still another 
cause uniting them. This cause was found in their aggre- 
gation. 

This enormous multitude, as if obedient to the physical law 
of attraction, drew to itself all isolated atoms of men. These 
hundred thousand men moved on in a compact mass like a 
whole empire 1 

Each man among them wished for but one thing — to fall 
into captivity, and so to be delivered from all their horrors and 
sufferings. But, on the one hand, the power of the common 
impulse toward their goal, Smolensk, carried each one in the 
same direction. 

On the other hand it was impossible for an entire corps to 
surrender to a single company, and, although the French took 
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advantage of every convenient occasion to separate from their 
fellows, and at even the slightest pretext surrendered to the 
Eussians, these pretexts did not always -offer. 

The great numbers of them and their hard, rapid march 
deprived them of these possibilities, and made it not only dif- 
ficult, but impossible, for the Eussians to arrest this move- 
ment in which was concentrated the entire energy of such a 
mass of the French. 

The mechanical disruption of the body could not hasten, 
beyond a certain limit, the process of decomposition in 
progress. 

It is impossible to melt a snowball in an instant. There 
exists a certain limit of time before which no power of heat 
can melt the snow. On the contrary, the greater the heat the 
more solidified is the snow which remains. 

With the exception of Kutuzof, none of the Eussian gen- 
erals understood this. When the retreat of the French army 
took the definite shape of flight along the Smolensk road, 
they began to realize the truth of w r hat Konovnitsuin had 
foreseen on the night of October 23. 

All the superior generals of the army wished to distinguish 
themselves, to cut the French off, to take them prisoners, to 
set upon them ; and all demanded offensive operations. 

Kutuzof alone employed all his powers — the powers of 
any commanding general are very small — to resist offensive 
operations. 

He could not say what we can say to-day — why fight 
battles, why dispute the road, why lose your own men, and 
why inhumanly kill unfortunate wretches ? why do all this, 
when from Moscow to Viazma, without any combat whatever, 
a third of this army has disappeared? but drawing from 
his wisdom what they might have understood, he told them 
about “ the golden bridge ; ?? # and they mocked him, slan- 
dered him, and hurled themselves upon the dying Beast to 
rend it and cut it in -pieces. 

At Yiazma, Yermolof, Miloradovitch, Piatof, and others, 
finding themselves near the French, could not restrain them- 
selves from cutting off and destroying two French army corps. 
Kutuzof they derided by sending him a sheet of blank paper 
in an envelope, instead of a report of their undertaking. 

And in spite of all Kutuzof s efforts to restrain our troops, 
the troops assailed the French, and endeavored to dispute 

ol self destrucSon r, ° ,SS ^ g ° lden Mdge * ” that is ' “ aive them 6 very chance 
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their way. Eegiments of infantry, we are told, with music 
and drums, boldly advanced to the attack, and killed and lost 
thousands of men. 

But they could not cut oft the fugitives, or exterminate 
the enemy. And the French army drawing its ranks more 
closely together, because of the danger, and regularly melting 
away, advanced along this — its fatal road to Smolensk. 



PART THIRD. 

CHAPTER L 

The battle of Borodino, with the successive occupation of 
Moscow and the flight of the French army without further 
battles, is one of the most instructive events of history. 

All historians agree that the external activity of states and 
peoples, in their mutual collisions, is expressed by war ; that 
immediately after great or petty military successes, the politi- 
cal power of states and nations is increased or diminished. 

Strange as it seems in reading history to find that such and 
such a king or emperor, on quarrelling with other emperors or 
kings, gets his troops together, attacks the enemy's army, 
wins the victory, kills three thousand, five thousand, ten thou- 
sand men, and in consequence of this vanquishes a whole 
state and a whole population of millions of men ; hard as it 
is to understand why the defeat of an army — the loss of a 
hundredth part of all a nation's forces — should compel the 
submission of the entire nation, yet all the facts of history, 
so far as it is known to us, confirm the justice of the assertion 
that the greater or less success of the army of any nation at 
war with another is the cause, or at least the essential indica- 
tion, of the increase or decrease of the power of those nations. 

When an army has won a victory, instantly the “rights ” of 
the victorious nation are increased to the detriment of the 
vanquished. When an army has suffered defeat, immediately 
the nation is deprived of “ rights ” in proportion to the 
defeat ; and when the army has been completely defeated, the 
nation is completely vanquished. 

This has been the case, according to history, from the most 
ancient to the most recent times. All of Napoleon's Avars 
serve to confirm this truth. 

In proportion as the Austrian troops were defeated, Austria 
lost its. “rights,” while the rights and powers of France were 
magnified. 

The victories of the French at Jena and Austerlitz destroyed 
the, independence of Prussia. 
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But suddenly in 1812 the "battle of the Moskva” was won 
by the French, Moscow was captured ; and yet, though no more 
battles were fought, Russia ceased not to exist, while this 
army of six hundred thousand men did cease to exist, and 
subsequently the France of Napoleon. 

To force facts to fit the rules of history, to say that the 
battle-field of Borodino was won by the Russians, or that, 
after the occupation of Moscow, battles were fought that ex- 
terminated Napoleon’s army, — is impossible. 

After the victory of the French at Borodino, not only was 
there no general battle, but no battle of any importance ; and 
, ' yet the French army ceased to exist. 

What does this fact signify ? 

If such a thing had occurred in the history of China, we 
might say that it was not a historical event— the favorite loop- 
hole of historians when facts do not fit theories ; if it were 
a question of a conflict of short duration in which small forces 
took part, we might declare the event an exception to the 
general rule. 

But this event took place under the eyes of our fathers, for 
' whom the question of the life or death of their country was 
decided, and this war was the most momentous of all known 
:j wars. 

:: That period in the campaign of 1812, from the battle of 

1 Borodino to the retreat of the French, proved not only that a 
battle won is not always a cause of conquest, but also that it 
may not be even a sign of conquest; proved that the force 
which decides the destiny of nations consists not in con- 
querors, or even in armies and battles, but in something 
different. 

The French historians, describing the condition of the 
troops before the evacuation of Moscow, assure us that every- 
thing was in good order in the “ Grand Amy,” excepting the 
cavalry, the artillery, and the wagon-trains ; forage being also 
lacking for the horses and cattle. There was no help for this 
evil, for the muzhiks of the region around burned their hay, 
and would got let the French have it. 

The victory won by the French did not bring the usual 
results, because of the muzhiks Karp and Vlas, who, after the 
departure of the French, went to Moscow with carts to plun- 
der the city, and who personally, as a rule, manifested no 
heroic sentiments ; and yet the whole innumerable throng of 
similar muzhiks refused to carry hay to Moscow in spite 
of the money offered to them, but burned it. . 
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^ Ss°o?the S art of'fiolns. For a considet- 

contestante, ijf e depends upon it, throws 

£idSa“ Z’M «**« tte tot otab “ “ *° ^ 

l°t”S'imasiM that this man, who so -wisely employs 
the best and simplest method for attaining his object, is at 
the same time imbued with the traditions of chivalry, and, 
2shS“ to conceal the truth, should, insist upon it that he 
was victorious over the sword according tott* i2| 
art of fencing. It can be imagined what contusion anci iacK 

of clearness would arise from such a story. . , 

The duellist who demands an encounter according to the 
rules of the art is the French; his enemy, who throws away 
his sword and takes up a club, is the Russians ; those who 
try to explain everything according to the rules of fencing 
are the historians who have described these events. 

From the time of the burning of Smolensk began a form 
of war which does not belong to any of the former traditions 

0f The r burnings of towns and villages, battles followed by 
retreats, the blow at Borodino and the retreat, the burning of 
Moscow, the hunting down of marauders, the intercepting of 
provision-trains, the “partisan” warfare, all this was con- 

trarv to the rules. „ . , , , •, 

Napoleon felt this; and from the very time when he stood 
in Moscow, in the regular position of fencing, and discovered 
that the hand of his opponent held a club over him instead of 
a sword, he did not cease to complain to Kutuzof and the 
Emperor Alexander that the war was conducted contrary to 
all rules — as if there were rules for the killing of men ! 

But, in spite of all the complaints of the Erench about the 
breaking of rules, in spite of the fact that the Russians highest 
in position were ashamed of fighting with the cudgel, and 
desired to stand in a position where, according to all the rules, 
they could fight, —en quarte , en tierce , and make? the clever 
thrust, e 7 i prime, and so on, — the club of the popular war was 
lifted in all its threatening and majestic power, and, caring 
nothing for good taste and rules, with stupid simplicity but 
sound judgment, not making distinctions, it was lifted, and 
fell and pounded the Erench until the whole army of invaders 
perished. 
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And honor be to that people who did not as the French did 
in 1813, who saluted the enemy according to all the rules of 
the art, and, reversing their swords, politely and gracefully 
handed them to their magnanimous conqueror. Honor be to 
that people who in the moment of trial, not asking how others 
had acted in conformity to rules in similar circumstances,' 
simply and quickly seized the first club at hand, and wielded 
it until the feeling of anger and vengeance in their hearts 
gave way to contempt and pity ! 


CHAPTER II. 

One of the most obvious and advantageous infractions of 
the so-called rules of war is the action of isolated individ- 
uals against troops crowded together into a mass. 

% This sort of activity is always seen in wars which assume 

a popular character. This form of warfare consists in this, 
that, instead of one compact body meeting another compact 
body, men disperse, attack separately, and instantly retire 
when threatened by superior forces, and then re-appear at the 
i first favorable opportunity. 

Thus did the Guerillas in Spain, thus did the mountaineers 
in the Caucasus, thus did the Russians in 1812. 

Warfare of this sort is called “ partisan 99 or guerilla 
warfare, and when it is thus named its meaning is ex- 
plained. 

This sort of warfare, however, not only fails to come under 
any rules, but is opposed directly to a well-known and infal- 
lible law of tactics. This law demands that the assailant 
shall concentrate his troops so as to be, at the moment of 4 
combat, stronger than his enemy. 1 

m Partisan warfare (always successful, as history proves) is i 

* directly opposed to that law. 1 

This contradiction arises from the fact that military science 
takes the strength of armies to be identical with their mim- 
> bers * Military science says: The more troops, the greater 
the strength. Great battalions are always right: Les gros 
bataillons out toujours raison. In making this assertion, mili- 
tary science is like the science of mechanics, which, consider- 
* ing the momenta of moving bodies only in relation to their 

masses, affirms that these forces will be equal or unequal as 
their masses are equal or unequal. 
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Momentum (tie p«MU,J «I movement) is tie product of 
a “l” i ti?.»S?of troops is likewise the product of 

the moss multiplied hj collection 

Military science, seeing >. MW d “ ^ Botacide irith 
of examples, that the m ss^ detac h me nts have conquered 
the strength, and “f the existence of this un- 

large ones, eover it now in geometrical com- 

hS^no^ differences of armament now, and this 
bmauous, now • . 0 £ t ] ie commanders. 

“rrf^hfvSes Uvea to all these factors do not suffice to 

account for 

Meantime S heroes! that in the effect of 

it a arr«nt made by the commanders in time of war, we 

Sl Iffiif^ifthHpSr ofthe army; in other words, the more 

iigh^and^^po^e^themLlves^to pmHs^in^epeifdently^^the 

whether they are armed withcluhs, 01 with & uns clemtim 0 

t ^fLwhohave 1 the e mo S t intense desire to fight always put 
themselves in the most advantageous position for fighting. 

The spirit of the army is the factor, multiplied by the mass, 
which iives the product, power. To determine and express 
the meaning of the spirit of the army— that unknown factor 

is the problem of science. i- 

The problem is possible only when we cease to put arbi- 
trarily, m place of this unknown x, the conditions under which 
the momentum is produced, such as the dispositions of the 
commander, the armament, and so on, and disregarding them 
as the significant factor, realize this unknown quantity m all 
its integration as tke more or less active desire animating the 

men to fight and confront danger. 

Only then when we express known historical facts by means 
of equations can we, by a comparison of the relative value ol 
this unknown factor, determine the unknown factor. 

Ten men, battalions, or divisions, lighting with fifteen men, 
battalions, or divisions, conquer the fifteen, that is, kill them 
or take them all prisoners without exception, themselves 
losing only four. On one side fifteen have been exterminated, 
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on the other four. In reality the four were equal to the 
fifteen, and consequently 


consequently 


Ax = 15y ; 
x :y~ 15 : 4. 


This equation does not give the value of the unknown fac- 
tor, but it expresses the relations between the two unknown 
factors, and, by putting into the form of similar equations 
historical units taken separately, — battles, campaigns, periods 
of war, — a series of numbers will be obtained in "which laws 
must exist and may be discovered. 

The rule of tactics commanding troops to act in mass es 
during an attack, and separately in a retreat, is an uncon- 
scious expression of the truth that the strength of troops 
depends upon their spirit. Better discipline is required to 
lead men into fire than to induce them to defend themselves 
against assailants, and is obtained exclusively by movements 
m masses. 

But this rule, which takes no account of the spirit of the 
troops, constantly proves fallacious and particularly opposed 
to the reality, when there is an increased or diminished spirit 
among the troops — in all popular wars. 

The French, in retreating in 1812, though they should, ac- 
cording to tactics, have defended themselves separately, drew 
into closer masses, because the spirit of the troops had fallen 
so low that the army could be maintained only by holding the 
men in mass. 

The Russians, on the contrary, ought, according to tactics, 
fo have attacked in mass $ but in fact they scattered their 
forces, because tlie spirit of their troops had risen so high 
that isolated men attacked the French without waiting for 
orders, and had no need of constraint to induce them to expose 
themselves to fatigues and perils. 


* CHAPTEB III. 

The so-called partisan or guerilla war* began with the 
arrival of the French at Smolensk. 

Before this guerilla warfare was officially recognized by our 
government, thousands of the hostile army — mauraders left 
* Partizdnskaya volnd. 
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sacks and muzhiks, who killed these men c 

dogs worry t0 Ms^let Russian scent, was the first 
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^Onthe’ fifth™ September, Davuidofs first partisan squad 
On tne nnn oi d p > ple 0 f his, others were or- 

ranizT 11 The longer the campaign continued, the greater 

^The 6 partSans 3 demolShed^ti^ S “ Grand Army” in detact 
ments Wy trampled down the fallen leaves which came off 
from^he dried tree- the French army- and nowand again 

Sh In k October e when' the French were on their way hack to 
Wensk there were hundreds of these bands, of various 
sizes and characters. There were bands which had all the 
appurtenances of a regular army — infantry, aitillery, staff 
officers -and many of the comforts of life: others consisted 
solely of Cossacks, cavalry; there were others of insignificant 
size, gathered at haphazard, infantry and cavalry mixed .; there 
were those composed of muzhiks, and those organized by land- 
owners, and others that owned no allegiance to any com- 

A diachok or sacristan was the leader of one band, which, 
in the course of a month, took several hundred prisoners : and 
tliere was the wife of a village starosta, named \ asilisa, who 
killed hundreds of the French. 

The early days of November saw the greatest development 
of this partisan warfare. The first period of this kind of war 
— during which the “partisans” themselves were amazed at 
their own audacity, were afraid every moment of being sur- 
prised and surrounded by the French, and kept hid in the 
forests, not unsaddling, and scarcely venturing to dismount 
from their horses, expecting to be pursued at an^ moment 

was past. p „ 

By this time this kind of warfare had taken definite form ; 
it had become clear to all what they could do and ivhat they 
could not do in grappling with the French. 

The leaders of bands, who had regular staffs, and followed 
rules, kept at a respectful distance from the French, and were 
chary of undertaking certain things, which they regarded as 
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impossible. Petty partisans who bad been engaged for some 
time in tbe business, and bad gained a close acquaintance 
with tbe French, considered feasible what tbe leaders of tbe 
large bands would not dare even to tbink of. 

Cossacks and muzbiks who slipped easily in and out among 
tbe French reckoned that everything was possible. 

On tbe fourth of November, Denisof, who was one of these 
partisan leaders, found himself, with bis band, in tbe very 
brunt of partisan excitement. Since morning, he and bis band 
had been on the inarch. All day long, keeping under shelter 
of the forest that skirted the highway, he had been following 
a large French convoy of cavalry baggage and Russian 
prisoners, isolated from the other troops, and under a power- 
ful escort, on its way to Smolensk, as was known from scouts 
and prisoners. 

The existence of this train was known, not only to Denisof 
and Dolokhof — who was also a partisan leader with a small 
band, and was advancing close by — but to tbe nacbalniks of 
several large bands, with their staffs, — all knew about this 
train, and, as Denisof expressed it, “were whetting their 
teeth for it.” 

Two of these large bands, one commanded by a Polyak, the 
other by a German, almost simultaneously sent to Denisof 
to join forces, each inviting him to help them attack the 
“transport.” 

“No, thank you, bwother, I shave my own whiskers,” said 
Denisof, as he read their letters ; and he replied to the Ger- 
man that, in spite of the heartfelt desire which he had of 
serving under the command of such a valiant . and distin- 
guished general, he should have to deprive himself of that 
pleasure, because he had already joined the command of the 
Polish general. 

And to the Polish general he wrote the same thing, assur- 
ing him that he had already joined the command of the 
German. 

Having thus disposed of these matters, Denisof made his 
plans without reference to these high officials, to join in com- 
pany with Dolokhof, and attack and capture this train, with 
the small force at their command. 

The “ transport” was proceeding, on the fourth of Novem- 
ber, from the village of Mikulino to the village of Shamshevo. 
On the left-hand side of the road between the two villages ran 
a dense forest, in places approaching the road, in places reced- 
ing from the road a verst and more. 
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It was under the cover of this forest, now hiding in its 
depths, now approaching its edge, that Denisof had been ad- 
vancing all day long, with his band not once losing the French 
from sight. 

In the morning, not far from Mikiilino, where the forest 
came nearest to the road, the Cossacks of Denisof’s band had 
seized two of the French wagons, loaded with cavalry saddles, 
which had got stuck in the mud, and made off with them into 
the forest. 

From that time until evening, the band, without attacking, 
followed the French in all their movements. 

It was necessary to allow them, without being alarmed, to 
reach Shamshevo in safety ; there Denisof would unite with 
Dolokhof, who was to come for a consultation, that evening, to 
a designated spot in the forest, about a verst from Shamshevo, 
and at daybreak they would fall upon them from two sides at 
once quite unexpectedly — “like snow on the head,” as the 
saying goes — and defeat and capture the whole host at one 
fell blow. 

Two versts in the rear of Mikulino, where the forest ap- 
proached the road, six Cossacks were to be left, who v r ere to 
report instantly in case new columns of the French showed 
up. 

In front of Shamshevo, Dolokhof -was to scour the road so 
as to know at what distance other French troops might be. 

The “transport” mustered fifteen hundred men. Denisof 
had two hundred, and Dolokhof might have as many. But 
the preponderance of numbers did not deter Denisof. The 
only thing that he cared now to know was what sort of men 
composed these troops, and, with this end in view, Denisof 
wanted to capture a tongue ; that is, a man from the enemy’s 
ranks. In the morning, when they fell upon the two wagons, 
the affair was accomplished with such celerity that all the 
French in charge of the two wagons had been killed, and the 
only one taken alive was a drummer boy who had remained 
behind, and was incapable of giving any decided information 
about the kind of men that formed the column. 

To make a second descent, Denisof considered, would be at 
the risk of arousing the whole column, and therefore he sent 
forward to Shamshevo the muzhik Tikhon Shcherbatof, one 
of his band, to pick up, if possible, one of the French quarter- 
masters who would be likely to be there in advance. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

It was a mild, rainy, autumn day. The sky and the earth 
blended in the same hue, like that of turbid water. At one 
moment it was precipitated in the form of fog ; at the next, 
suddenly round, slanting drops of rain would fall. 

Denisof, in his burka or felt cloak, and papakh or Cossack 
cap, from which the water was streaming, was riding along on 
a lean thoroughbred with tightened girths. Like his horse, 
he kept his head bent and ears alert, and, scowling at the 
slanting rain, peered anxiously ahead. His face was some- 
what thinner than of yore, and with its growth of thick, short 
black beard, looked fierce. 

Abreast of Denisof, also in burka and pdpakh, on a plump, 
eoarsedimbed Don pony, rode a Cossack esaul,* Denisof s 
ally. 

A third, the Esaul Lovaiski, likewise in burka and papakh, 
was a long-limbed, light-complexioned man, as flat as a plank, 
with narrow, bright eyes and a calmly self-confident expres- 
sion both of face and pose. Although it was impossible to 
tell wherein consisted the individuality of horse and rider, 
still at a glance first at the esaul and then at Denisof, it was 
evident that Denisof was.-' wet and Uncomfortable, that Denisof 
was a man who merely rode his horse ; while on looking at the 
esaul, it was evident that he was as comfortable and confident 
as ever, and that lie was not a man who merely rode the 
horse, but a man who was one being with his horse, and thus 
possessed of double strength. 

A short distance ahead of them walked their guide, a little 
peasant in a gray kaftan and a white cap, wet to the skin. 

A little behind them, on a lean, slender Kirgiz pony with a 
huge tail and mane and with mouth bloody and torn, rode a 
young officer in a blue French capote. 

Next him rode a hussar, who had taken up behind him, on 
his horsed crupper, a lad in a torn French uniform and blue 
cap. This lad clung to the hussar with hands red with cold, 
and rubbed his bare feet together to warm them, and gazed 
around him in amazement with uplifted brows. This was the 
French drummer hoy whom they had taken prisoner that 
morning. 



* Esaul at the present time is the Cossack title corresponding to captain 
of a sotmja or hundred ; sotnik (centurion) was the former term. 
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Beliind them, three and four deep, stretched the line of hus- 
sars along the narrow, winding, and well-worn forest path; 
then came Cossacks, some in burkas, some m French capotes, 

some with cavalry housings thrown over their heads, Then 

horses, whether roan or bay, seemed all black as coal in the 
r ain which was streaming from them. 

The horses’ necks seemed strangely slender from their soaked 
manes. From the horses arose a steam. The clothes and 
the saddles and the bridles, — everything was wet, slippery , and. 
limp, -just like the ground and the fallen leaves which covered 
the path. The men sat with scowling faces, trying not to 
move, so as to warm the water that had trickled down their 
backs and not to allow any fresh invasion of cold water to 
get under their saddles, on their knees, or down their necks. 

In the midst of the long train of Cossacks the two wagons 
drawn by French and Cossack horses (the latter harnessed m 
with their saddles on) rattled over the stumps and roots 

and splashed through the ruts full of water. 

Denisofs liorse ? avoiding a puddle winch, covered the road, 
spran 0, to one side and struck his knee against a tree. 

“Oh, the devil !” cried Denisof wrathfully, and, showing 
his teeth, he gave the horse three blows with the whip, spat- 
tering himself and his comrades with mud. Denisof was not 
in good spirits, owing to the rain and his hunger, -he had 
eaten nothing since morning, — and principally because noth- 
ing had been heard from Dolokhof, and because the man sent 
to capture “ the tongue” had not returned. 

“We sha’n’t be likely to find another chance like to-day’s to 
stwike the twansport twain. To attack them alone is too 
much of a wisk; and to wait till another day — some of 
those big bands of partisans will be sure to snatch it away 
from under our very noses,” said Denisof, who kept his eyes 
constantly toward the front, thinking that he might see the 
expected messenger from Dolokhof. 

On coming out into a vista where there was a dear view 
extending to some distance toward the right, Denisof reined 
in. > ^ r 

u Some one’s coming,” said he. 

The esaul looked in the direction indicated by Denisof, 

“ There are two of them — an officer and Cossack. Only 
you don’t presuppose that it is the sub-lieutenant himself, 
do you ? ” said the esaul, who liked to bring in words that 
were not in use among the Cossacks, 

The riders who were coming down upon them were lost 
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from sight, and after a little while re-appeared again. The 
officer, with dishevelled hair, wet to the skin, and with his 
trousers worked up above his very knees, came riding in ad- 
vance at a weary gallop, urging liis horse with his whip. 
Behind him, standing up in his stirrups, trotted his Cossack. 
This officer, a very young lad, with a broad, rosy face and 
alert, mischief-loving eyes, galloped up to Denisof and handed 
him a wet envelope. 

“ From the general/ 5 said the officer. “ Excuse it not being 
perfectly dry. 55 

Denisof, frowning, took the envelope and started to break 
the seal. 

“hFow they all said it was dangerous — dangerous/ 5 said 
the young officer, turning to the esaul while Denisof was 
reading the letter. “ However, Komarof — he pointed to the 
Cossack — Komarof * and I made all our plans. We each had 
two pist — But who is that ? 55 he asked, breaking off in the 
middle of the word on catching sight of the French dr um mer 
boy. “A prisoner ? Have you had a fight ? May I speak 
with him? 55 J * 

“Wostof! Petya! 55 cried Denisof, at that instant having 
run through the letter that had been given him. “ Why 
didn't you say who you were ? ” and Denisof, with a smile, 
turning round, gave the young officer his hand. 

This young officer was Petya Rostof ! 

All the way Petya had been revolving in his mind how he 
should behave toward Denisof as became a full-fledged officer, 
and not give a hint of their former acquaintance. 

But as soon as Denisof smiled on him, Petya immediately 
became radiant, flushed with delight, and forgot the formality 
which he had stored up against the occasion, and began to 
tell him how he had galloped past the French, and how glad 
he was that such a commission had been intrusted to him, 
and how he had been in the battle near Yiazma, where a cer- 
tain hussar greatly distinguished himself. 

u Well, Pm wight glad to see you/ 5 said Denisof, interrupt- 
ing him, an<3*then his face assumed again its anxious expres- 
sion. “ Mikhail Feoklituitch/ 5 said he, turning to the esaul, 
" you see this is from the German again. He insists on our 
joining him. 55 

And Denisof proceeded to explain to the esaul that the 
contents of the letter just received consisted in a reiterated 
request from the German general to unite with him in art 
* Name derived from Komar , a mosquito. 
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, , 4.^4,, c«Tf we don’t get at it to- 

£wtw,°L will certainly take 'it away from under our vewy 

n 0 We h DeSioT w^talSng with the esaul, Petya, abashed 
bvDenisofs chilling tone, and supposing that the reason for 
w Mt be the state of his trousers, strove to pull them 
down 0 “der shelter of his cloak, so that no one would notice 
£, 2 did his best to assume as military an aspect as 

P °«Wili there be any order from your excellency ?” * he 
asked of Denisof, raising his hand to his visor, and again 
retuinin- to the little comedy of general and aide for which 
he liad rehearsed himself - « Or should I remain with your 

"^Orders?” repeated Denisof thoughtfully. “Gan you 

We «jjdi ^'please °let ^me” — May I stay with you?” cried 

Fe “ ^suppose your orders from the genewal were to weturn 
immediately - weren’t they ? ” asked Denisof. 

« Hrsdd^othfng at all about it ; I think I can,” he replied 

S ° “Wen* all wight l” said Denisof. And, turning to his sub- 
ordinates, he made various arrangements for the party to make 
their way to the place of rendezvous at the watch-house in 
the forest that had been agreed upon, and for the officer on 
the Kirgiz horse — this officer performed the duties of 
adjutant — to ride off in search of Dolokhof, and find whether 

he would come that evening or not. _ 

Denisof himself determined to ride down with the esaul 
and Petya to the edge of the forest nearest to Shamshevo to 
reconnoitre the position of the French, and find the best place 
for making their attack on the following day. 

“And now, gwaybeard,” said he, turning to the muzhik who 
was serving as their guide, “take us to Shamshevo/- 
Denisof, Petya, and the esaul, accompanied by a few Cos- 
sacks and the hussar who had charge of the prisoner, rode 
off to the left, through the ravine, toward the edge of the 
forest. 

* VuisoTcoUagorddiye , liigli well-born-ness. 
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CHAPTER Y. 

It had ceased to rain ; there was merely a drizzling mist, 
and the drops of water fell from the branches of the trees. 

Denisof, the esanl, and Petya rode silently behind the 
muzhik, who, lightly and noiselessly plodding along in his 
bast lapti over the roots and wet leaves, led them to the edge 
of the wood. 

On reaching the crest of a slope, the muzhik paused, gave 
a swift glance, and strode toward where the wall of trees 
was thinner. Under a great oak which had not yet shed 
its leaves he paused, and mysteriously beckoned with his 
hand. 

Denisof and Petya rode up to him.. Prom the place where 
the muzhik was standing, the French could be seen. Imme- 
diately back of the forest, occupying the lower half of the 
slope, spread a field of spring corn. At the right, beyond a 
steep ravine, could be seen a small village and the manor 
house * with dilapidated roofs. In this hamlet, and around 
the mansion house, and over the whole hillside and in the 
garden, around the well and the pond, and along the whole 
road up from the bridge to the village, which was not more 
than quite a quarter of a mile, throngs of men could he seen 
in the rolling mist. Distinctly could be heard their non- 
Russian cries to the horses that were dragging the teams up 
the hill, and their calls to each other. 

“ Bring the prisoner here,” said Denisof in a low tone, not 
^taking his eyes from the French. 

A Cossack dismounted, helped the lad down, and came with 
him to Denisof. Denisof, pointing to the French, asked what 
troops such and such divisions were. The little drummer, 
stuffing his benumbed hands into his pockets, and lifting his 
"brows, gazed at Denisof in affright, and, in spite of his 
evident anxiety to tell all that he knew, got confused in his 
replies, and ^merely said yes to all that Denisof asked him. 
Denisof, scowling, turned from him, and addressed the esaul, 
to whom he communicated his impressions. 

Petya, moving his head with quick gestures, looked now at 
the little drummer boy, now at Denisof, and from him to the 
esaul, then at the French in the village, and did his best not 
to miss anything of importance that was going on. 

* Barshy 
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“ Whether Dolokhof come or do not come, we must make 
the attempt — hey ?” said Denisof, Ms eyes flashing with 
animation. 

“ An excellent place,” replied the esanl. 

“ We'll attack the infantry on the low land — the swamp,” 
pursued Denisof. “ They'll escape into the garden. You and 
the Cossacks will set on them from that side.” Denisof 
pointed to the woods beyond the village. “ And I from this, 
with my hussars. And when a gun is fired ” — 

“ You won't be able to cross the ravine — there's a quagmire,” 
said the esaul. “The horses would be mired — you'll have to 
strike farther to the left.” — 

While they were thus talking in an undertone, there rang 
out below them, in the hollow where the pond was, a single 
shot ; a white puff of smoke rolled away, then another, and 
they heard friendly, as it were jolly, shouts from hundreds of 
the French on the hillside. 

At the first instant both Denisof and the esaul drew back. 
They were so near that it seemed to them that they were 
what had occasioned those shots and shouts. 

But the shots and shouts had no reference to them. Below 
them across the swamp a man in something red was running. 
It was evidently at this man that the French had shot, and 
were shouting. 

“Ha! that's our Tikhon,” said the esaul. 

“ So it is, so it is.” 

“ Oh ! the wascal ! ” exclaimed Denisof. 

“ He'll escape 'em ! ” said the esaul, blinking his eyes. 

The man whom they called Tikhon ran down to the creek, 
plunged into it, spattering the water in every direction, and, 
disappearing for a moment, he crawled out on all-fours, and, 
black with water, dashed off once more. 

The French who had started in pursuit paused. 

“ Cleverly done !” exclaimed the esaul. 

“What a beast !” snarled Denisof, with the same expression 
of vexation as before. “ And what has he been up to all this 
time ? ” 

“ Who is it ? ” asked Petya. 

“ Om plastun * We sent him to catch i a tongue.' ” 

“Oh, yes,” said Petya, at Denisof 's first word, nodding his 
head as though he understood, although really the answer was 
perfectly enigmatical. 

* Plastun (plastoon), the name of a sharp-shooter who lies in ambush, or 
a scout, among the Black-Sea Cossacks. 
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I Tikhon Shcherbatui * was one of tbe most useful men of the 

band. He was a muzhik from Pokrovskoye — near Gzhatya. 

When Denisof, toward the beginning of his enterprise, 
reached Pokrovskoye, and, according to his usual custom, sum- 
moned the starosta, or village elder, and asked him what news 
they had about the French, the starosta had replied, as all 
starostas always reply, as though called to account for some 
mischief, that they had not seen or heard anything. 

But when Denisof explained to him that his aim was to beat 
the French, then the starosta told him that “ miroders ” had 
* * only just been there, but that only one man in their village, 
Tishka Shcherbatui, troubled himself about such things. 

Denisof ordered Tikhon to be summoned, and, after prais- 
ing him for his activity, he spoke to him, in the starosta’s 
presence, a few words about their fidelity to the tsar and the 
fatherland, and that hatred toward the French which the sons 
of the fatherland were in duty bound to manifest. 

“ We haven’t done any harm to the French,” said Tikhon, 
evidently confused by this speech of Denisof’s. a We only 
amused ourselves, as you might say, with the boys. We 
killed a few dozen of the miroders, that was all; but we 
haven’t done ’em any harm.” 

On the next day when Denisof, who had entirely forgotten 
about this muzhik, was starting away from Pokrovskoye, he 
was informed that Tikhon had joined the band, and asked 
permission to stay. Denisof gave orders to keep him. 

Tikhon, who at first was given the “ black work ” of making 
camp-fires, fetching water, carrying horses, quickly displayed 
great willingness and aptitude for partisan warfare. He 
would go out at night after booty, and every time he would 
return with French clothes and arms, but when it was enjoined 
upon him he would even bring in prisoners. 

Denisof then relieved Tikhon from drudgery, began to take 
him with him in his raids, and enrolled him among the Cos- 
sacks. 

Tikhon was not fond of riding horseback, and always trav- 
elled on foot, but he never let the cavalry get ahead of him. 
His weapons consisted of a musket, which he carried out of 
sport, a lance, and a hatchet, which he used as a wolf uses its 
teeth, with equal facility eliciting a flea out of his hair or 
crunching stout bones. Tikhon, with absolute certainty, would 
split a' brain with his hatchet at any distance, and, taking it by 
the but, he would cut out dainty ornaments, or carve spoons, 

* The gap-toothed. 
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In Denisof s band Tikhon enjoyed an exclusive and excep- 
tional nosSon. When there was need of doing anything espe- 
Sv Enlt and obnoxious, - to put a shoulder to a team 

stuck S the mud, or to pull a horse from the bog by the tail, 
SHUCK ill tuo mu , x i n t 0 the very midst of the 

or act as knacker, or make ins way mbu J 

■French, or travel fifty versts a day, — all laughed and gave it 

t0 «What harm will it do him, the devil? He’s tough as a 

ll0 Oue timcfa FrmIchmLtwhom Tikhon had taken prisoner, 
fired his pistol at him, and wounded him in the seat. This 
wound which Tikhon treated with nothing but vodka, taken 
iuternally and externally, was the object of the merriest jokes 
in the whole division, 4d Tikhon put up with them with a 

V6 “'Well, brother, how’s it coming on? Does it double you 
up 9 ” the Cossacks would ask mockingly ; and Tikhon, en- 
tering into the fun of the thing, would make up a face, and, 
pretending to be angry with the French, he would abuse the 
French with the most absurd objurgations. The only impres- 
sion that the affair made on Tikhon was that, after his wound, 
he was chary of bringing in prisoners. . , 

Tikhon was the most useful and the bravest man m the 
band. Ho one was quicker than he was m discovering the 
chances of a raid ; no one had conquered and killed more of 
the French ; and, in consequence of this, he was the buffoon 
of the whole band, and he willingly accommodated himself 

to this standing. _ . , 

Tikhon had now been sent by Denisof that very evening to 
Sharashevo to capture u a tongue.” But either because he 
had not been satisfied with one single Frenchman, or because 
he had slept that night, during daylight he had crept among 
the bushes in the very midst of the French, and, as Demsoi 
had seen from the brow of the ravine, had been discovered by 
them. 


CHAPTER VI. 


After talking with the esaul for some little time longer 
about the morrow’s raid, which Denisof, it seemed, having got 
a view of the French near at hand, was fully disposed to 
make, he turned his horse and rode back. 

« Well, bwother, now weTl go and dwy ourselves,” said he 
to Petya. 
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As they approached the forest watch-house, Denisof reined 
in, and gazed into the woods. Along the forest, "between the 
trees, came, at a great swinging gait, a long-legged, long- 
armed man, in a kurta, or roundabout, bast boots, a Kazan 
cap, with a musket over his shoulder, and a hatchet in his 
belt. On catching sight of Denisof, this man hastily threw 
something into the thicket, and, removing his wet cap, with 
its pendent brim, he approached his leader. 

This was Tikhon. 

His face, pitted with smallpox, and covered with wrinkles, 
and his little, narrow eyes, fairly beamed with self-satisfied 
jollity. He lifted his head high, and, as though trying to 
refrain from laughing, looked at Denisof. 

“ Where have you been all this time ? ” asked Denisof. 

“ Where have I been? I went after the French,” replied 
Tikhon, boldly and hastily, in a hoarse but melodious bass. 

“ Why did you keep out of sight all day ? Donkey ! Well, 
why didn’t you bring him ? ” 

“ I brought what I brought,” said Tikhon. 

“ Where is he ? ” 

“ Well, I got him, in the first place, before sunrise,” pur- 
sued Tikhon, setting his legs, high-wrapped in lapti, wide 
apart. “ And I lugged him into the woods. But I see he’s 
no good. I thinks to myself, ‘ I’ll try it again ; I’ll have better 
luck with another.’ ” 

u Oh, you wascal ! — what a man he is ! ” exclaimed Den- 
isof, turning to the esaul. “ Why didn’t you lowing him ? ” 

“ Yes, why didn’t I bring him !” exclaimed Tikhon angrily. 
— “No good ! Don’t I know what kind you want ? ” 

“ What a beast ! — Well ? ” 

“I went after another one,” resumed Tikhon. “I crept this 
way into the woods, lying flat !” — Tikhon here unexpectedly 
and abruptly threw himself on his belly, watching their faces 
while lie did so. “ Suddenly one shows np,” he went on to 
say 5 a I collar him— this way.” Tikhon swiftly, lithely 
leaped to his feet. “ 4 Come along,’ says I to the colonel 
What a racket he made ! And there were four of ’em ! They 
sprang on in# with their little swords. And I at ’em in this 
way with my hatchet : ‘What’s the matter with you! Christ 
be with you ! ’ says I,” cried Tikhon, waving his arms and put- 
ting on a frightful scowl, swelling his chest. 

u Yes, we just saw from the hill what a tussle you had with 
’em, and how you went through the swamp ! ” exclaimed the 
esaul, squinting up his glistening eyes. 


144 ’ WAR AND PEACE. 

Petva felt a strong inclination to laugh, but be saw that all 
tbe others kept perfectly sober. He swiftly ran his eyes from 
TikhS face to P the esaul’s and Denisof s, not understanding 

^Cetle plSIhe fool!” cried Denisof, angrily coughing. 

backwith one hand and his 
head with thf other, and suddenly his whole mouth parted m 
aradiant, stupid smile, which exposed the lack rf a ooth 
/.t _j. TTroa 'nriiQ-i* had <nven lii in the name oi oncriei Darm, rue 
gap-toothed). Denisof smiled, and Petya indulged in a hearty 
laueh in which Tikhon himself joined. 

“ Oh, well, he was entirely no good . said Tikhon. His 
clothes were wretched, else I’d have brought him. And 
besides he was surly, your nobility. Says he, ‘I am an ana- 
nil’s son myself,’ says he, ‘and I won t come, says he. 

a What a brute ! exclaimed Denisof. “ I wanted to ques- 

'VYell, I questioned him,” said Tikhon. “‘I dont know 
much,’ says he. ‘A poor crowd. A good many of us, says 
he, ‘hut a poor lot. Only,’ says he, ‘they are all the same 
kind. Groan a little louder,’ says he, ‘you 11 get em all, 
said Tikhon in conclusion, looking gayly and resolutely into 

« Pll have you thrashed with a hot hundred, and then you 11 
perhaps cease playing the fool,” said Denisof severely. 

“What’s there to get mad about?’ asked Tikhon. be- 
cause I didn’t see your Frenchman.. Wait till after it s dark, 
and then, if you want some, I’ll bring in three of -em. 

“Well, come on,” said Denisof; and he rode, away angrily 
scowling, and uttered not a word until he reached the watch- 

^Tikhon followed, and Petya heard the Cossacks laughing 
with him and at him about the pair of hoots that he had hung 
into the bushes. When he had recovered from the fit oi 
laughing that overmastered him on account of Tikhon’s words 
and queer smile, and he understood in a flash that Tikhon had 
killed that man, Petya felt uncomfortable. ~ . 

He glanced at the little drummer, and something wrung Ins 
very heart. But this sense of awkwardness lasted only for a 
second. He felt that he must lift his head again, pluck up 
his courage, and asked the esaul with an air of great impor- 
tance in regard to the morrow’s enterprise, so as to be worthy 
of the company in which he found himself. 
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The officer who had been sent to find Dolokhof met Denisof 
on the road with the report that Dolokhof would be there 
immediately, and that, as far as he was concerned, he was 
agreeable. Denisof suddenly recovered his spirits, and beck- 
oned Petya to himself. 

" Now, tell me all about yourself,” said he. 


CHAPTEE VII. 

Petya, on leaving Moscow and saying farewell to his parents, 
had joined his regiment, and soon after had been appointed 
orderly to a general who had a large detachment under his 
command. 

Since the time of his promotion to be an officer, and espe- 
cially his transfer into the active army, with which he had 
taken part in the battle at Viazma, Petya had been in a 
chronic state of excitement and delight, because he was now 
"grown up,” and in a chronic state of enthusiastic eagerness 
not to miss the slightest chance where heroism was to be dis- 
played. 

He was much delighted with what he saw and experienced 
in the army, but, at the same time, it seemed to him that all 
the chances of heroism were displayed not where he was, but 
where he was not. And he was crazy to be on the move all 
the time. 

When, on November second, his general had expressed the 
desire to send some one to Denisof s division, Petya pleaded 
so earnestly to be sent, that the general found it not in his 
heart to refuse. But, as he let him go, the general remem- 
bered Petya’s reckless escapade in the battle of Viazma, when, 
instead of taking the road that had been recommended to him, 
he galloped off in front of the lines and under the French fire, 
shooting his pistol twice as he rode, and so now the general, iii 
letting him go, expressly forbade Petya to take part in a,ny of 
Denisof s enterprises whatever. 

That was the reason that Petya had flushed and become 
confused w3*en Denisof asked him whether he could stay with 
him. 

# Until he reached the edge of the forest, Petya had promised 
himself that he should immediately return, strictly fulfilling 
his duty as he should do. But when he saw the French, when 
he saw Tikhon, and learned that during the night there would 
infallibly be a raid upon them, he, with the swift transition of 
vol. 4 . — 10 . 
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youth, from one view to another, decided in his own mind that 
his general, whom till then, he had highly respected, was a 
rubbishy German, that Denisof was a hero, and that the esaul 
was a hero, and that Tikhon was a hero, and that it would 
be shameful of him to desert them at such a critical moment. 

It was twilight by the time that Denisof with Petya and the 
esaul reached the watch-house. Through the twilight could 
be seen saddled horses, Cossacks, hussars, shelter huts set up on 
the clearing, and the scattered glow of fires built in the forest 
ravine, so that the smoke might not betray them to the French. 

In the entry of the little hovel, a Cossack with sleeves rolled 
up was cutting up mutton. In the izba itself were three offi- 
cers of Denisofis band constructing a table out of a board. 
Petya pulled off his wet clothing, giving it to be dried, and 
immediately offered his services in helping to set the dinner 


I'M table. 

Within ten minutes the table was ready, and spread with a 
cloth and loaded with vodka, a bottle of rum, white bread, and 
| ; roasted mutton and salt. 

Sitting down with the officers at the table, tearing the fat, 

I 1 I fragrant mutton with hands from which dripped the tallow, 

| j Petya found himself in an enthusiastic, childlike state of affec- 

tionate love to all men, and consequently of belief that all 
I men felt the same love toward him. 

I i j “ Say, what do you think, Vasili Feodorovitch,” he asked, 

( I turning to Denisof, “should I get into trouble if I staid with 

you for a single little clay ? ” And, without waiting for an 

answer, he went on answering himself, “ For you see I was 

ordered to find out, and I shall find out. — Only you must let 
I me join the most — the chief — I don’t want any reward — But 
I I want” • — Petya set his teeth together, and, lifting his head 
5 erect, glanced around and waved his hand. 

“ The most chief ?” — repeated Denisof, smiling. 

“ Only please let me have a company ; let me command it 
myself,” pursued Petya. “ FTow, what difference will it make 
to you ? — Akk ! would you like a knife ? ” he asked, turn- 
ing to an officer who was trying to dissect a slice of mutton. 
And he handed him his case knife. 

The officer praised the knife. 

“ -Pray keep it. I have several like it”-—- said Petya, blush- 
ing. “Ye saints! I forgot all about it,” he suddenly cried. 
“I have some splendid raisins; quite without seeds, you 
know. We had a new sutler, and he brought some magnifi- 
cent things. I bought ten pounds. I like something sweet. 
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Would you like them ” — ? And Petya ran into tlie entry to 
where his Cossack was, and brought back a basket containing 
five pounds of raisins.*— “ Take them, gentlemen, take them.— 
I wonder if you want a coffee pot ? " he asked, addressing the 
esaul. “I bought a splendid one of our sutler. He had mag- 
nificent things. And he was very honest. That is the main 
thing. I will send it to you without fail. And perhaps you 
are out of hints ? Do you need some ? V ve got some here " — 
he pointed to his basket — “A. hundred flints. I bought them 
very cheap. Take them, I beg of you, as many as you need, 
take them all " — 

And, suddenly frightened lest he was talking too much, 
Petya stopped short and colored. 

He began to recall whether he had said anything silly, and, 
while passing the events of the day in review, his mind recurred 
to the little French drummer. “ We are very comfortable here, 
but how is it with him ? What have they done with him ? 
Have they given him anything to eat ? I hope they haven't 
been abusing him," he wondered; but, recognizing that he had 
gone too far in his offer with the flints, he was now afraid. 

. “Might I ask ? " he queried. “ Won't they say, ‘He's a boy 
himself, and of course he pities another boy ' ? But I'll show 
them to-morrow what kind of a boy I am. Ought I to be 
ashamed to ask ? " queried Petya. “ Well, then, what differ- 
ence does it make?" and on the spur of the moment, flushing 
and giving a timid look at the officers to see whether they 
would laugh at him, he said, — 

# “ May I call in that lad whom you took prisoner, and give 
him something to eat ? — May I ? " 

“ Yes, poor little fellow ! " replied Denisof, evidently seeing 
nothing to be ashamed of in thus speaking of him. “ Call him 
in. His name is Vincent Bosse. Call him." 

“ Fll call him," cried Petya. 

“ Call him, call him, poor little fellow ! " said Denisof. 

Petya was already at the door when Denisof said this. Petya 
made his way among the officers, and swiftly returned to 
Denisof. 

“Let me # kiss you, dear," * said he. “Akh ! how splendid of 
you ! How kind ! " And, after giving Denisof a hearty kiss, 
he ran out of doors. 

“Bosse ! Vincent ! " called Petya, standing at the door, 

“ Whom do you want, sir ? " asked a voice from the dark- 
ness. Petya explained that it was the French lad whom they 
had taken that day. 



* GolubcMk, 
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« Oh ! Vesennui ? ” inquired tlie Cossack. The lad’s name, 
Vincent, had been already changed by the Cossacks into Ves- 
ennui,* by the soldiers and muzhiks into Visenya. In each 
of these variations the reference to Spring seemed to have a 
special appropriateness to the young lad. 

“He’s there by the fire, warming himself. Hey, Visenya! 
Visenya ! Vesennui ! ” sounded the voices, passing the call 
on, mingled with laughter. 

“Oh, he’s a likely lad,” said a hussar standing near Petya. 
“We fed him anon. He was half starved.” 

, i Steps were heard in the darkness, and the drummer boy, 

; \ with his bare feet slopping through the mud, came up to the 


door. 

“ Ah, (test vous” said Petya. Voulez-vous manger ? N’avez 
pas peur ! On ne vous f era, pas de mol . — Don’t you want some- 
thing to eat? Don’t be afraid; they won’t hurt you,” he 
added, timidly and cordially, laying his hand on his arm. 
“ Entrez , entrez 

u Merei, monsieur /” replied the drummer in a trembling 
voice, almost like that of a child, and he proceeded to wipe his 
muddy feet on the threshold. 

Petya felt like saying many things to the drummer, but he 
dared not. Passing beyond Mm, he stood next him in the 
entry. Then in the darkness he seized his hand and pressed 
it. “ Entrez, entrez ,” he repeated in an encouraging whisper, 

“Akh! what can I do for him, I wonder?” Petya asked 
himself, and, opening the door, he let the lad pass in front of 
him into the room. 

After the drummer entered the izba Petya sat down at some 
distance from him, considering it undignified to pay him too 
much attention. He merely fumbled the money in his pocket, 
and was in doubt whether it would not be shameful to give it 
to the drummer boy. 


CHAPTEE VIII. 

Ekom the drummer, who, by Denisof’s direction,^ was served 
with vodka and mutton, and dressed in a Eussian kaftan, so 
that he might remain in his band, and not be sent off with the 
other prisoners, Petya’s attention was diverted by Dolokhof’s 
arrival He had heard much in the army about Dolokhof’s 
phenomenal gallantry and cruelty to the Erench, and there- 
* The adjective from Viesnd , Spring. 
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fore, from the moment that Dolokhof came in, Petya gazed at 
him without taking his eyes from him, and held his head high, 
so as to be worthy even of such society as Dolokhof. ° 

Dolokhof s outward appearance struck Petya strangely, from 
its studied simplicity. 

While Denis of was dressed in a chekmen or Cossack kaftan, 
wore a beard, and on his chest a picture of St. Nicholas the 
Miracle-worker Mikola Chudot vdrets — and in his manner 
of speech, in all his ways, manifested the peculiarity of his 
position, Dolokhof, on the contrary, who had before worn a 
Persian costume in Moscow, now had the air of a most con- 
ceited officer of the Guards. 

His face was smooth-shaven, he wore the wadded uniform 
coat of the Guards, with the “ George ” in the button-hole, and 
his forage cap set straight. lie removed his wet burka in the 
corner, and, going directly up to Denisof, without exchanging 
greetings with any one, immediately proceeded to inquire 
about the business in hand. 

Denisof told him about the projects which the large detach- 
ment of troops had formed of attacking their transport-train, 
and about the message which Petya had brought, and how he 
had replied to the two generals. 

Then Denisof related all that he knew about the position of 
the French escort. 

“ far, so good ; but we must know what sort of troops, 
and. how many they are,” said Dolokhof. “We must enter 
their lines. If we don’t know exactly how many of them there 
are, it’s no use to attempt the thing. I like to do such busi- 
ness in good style. Here, I wonder if any of these gentlemen 
will go with me into their camp. I have an extra uniform 
with me.” 

“I — I — I will go with you ! ” cried Petya. 

“You are precisely the one who shall not go,” said Denisof, 
turning to Dolokhof. “I would not let him go on any ac- 
count.” 

“ That’s a great note ! ” cried Petya. “ Why can’t I go ? ” 

“Why, because there’s no reason why you should.” 

“Well, now, you will excuse me because — because — but I 
will go ; that’s all there is of it ! — You will take me, won’t 
you ?” he asked, turning to Dolokhof. 

“Why not?” replied Dolokhof, absent-mindedly, staring 
into the face of the French drummer. 

“Have you had this young lad long?” he asked of Denisof. 

“Took him to-day, but he knows nothing : I kept him with 
me.” 
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“Well, now, what do you do with the others ? ” demanded 

Dolokhof. , _ . 

« What should I do ? I send them m and get a receipt,” 
replied Denisof, suddenly reddening. “ And Til tell you 
fwankly, that I have not a single man on my conscience. 
What's the twouble in sending thirty or thwee hundwed 
under escort to the city ? I tell you honestly it’s better than to 
stain the honor of a soldier.” 

« Let this sixteen-year-old countlet have all these fine 
notions,” said Dolokhof, with icy ridicule, “but it's time you 
f I gave them up.” 

I 1 «. Well, I say nothing of the sort, I only say that I am cer- 

tainly going with you,” timidly interrupted Petya. 

“Yes, it's high time you and I, brother, gave up these fine 
notions,” insisted Dolokhof, as though he found especial 
delight in dwelling on this point which was annoying to 
Denisof. “ hTow, for instance, why did you keep this one ? ” 
he asked, shaking his head. “Why, it was because you pitied 
him, wasn't it ? We know well enough what your receipts 
amount to ! You will send a hundred men, and thirty 'll get 
there ! They'll die of starvation or be killed. So why isn't 
it just as well not to take any ? ” 

The esaul, snapping his bright eyes, nodded his head in 
approval. 

“ It's all wight 5 no need of weasoning about it here. I don't 
care to take the wesponsibility on my soul. You say they die 
on the woad. Well and good. Only 'tisn't I who murder 
I 'em.” 

J| Dolokhof laughed. “'Haven't they been told twenty times 
to take me? And if they should — or you, either, with all 
your chivalry, it would be an even game — a rope and the 
aspen-tree ! ” He paused. “ However, we must to work. 
Have my man bring in my pack. I have two Prench uni- 
forms. So you are going with me, are you?” he asked of 
Petya. 

“I ? I ? — yes, certainly ! ” cried Petya, reddening till the 
tears came, and glancing at Denisof. ^ 

Again at the time while Dolokhof was discussing with 
Denisof as to what should be done with the prisoners, Petya 
had that former sense of awkwardness and precipitancy ; but, 
again, he did not succeed very well in comprehending what 
they said. “If grown-up, famous men have such ideas, of 
course it must be so, it must be all right,” he said to himself. 
“ But the main thing is that Denisof must not think that I am 
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going to listen to him, that he can give orders to me ! Cer- 
tainly Pm going to the French camp. If he can, of course I 
can.” To all Denisof’s urgencies not to go, Petya replied that 
he was accustomed to do things properly — akkuratno — and 
not at hap-hazard, and he never thought about personal danger. 

“Because — you yourself must acknowledge this — if we 
don’t know pretty well how many they are, the lives of hun- 
dreds of us may depend upon it, while here we are alone — 
and, besides, I am very anxious to do this, and I am certainly, 
certainly going, and you must not try to keep me from it,” 
said he; “that would only make it the worse.” 


CHAPTER IX. 

Having put on the French uniforms and shakos, Petya and 
Dolokhof rode to the vista from which Denisof had recon- 
noitred the camp, and, emerging from the forest in absolute 
darkness, they made their way down into the ravine. On 
reaching the bottom, Dolokhof ordered the Cossack who ac- 
companied them to wait for them there, and started off at a 
round trot along the road to the bridge ; Petya, his heart in his 
mouth with excitement, rode by his side. 

“If we fall into their clutches, I won’t give myself up 
alive ; I have a pistol,” whispered Petya. 

“ Don’t speak in Russian ! ” exclaimed Dolokhof, in a quick 
whisper, and, at that instant, they heard in the darkness the 
challenge “ Qui vim ? ” and the click of the musket. 

The blood rushed into Petya’s face, and he grasped his pistol. 

“ Landers de 6me” cried Dolokhof, neither hastening nor 
checking his horse’s pace. 

The dark figure of the sentinel stood out upon the bridge. 

“ Mot Wovdre l ” 

Dolokhof reined in his horse, and rode at a foot pace. 

“ Tell me is Colonel Gerard here ? ” he demanded. 

“ The countersign,” insisted the sentinel, not answering the 
question, and blocking the way. 

“ When an officer is making his round, the sentinels do not 
ask the countersign,” cried Dolokhof, suddenly losing his 
temper, and spurring his horse against the sentinel. “I ask 
you if the colonel is here ? ” * 

* u Mot d’ordre /” — Piles done, le Colonel Gerard est ici? “ Mot 
d 7 ordre ! ,} — “ Quand un offieier fait sa ronde t les sentinelles ne demandant 
pas le mot d'ordre—Je vous demande si le colonel est ici. n 
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And, without waiting for an answer from the sentme., whom 
he shouldered out of the way, Dolokhof rode up the slope at a 

foot pace. . , 

Perceiving the dark figure of a man crossing the road, 
Dolokhof halted him, and asked where the commander and 
the officers were. This man, who had a basket on his shoulder, 
paused, came close up to Dolokhof s horse, laid Ms arm on her, 
and told, in simple, friendly way, that the commander and the 
officers were higher up on the hill, at the right-hand side, at 
the “farm,” as he called the establishment of the owner of the 
estate. . .... 

After riding along the road, on both sides of which were the 
bivouac fires, where they could hear the sounds of men talk- 
ing French, Dolokhof turned into the yard of the manorial 
mansion. On riding into the gates, he slid off his horse, and 
went up to a great blazing camp-fire around which sat a num- 
ber of men talking loudly. In a kettle at the edge of it, 
something was cooking, and a soldier in a cap and blue capote 
was on his knees in front of it, his face brightly lighted by 
the flames, and was stirring it with his ramrod. “ Oh, c r est un 
dur d, cuire— He’s a tough one at cooking ! ” cried one of the 
officers, who were sitting in the shadow in the opposite side. 

“ E f era marcher les lapins — He’ll make the rabbits fl y” 
said another, with a laugh. Both relapsed into silence, and 
looked out into the darkness at the sounds of Dolokhof and 
Petya’s footsteps, who came up to the fire, leading their horses. 

ie Bonjour, messieurs” cried Dolokhof, in a loud tone, 
saluting the officers politely. The officers made a little stir 
in the shadow by the watch-fire, and a tall man with a long 
neck, coming around the fire, approached Dolokhof. 

t{ C’est vous , Clement? ” he began. u JD’oii diable — where the 
deuce ? ” but he did not finish his question, recognizing his 
mistake, and, slightly frowning, he exchanged greetings with 
Dolokhof, as with a stranger, asking him in what way he 
might serve him. Dolokhof told him that he and his comrade 
were in search of their regiment, and, addressing the officers 
in general, he asked them if they knew anything about the 
sixth regiment. 

Flo one knew anything about it, and it seemed to Petya 
that the officers began to look suspiciously and with animosity 
at him and Dolokhof. For several seconds all were silent. 

(t Si vous corrupted sur la soupe du soir , vous venez trop tard — 
You are too late if you expect soup this evening,” said a voice 
with a suppressed laugh from behind the fire. 
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Dolokhof explained that they were not hungry, and that 
they had to go still farther that night. He handed over his 
horse to the soldier who had been busy over the stew, and 
squatted down on his heels by the fire, next the . long-necked 
officer. This officer stared at Dolokhof, without taking his 
eyes from him, and asked him for a second time what 
regiment he belonged to ? 

Dolokhof made no reply, affecting not to hear his question ; 
and, as he puffed at the short French pipe which he got out of 
his pocket, he inquired of the officers how far the road in 
front of them was free from danger of the Cossacks. 

“ Les brigands sont partout — every where ! ” replied an offi- 
cer from the other side of the camp-fire. 

Dolokhof remarked that the Cossacks were dangerous only 
for those who were alone, as he and his companion were, but 
that certainly they would not venture to attack a large de- 
tachment — “Would they?” he added dubiously. 

All the time Petya, who was standing in front of the fire 
and listening to the conversation, kept saying to himself, 
“ How surely he will start.” 

But Dolokhof once more took up the thread of the conver- 
sation which had been dropped, and began to ask them up 
and down how many men there were in their battalion, how 
many battalions, how many prisoners ? And while asking 
his questions about the Bussian prisoners whom they had in 
their escort, Dolokhof said, “ Wretched business to drag these 
corpses around with us. We ? d much better shoot this trash,” ■* 
and he laughed aloud with such a strange laugh that it seemed 
to Petya as if the French would then and there discover the 
imposition, and he involuntarily took a step from the fire. 

Ho one responded to Dolokhof s remark or his laugh, and a 
French officer who till then had not showed himself (he had 
been lying down wrapped up in his capote) raised himself up 
and whispered something to his comrade. Dolokhof got up 
and beckoned to the soldier who held his horse. 

“ Will they let us have the horses or not ? ” wondered Petya, 
involuntarily moving nearer to Dolokhof. 

The horses were brought. 

“Bon jour, messieurs,” said Dolokhof. 

Petya wanted to say “Bon jour” as well, but he could not 
pronounce a word. The officers said something among them- 
selves in a whisper. Dolokhof sat for some time on his horse, 

* “La vilaine affaire de trainer ces cadavres apres sot Vaudrait mieux 
fusilier cette canaille” 
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which, was restive ; tlien he rode out of the gates at a foot 
pace. Petya rode after him, wishing, but not daring, to 
glance around to see if the French were following him or not. 

On striking the road, Dolokhof did not ride back into the 
fields, but along the village street. In one place he stopped 
and listened. 

“ Hark ! ” said he. 

Petya recognized the sound of Russian voices, and saw by 
the watch-fires the shadowy forms of the Russian prisoners. 
On reaching the bridge again, Petya and Dolokhof rode past 
the sentinel, who, not saying a word, was moodily pacing back 
and forth across the bridge ; and then they plunged into the 
ravine, where their Cossacks were waiting for them. 

“ Well, good-by for now. Tell Denisof at daybreak, at the 
sound of the first shot,” said Dolokhof, and he started to ride 
away ; but Petya seized him by the arm. 

“ Oh,” he cried, “ you are such a hero. Akh ! how splendid ! 
how glorious ! How I like you ! ” 

“ All right, all right ! ” said Dolokhof, but Petya did not 
let go of him, and in the darkness Dolokhof could just make 
out that Petya was leaning over toward him. He wanted to 
kiss him. Dolokhof kissed him laughingly, and, turning his 
horse, disappeared in the darkness. 


CHAPTER X. 


On - returning to the forest hut, Petya found Denisof in the 
entry. He had been waiting for him, full of excitement, 
uneasiness, and self-reproach that he had let him go. 

“ Thank God — Slava Bohu!” he cried. “How, then, 
thank God!” he repeated, on hearing Petya’s enthusiastic 
story. “ The devil take you. I haven’t had a wink of sleep 
on account of you,” exclaimed Denisof. “Well, thank God. 
How go and get some sleep. We’ll have time for a nap 
before morning.” 

“Yes, — but no,” said Petya, “I don’t want to go to sleep. 
I know myself too well. If I once get to sleep that’s the end 
of it. And besides, I’m not in the habit of sleeping before a 
battle.” 

Petya sat some time in the izba, gleefully recalling the 
details of his visit, and vividly picturing what would happen 
on the morrow. Then observing that Denisof had fallen 
asleep, he got up and went out of doors. 
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It was still perfectly dark. It had ceased raining, but the 
drops were still falling from the trees. Hear the hut could 
be seen the dark forms of the Cossack shelters and their 
horses picketed together. Behind the hut the dark forms of 
the two wagons were visible, and next them the horses, and in 
the gully the dying fire was still glowing red. Hot all the 
Cossacks and hussars were asleep; occasionally could be 
heard, together with the sound of the pattering drops, and the 
horses champing their teeth, low voices, which seemed to be 
whispering together. 

Petya stepped out of the entry, glanced around in the dark- 
ness, and approached the wagons. Some one was snoring 
under the wagons, and near them stood the horses saddled 
and eating oats. 

Petya in the darkness recognized his horse, which he called 
Karabakh though it was a Little Eussian horse, and he went 
to him. 

“ Well, Karabakh, to-morrow we shall see service,” said he, 
putting his face to the horse’s nose, and kissing it. 

“What! barin, aren’t you asleep?” asked the Cossack sit- 
ting under the wagon. 

“Ho, I — your name’s Likhatchef, # isn’t it ? You see I’ve 
just come back. We’ve been to visit the French.” 

And Petya gave the Cossack a detailed account, not only of 
his expedition, but also why he had taken it, and why he con- 
sidered it much better to risk his own life than to work at 
hap-hazard. 

“ Well, you’d better get some sleep,” said the Cossack. 

“ Ho, I’m used to it,” replied Petya. “ I wonder if you are 
out of flints for your pistol. I brought some with me. 
Wouldn’t you like some ? Take them ! ” 

The Cossack put his head out from under the wagon to get 
a closer look at Petya. 

“Because I’m used to doing everything carefully — aklcu- 
rdtno ” — said Petya. “ Some never think of making ready 
beforehand, and they are sorry for it afterwards. I don’t like 
that way.* 

“ That’s a fact,” said the Cossack. 

“ I wonder if you’d be kind enough to sharpen my sabre. 
It got dull ” — (but Petya could not tell a lie) “ it’s never been 
sharpened. Can’t you do it for me ? ” 

“Why, of course I can.” 

Likhatchef got up, fumbled in his pack, and soon Petya 
* From Likhatoh, a good driver of horses. Creek, hippoJcmtes . 
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| heard the warlike sound of the steel on the stone. He 

| climbed upon the wagon and perched on the edge. The Cos- 

% sack was sharpening the sabre under the wagon, 

f : “ Well, are the boys asleep ? ” asked Petya, 

f “ Borne of ’em are asleep, some ain't.” 

I ' ’ “ Well, how about the lad ? ” 

|i “Who? Vesennui? He’s crawled into the hay yonder. 

I Asleep out of sheer fright. I was glad of it.” 

s For a long time after that, Petya said nothing, but listened 

j to the various sounds. Steps were heard approaching in the 

( darkness, and a dark form appeared. 

| “What are you whetting? ” asked a man, coming, up to the 



wagon. 

“Whetting this barin’s sabre.” 

“ Good thing,” said the man, whom Petya took to be a hus- 
sar. “ I wonder if a cup was left over here with you ? ” 

“ There it is by the wheel.” 

The hussar took the cup. 

“ It’ll be daylight soon,” he added, yawning, and went off. 

Petya might have been supposed to know that he was in 
the woods with Denisof’s party, a verst from the highway, 
that he was perched on the wagon taken from the French, 
while around the horses were tethered, and under it sat the 
Cossack Likhatehef sharpening his sabre, — that the great 
black spot at the right was the guard-house, and the bright 
red spot below at the left was the dying watch-fire, that the 
man who came after the cup was a hussar, who wanted a 
drink ; but he did not realize this, and had no desire to real- 
ize it. 

He was in a magic realm, in which nothing resembled the 
reality. 

The great black spot, perhaps, was simply the guard-house, 
but perhaps it was a cavern leading down into the depths of 
the earth. 

The red spot, perhaps, was a fire, but perhaps it was the eye 
of a huge monster. 

# Perhaps he was really perched on the wagon, but very pos- 
sibly he was sitting not on the wagon, but on a terribly high 
turret, from which, if he fell, it would take him a whole day, 
a whole month, to reach the earth — he might fall forever, 
and never reach it ! 

Perhaps it was merely the Cossack Likhatehef sitting 
under the wagon, but very possibly it was the best, kindest, 
bravest, most glorious, most admirable man in the world, and 
no one knew it ! 





Perhaps it was merely a hussar who came after water, and 
went down the ravine ; but perhaps he had disappeared from 
sight, and vanished absolutely into nothingness. 

Nothing that Petya might have seen at that moment 
have surprised him. He was in a magic realm, in which 
everything was possible. 

He glanced at the sky. And the sky was as magical a 
thing as the earth. The sky had begun to clear, and over the 
tree-tops swiftly scurried the clouds, as it were unveiling the 
stars. Sometimes it seemed as though the sky were clearing, 
and the black depths of clear sky were coming into sight. 
Sometimes it seemed as if those black spots were clouds. 
Sometimes it seemed as if the sky were lifted high, high above 
his head ; sometimes the sky stooped down absolutely so that 
his hand could touch it. 

Petya’s eyes began to close, and he swayed a little. 

Rain-drops dropped.* Men were talking in low tones. 
The horses neighed and shook themselves. Some one snored. 

Ozhik , zhik , o&hilc, zhik — sounded the sabre on the whet- 
stone ; and suddenly Petya heard a harmonious orchestra 
playing a solemnly exquisite hymn, which he had never heard 
before. 

Petya had a gift for music, just as Natasha had, and greater 
than Nikolai’s, but he had never taken music lessons. His 
mind was not occupied with music, and consequently 
themes that entered his mind were to him absolutely 
fascinating. 

The orchestra played louder and louder. The air 
resolved, transferred from one instrument to another, 
result was what is called a fugue, although Petya had not 
slightest idea what a fugue was. Each instrument, the 
corresponding to the violin, and the one corresponding to 
horn, — only better and purer than violin or 
instrument played its own part, and before it h 
the end of the motif. \ blended with another, 
almost the same way, and then with a third, and 
fourth, and then all of them blended in one, and again 
rated, and a^aimblended, now into something solemnly 
siastical, now into something brilliant and triumphant. 

# “ Oh, yes, I must be dreaming,” said Petya to himself, 
pitched forward. u It was in my ears. But perhaps 
music ! Well, then, once more ! Go on, music mine ! 

He closed his eyes. And from different directions, 

* Kapli Tcdpali. 
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from a distance, tke sounds came trembling, began to fall into 
rhythmical form, to run into variations, to coalesce, and once 
more they united in the same sweet and solemn triumphal 

^“Akh ! this is so exquisite. Truly at my beck and call,” 
said Petya to myself. He tried to direct this tremendous 

orchestra of instruments. , v . „ 

« Now, more softly, more softly; let it almost die away !” 
And the sounds obeyed him. “ Now, then, fuller, more gayly. 

Still more, still more jollity ! ” . x . , , , . 

And from the unknown depths arose the triumphant strains c 

in vastly fuller volume. . . . . 

a ]<[ow, voices, you come in ! commanded Petya. And at 
first far away he heard the voices of men, then of women. 
The voices grew in regular gradations into solemn power. 
Petya felt a mixture of terror and joy in recognizing their 

extraordinary loveliness. ' , , . . .. , n , , 

'With the solemn strains of the triumphal march blended 
the song, and the rain-drops dropped, and with its Vzhik, zhik 9 
zhik, rang the sabre, and again the horses stirred and neighed, 
though not disturbing the chorus, but rather blending with it. 

Petya knew not how long this lasted : he enjoyed it, was 
all the time amazed at his enjoyment of it, and regretted that 
there was no one to share it with him. 

He was awakened by Likhatchef’ s affectionate voice, 

“Ready, your nobility; you can split two Prenchmen * 
with it.” 

Petya aroused himself. * 

« It’s getting light ; truly it’s growing light ! he cried. 

The horses, before invisible, could now be plainly seen, 
and through the bare limbs of the forest trees gleamed a 

watery light. ^ , 

Petya shook himself, sprang down, got a silver ruble out ot 
his pocket, and gave it to Likhatchef, and, after brandishing 
his sword, he examined the blade, and pushed it into the 

sheath. . _ 

The Cossacks were beginning to untie their^ horses and 
tighten their girths. 

“Here is the commander,” said Likhatchef, 

From the guard-house came.Denisof, and, nodding to Petya, 
gave orders to get ready. 


* He calls Frantsus , KJirantsus. 
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CHAPTEE XI. 


In the half-light of the dawn the horses were speedily brought 
out, saddle-girths were tightened, and the men fell into line. 

Denisof stood by the hut, giving the final directions. The 
infantry detachment, with their hundreds of feet splashing at 
once, marched ahead along the road, and soon were hidden 
from sight among the trees in the dawn-lighted mist. 

The esaul gave some command to his Cossacks. Petya held 
his horse by the bridle, impatiently awaiting the signal to 
mount. His face, which had been laved in cold water, and 
especially his eyes, glowed with fire : a cold shiver ran down 
his back, and his whole body shook with a rapid, nervous 
trembling, 

“ Well, are you all ready ? ” asked Denisof. “ To horse ! ” 

The horses were brought out. Denisof scolded his Cossack 
because his saddle-girth was loose, and, after tightening it, he 
mounted. Petya put his foot in the stirrup. His horse, as 
was his wont, tried to bite his leg ; but Petya, not conscious of 
weight, quickly sprang into the saddle, and, looking at the 
long line of hussars stretching away into the darkness, rode 
up to Denisof. 

“ Vasili Eeodorovitch, you’ll give me some charge, won’t 
you? Please — for God’s sake!” said he. Denisof seemed 
to have forgotten about Petya’s existence. He glanced at Mm. 

“I’ll ask you one thing,” said he severely, “to obey me and 
to mind your own business.” 

During all the march Denisof said not a word further to 
Petya, and rode in silence. 

When they reached the edge of the forest the morning light 
was spreading over the fields. Denisof held a whispered con- 
sultation with the esaul, as the Cossacks rode past Petya and 
Mm. When they had all filed by, Denisof turned his horse 
and rode down the slope. The horses, sitting back on their 
haunches, and sliding, let themselves and their riders down 
into the ravifte. Petya rode by Denisof s side. The trembling 
over his whole frame had greatly increased. 

It was growing lighter and lighter. Only distant objects 
were concealed as yet in the fog. On reaching the bottom, 
Denisof, after glancing back, nodded to a Cossack standing 
near him. 

“ The signal,” he cried. 
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The Cossack raised his hand. A shot rang out, and at the 
same instant they heard the trampling hoofs of the horses 
simultaneously dashing forward, and yells in different direc- 
tions, and more shots. 

At the instant that the first sounds of the trampling hoofs 
and the yells broke upon the silence, Petya, giving a cut to 
his horse, and letting him have full rein, galloped forward, 
not heeding Denisof, who called him back. 

It seemed to Petya that at the moment he heard the musket- 
shot it suddenly became perfectly light, like midday. He gal- 
loped upon the bridge. In front of him, along the road, the 
Cossacks were dashing ahead. On the bridge he knocked up 
against a Cossack who had been left behind, but still he gal- 
loped on. In front of him he saw some men — they must be 
the French — running from the right side of the road to the 
left. One fell in the mud under the feet of Petya’s horse. 

Around one izba a throng of Cossacks were gathered doing 
something. From the midst of the throng arose a terrible 
, r shriek. Petya galloped up to this throng, and the first thing 

1 1 that he saw was a Frenchman’s white face, his lower jaw 

j ! i trembling. He was clutching the shaft of a lance directed at 

’Hi]' his breast. 

1 1| ' “ Hurrah ! boys. Ours ! ” yelled Petya, and, giving free rein 

! to his excited horse, he fiew up the street. 

In front of him shots were heard. Cossacks, hussars, and 
tattered Russian prisoners, running from both sides of the road, 
were incoherently shouting something at the top of their voices. 
A rather youthful Frenchman, without his cap, and with a red, 
scowling face, in a blue capote, was defending himself with 
his bayonet from the hussars. 

When Petya reached there he was already fallen. 

“Too late again!” flashed through Petya’s head, and he 
dashed off where the shots were heard the thickest. This was 
in the yard of the manor-house, where he had been the night 
before with Dolokhof. The French had intrenched themselves 
behind the hedge and in the park, where the bushes had grown 
up dense and wild, and they were firing at the Cossacks cluster- 
ing around the gates. On reaching the gates, Petya, through 
the gunpowder smoke, saw Dolokhof, with a pale greenish 
face, shouting something to his men. 

“At their flank! Infantry, wait!” he was yelling, just as 
Petya rode up. 

“ Wait ? — Hurra-a-a-a-ah ! ” yelled Petya ; and he, without 
waiting a single instant, rode up into the very place where the 
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shots were heard, and where the gunpowder smoke was densest. 
A volley rang out the bullets fell thick and fast, and did their 
work. The Cossacks and Dolokhof followed Petya through 
the gates. The Frenchmen could be seen through the thick, 
billowing smoke, some throwing down their arms and coining 
out from behind the bushes to meet the Cossacks, others run- 
ning down the slope to the pond. 

Pefcya still rode his horse at a gallop around the manor-house 
dvor, but, instead of guiding him by the bridle, he was waving 
both his hands in the strangest, wildest manner, and was lean- 
ing more and more to one side of the saddle. His horse, com- 
ing on the camp-fire, which was smouldering in the morning 
light, stopped short, and Petya fell heavily on the wet ground. 
The Cossacks saw his arms and legs twitch, although his head 
was motionless. A bullet had entered his brain. 

Dolokhof, after a moment’s conversation with an old French 
officer, who came out of the house with a handkerchief on his 
sword, and explained that they surrendered, dismounted and 
went to Petya, lying there motionless, with outstretched 
arms. 

“Done up,” he said, scowling ; and he went to the gates to 
meet Denisof, who was coming to meet him. 

“Killed !” cried Denisof, seeing, while still at a distance, 
the unquestionably hopeless position, only too well known to 
Mm, in which Petya’s body lay, 

“ Done up,” repeated Dolokhof, as though the repetition of 
this word gave him some satisfaction ; and he hastened to the 
prisoners, around whom the Cossacks w r ere crowding. “We 
can’t take him,” he called hack to Denisof. 

Denisof made no reply. He rode up to Petya, dismounted, 
and with trembling hands turned Petya over, looked at his 
face, already turned pale, and stained with blood and mud. 

“I like something sweet. Splendid raisins, take them all,” 
occurred to him. And the Cossacks, with amazement, looked 
around as they heard the sound, like the harking of a dog, with 
which Denisof quickly turned away, went to the hedge, and 
clutched it. 

Among ihe Bussian prisoners released by Denisof and Dol- 
okhof was Pierre Bezukhoi. 
von. 4. — 11. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

Concerning the party of prisoners to which Pierre belonged 
at the time of the general exodus from Moscow, the French 
commanders had made no new dispensation. 

On the third of November this party found itself with a dif- 
ferent escort and with a different train of wagons from the one 
with which they had left Moscow. 

One half of the provision train, which had followed them 
during the first stages of the march, had been captured by the 
Cossacks ; the other half had gone on ahead. The cavalrymen 
without horses, who had marched in the van, had every one 
disappeared : not one was left. The artillery, which during 
the first stages had been visible in front of them, was now re- 
placed by Marshal J unot’s huge baggage-wagons, under the 
escort of Westphalians. Behind the prisoners rode a train of 
cavalry appurtenances. 

After leaving Viazma the French troops, which before had 
marched in three columns, now proceeded all in confusion. 
The symptoms of disorder which Pierre had observed in the 
first halting-place out of Moscow had now reached its very 
acme. The road along which they had passed was strewn on 
both sides with dead horses. Bagged men, stragglers from the 
different commands, constantly shifting about, now joined, then 
again fell out of, the moving columns. 

Several times during the march there were false alarms, 
and the soldiers of the convoy raised their muskets, fired 
them, and ran headlong, pushing one another $ but then again 
they would form and revile each other for the needless panic. 

These three divisions which proceeded in company — the 
cavalry stores (dtyot), the detachment of the wounded and 
Junot’s baggage — still constituted a separate and complete 
body, but each of them was rapidly melting away. 

In the department, to which at first one hundred and twenty 
teams belonged, now remained no more than sixty ; the rest 
were captured or abandoned. A number of wagons '■of Jimot’s 
train had also been left behind and captured. Three teams 
had been rifled by stragglers from Davoust’s corps. 

From the talk of the Germans, Pierre gathered that this 
train was more strongly guarded than that of the prisoners, 
and that one of their comrades, a German soldier, had been 
shot by order of the marshal himself because he had been 
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found with a silver spoon belonging to the marshal in his 
possession. 

The number of prisoners had melted away more than any 
of the three divisions. Out of three hundred and thirty men 
who left Moscow, now less than one hundred remained. The 
prisoners were more of a care to the soldiers of the convoy 
than were the saddles of the cavalry stores or than Junot’s 
baggage. 

The saddles and Junot’s spoons, they understood, might be 
of some advantage to some one; but for cold and hungry 
soldiers to stand guard and watch over Russians who were 
likewise cold and hungry, and who died and were abandoned 
on the way, whom they were commanded to shoot down, this 
was not only incomprehensible, but even repulsive. 

And the men of the convoy, as though fearful that in the 
cruel position in which they found themselves they should 
give way to the real feeling of pity which they felt for the 
prisoners, and thus make their own condition harder, treated 
them with peculiar gruffness and severity. 

At Dorogobuzh, while the soldiers of the convoy went off 
to plunder some of their own stores, and locked the prisoners 
in a barn, several of the Russian soldiers dug out under the 
walls and escaped, but they were caught by the French and shot. 

The order which had been observed on the departure from 
Moscow, of keeping the officers from the other prisoners, had 
for some time been disregarded : all those who could march 
went together, and Pierre after the third march was again 
brought into the company of Karatayef and the short-legged 
pink dog, which had chosen Karatayef as her master. 

Karatayef, on the third day out from Moscow, had a relapse 
of the same fever from which he had suffered in the Moscow 
hospital, and as he grew worse Pierre avoided him. He knew 
not why it was, but from the time that Karatayef began to 
fail, Pierre found himself obliged to exercise great self-control 
to be near him. And when he approached him, and heard the 
low groans which he kept up all the time when they were in 
camp, and smelt the odor which now more powerfully than 
ever, exhaled from Karatayef, Pierre avoided him as far as 
possible, and kept him out of his mind. 

While a prisoner in the balagan, Pierre was made aware, 
x not by his reason, but by his whole being, by life, that man 
is created for happiness, that happiness is in himself, in the 
satisfaction of the simple needs of humanity, and that all 
unhappiness arises, not from lack, but from superfluity. 
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But new, during these last three weeks of the march, he 
had learned still another new and consoling truth — he had 
learned that there is nothing terrible in the world. _ He had 
learned that just as there was no position in the world in which 
a man would he happy and absolutely free, so also there 
was no position in which a man would be unhappy and 

unftee.^ad leamed tliat su ffering has its limits, and that 
freedom has its limits, and that these limits are very near 
together: that the man who suffered because one leaf on his 
bed of roses was crumbled, suffered just as much as he now 
suffered sleeping on the cold, damp ground, one side roasting, 
the other freezing ; that when he used to wear his dancing- 
pumps too tight, he suffered just as much as he suffered now 
in going bare-footed, — his shoes were entirely worn out,— 
with his feet covered with sores. 

He had learned that when he, as it seemed to him by his 
own free will, married his wife, he was not really any more 
free than now, when he was shut up for the night in the 

ba <3f all that which he afterwards called sufferings, but which 
at the time he scarcely felt, the worst was from his bare, 
bruised, scurvy-scarred feet. (The horse-flesh was palatable 
and nourishing, the saltpetre odor of the gunpowder which 
they used instead of salt was even pleasant ; the weather was 
not very cold ; in the daytime while marching it -was even 
hot, but at night they had bivouac fires ; the vermin which 
fed upon him warmed his body.) The one thing hard at that 
time was the state of his feet. 

On the second day of the retreat, Pierre, examining his sores 
by the fire, felt that it was impossible to take another step on 
them 5 but when all got up, he went along treading gingerly, 
and afterwards, when he was warmed to it, he walked without 
pain, though when evening came it was more terrible than 
ever to look at his feet. But he did not look at them, and 
turned his thoughts to other things. 

jSFow for the first time Pierre realized all man’s power of 
vitality, and the saving force of abstracting tlfe attention, 
which, like the safety valve in the steam-engine, lets off the 
excess of steam as soon as the pressure exceeds the normal. 

He saw not and heard not how the prisoners who straggled 
were shot down, although more than a hundred had perished 
in this way. He thought not of Karatayef, who grew weaker 
every day, and was evidently fated to suffer the same lot. 
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Still less Pierre thought of himself. The more trying his 
position, the more appalling the future, the more disconnected 
with the position in which he found himself, the more joy- 
ful and consoling were the thoughts, recollections, and visions 
which came to him. 


CHAPTER XIII, 


At noon of the third, Pierre was climbing up a muddy, 
slippery hill, looking at his feet and at the inequalities of the 
road. 

Occasionally his eyes glanced at the familiar throng around 
him, and then back to his feet again. Both the one and the 
other were peculiarly connected with his individual impres- 
sions. 

The pink, bandy-legged Sierui was frolicking by the side of 
the road, occasionally lifting up her hind leg, as a sign of her 
agility and jollity, flying along on three legs, and then again 
on all four darting off to bark at the crows, which were feast- 
ing on the carrion. Sierui was more frolieksome and in better 
condition than she had been in Moscow. On all sides lay the 
flesh of various animals — men as well as horses — in various 
degrees of putrefaction, and the constant passing of people did 
not permit of the wolves approaching, so that Sierui was able 
to get all that she wanted to eat. 

It had been raining since morning, and if for a moment it 
seemed that it was passing over and the skies were groins- 
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[ f j more brightly. Near this fire to which Pierre went, Platon 

, j was sitting, with his head wrapped up in his cloak as though 

| j it were a chasuble, and was telling the soldiers, in his fluent, 

j ^ | agreeable, but weak and ailing voice, a story which Pierre had 

1 1 \ often heard. 

\ I , j It was already after midnight. This was the time that 

' V | Karatayef usually recovered from his paroxysms of fever, and 

1; j;' \ became peculiarly lively. 

j I \ On approaching the camp-fire and hearing Platon’s weak, 

j I j ailing voice, and seeing his yellow face brightly lighted up by 

I k ’ the fire-light, Pierre’s heart reproached him. He was alarmed 

! by his feeling of pity for the man, and wanted to go away 5 but 
j I \ there was no other camp-fire, and Pierre sat down by the 

1 1 ; ! bivouac fire, and tried not to look at Platon. 

1 “ Well, how is your health ?” he asked. 

I I ■ j “Health ? Even if you weep for illness, God does not send 

death,” said Karatayef, and instantly resumed the story he 
was telling. 

“ So, then, my dear brothers,” Platon went on, with a smile 
illumining his thin, pale face, and with a gleam of peculiar 
delight in his eyes, — “ so, then, my dear brothers ” — 

Pierre had heard this story a long time before 5 Karatayef 
had related it half a dozen times to him alone, and always with 
a peculiar feeling of pleasure. But, well as Pierre knew it, he 
now listened to it as though it were something new, and that 
genial enthusiasm which Karatayef evidently felt in relating 
it communicated itself to Pierre. 

It was the story of an old merchant who lived a moral, God- 
fearing life with his family, and who once set out with a friend 
of his, a rich merchant, on a pilgrimage to the shrine of St. 
Makarii. 

They put up one night at an inn, and the two merchants 
retired to bed ; and the next morning, the merchant’s com- 
panion was found robbed and with his throat cut. The bloody 
knife was found under the old merchant’s pillow. The old 
merchant was tried, knouted, and after his nostrils had been 
slit — “as was proper according to the law,” said Karatayef — 
was sent to hard labor. 

“So, then, my brothers,” — it was at this place that Pierre 
had interrupted Platon’s story, — “ten years or more passed. 
The good old man lives in the mines. He submits as in duty 
bound ; . never does any one any harm. Only he prays to God 
to let him die. Very good. One time the convicts were gath- 
ered together — it was night — just as if it had been you and I, 



and the good old man was with ’em. And they were 
other what they had been punished for, and of 
guilty before God. They began to confess, one 
murdered a man ; * another, two ; a third that he 
house on fire ; another that he had been a deserter, 

Then they began to ask the old man : ‘And you, 
what are you being punished for ? * — ‘I, my dear 
says he, ‘am punished for my own sins, and for the sins 
others. I never killed a soul, I never stole from any < 
instead, I used to give to any needy brother. I, 
friends, was a merchant, and I had a large property.* 
on and so on, he tells the whole story, of course, just as it 
pened. ‘ I don’t complain/ says he". ‘ Of course, God d; 
to search me. Only/ says he, ‘ I am sorry for my old woman 
and my children.* And then the old man began to cry. It 
happened the very man who had murdered the merchant, you 
know, was there in that company. ‘Where was it, grand- 
sire, it happened ? When ? What month ? * He asked all 
about it. His heart stung him. And so he goes up to the 
man and falls at his feet. ‘You were punished all on 
account, you good old man/ says he. ‘That’s the truth, 
honest truth. It’s a fact, hoys ; $ this man is innocent, and 
has been punished for my crime/ says he. ‘ I did it myself, 
says he, ‘ and I put the knife under your pillow while you was 
asleep. Forgive me, grandsire/ says he, ‘for Christ’s sake !”’ 

Karatayef paused, joyously smiling, and as he gazed into the 
fixe he straightened the logs. 

“And the good old man says, ‘God will 
are all of us/ says he, ‘ sinners before God 
sin.’ He wept bitter tears. And what think you, friends,” § 
exclaimed Karatayef, with a radiant, beatific smile lighting 
his face more and more, as though what he had now to relate 
included the main charm and all the significance of the story, 
“ what think you, friends ! this murderer revealed the whole 
thing to the authorities. ‘1/ says he, ‘ I have killed six souls’ 
(he was a great villain !), ‘ but what I regret more than all is 
this goocj^old man. Let him not weep any longer on my 
account.’ He explained the whole matter ; they took it down, 
sent oft the paper in proper shape. It’s a long way off, and 
it was a long time before the matter was decided, and before 
all the papers were written as they had to be, as it always is 
with the authorities. It reached the tsar. And then came 

* Dusha t a soul. 1 Mebyatushki , little children* 

f Bratsui moi milenkiye (brothers mine dear). § Soktfltk, a hawk. 
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“ A vos places ! ” suddenly cried a voice. 

A glad stir and expectation of something good and solemn 
awoke among the prisoners and convoy. On all sides were 
heard shouts of command, and at the left suddenly appeared 
handsomely dressed cavalrymen, trotting by the prisoners, on 
handsome horses. All faces wore that expression of ten- 
sion which is usually seen when important personages are 
expected. 

The prisoners were collected and pushed out of the road ; 
the soldiers formed in line. 

(( Uempereur ! Vempereur ! Le mavechal ! Le due ! ■■ and 
as soon as the plump horses of the mounted escort dashed by, 
a coach drawn by six gray steeds thundered past. Pierre, as 
by a flash, caught sight of the calm, handsome, plump but 
pale face of a man in a tricorne. 

This was one of the marshals. 

The marshal’s eye rested on Pierre’s rotund, noticeable fig- 
ure, and the expression with which the marshal scowled and 
turned away his face made it evident to Pierre that he felt 
sympathy and wanted to hide it. ** 

The general in charge of the division galloped after the 
carriage, with a red, frightened face, spurring on his lean 
horse. Several officers gathered together; the soldiers 
pressed around them. All faces wore an expression of excite- 
ment and tension. 

* There is a variant of this same story, told by Count Tolstoi for children. 
See “ A Long Exile ” (T. Y. Crowell & Co.). 


the ukase : ‘Let the merchant go ; give him a present, what- 
ever they may decide.’ The document came ; they tried to 
find the poor old man. Where is the poor old man who was 
innocent and suffered so long ? A document has come from 
the tsar. They began to search for him.” Karatayef’s lower 
jaw trembled. “But God had forgiven him — he was dead. 
That was the way of it, friends,” * concluded Karatayef, and 
for a long time he sat looking into the fire, with a smile on his 
lips. 

It was not so much this story itself, but its mysterious 
meaning, that solemn joy which irradiated Karata-yef’s face 
as he related it, the mysterious significance of this joy, which 
filled Pierre’s soul with a vague sense of joy. 
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u Qu’est-ce qiCil a dit? qidest~ce qxdil a dit? — What did he 
say ? ” Pierre heard them asking. 

While the marshal had been passing, the prisoners had been 
gathered in a clump, and Pierre noticed Karatayef, whom he 
had not seen since early that morning. Karatayef in his 
short cloak was leaning up against a birch-tree. While his 
face still bore that expression of joyful emotion which it had 
had the evening before, when telling the story of the mer- 
chant’s unmerited punishment, it was lighted up by an expres- 
sion of gentle solemnity. 

Karatayef looked at Pierre out of his kindly round eyes, 
which were now full of tears, and he seemed to be calling him 
to him, as though he wanted to say something. But Pierre 
felt quite too terribly about himself. He affected not to see 
him, and hastened away. 

f When the prisoners were set on their march again, Pierre 
glanced back. Karatayef was sitting by the edge of the 
road, under the birch-tree, and two Frenchmen were discuss- 
ing about something over him. Pierre did not look longer. 
He passed on his way, limping up the hill. 

From the place where Karatayef had been left behind, the 
report of a musket-shot was heard. Pierre distinctly heard 
this report, but at the instant. that he heard it he recollected 
that he had not finished his calculation how many stages 
there were to Smolensk, a calculation in which he had been 
interrupted by the arrival of the marshal. And he began to 
count. 

The two French soldiers, one of whom held the smoking 
musket which he had just discharged, ran past Pierre. Both 
of them were pale, and in the expression of their faces — one 
of them looked timidly at Pierre — there was something that 
reminded him of the young soldier who had been executed. 

Pierre looked at this soldier, and remembered how this 
private, a few days before they had started, had burned his 
shirt as he was drying himself by the camp-fire, and how 
they had made sport of him. 

The dog#staid behind, and was howling around the place 
where Karatayef was. 

“ What a fool ! what is she barking about ? Pierre 
exclaimed inwardly. 

The soldiers, Pierre’s comrades, walking in file with him, 
like him did not look back to the place where first the shot 
and then the howl of the dog was heard, but a stern expres- 
sion lay on all their faces. 
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CHAPTEB XV. 


The provision train and the prisoners and the marshal's 
baggage-wagons were halting at Shamshevo. All gathered in 
groups around the watch-fires. Pierre went to a camp-fire, 
and, after eating some roasted horse-flesh, lay down with his 
back to the fire and instantly fell asleep. He slept the same 
kind of sleep which he had slept at Mozhaisk after Borodino. 

Once more real events mingled with visions, and once more 
some one, either himself or some other person, uttered 
thoughts, even the same thoughts which had been spoken to 
him at Mozhaisk. 

“Life is everything. Life is God. Everything changes 
and is in a state of flux, and this movement is God. And as 
long as there is life, there is enjoyment of the self-conscious- 
ness of the Divinity. To love life is to love God. More dif- 
ficult and more blessed than all else is it to love this life in 
its sufferings, in undeserved sufferings.” 

“ Karatayef ! ” it occurred to Pierre. 

And suddenly there seemed to be standing before Pierre, as 
though alive, a dear little old man, long forgotten, who in 
Switzerland had taught Pierre geography. 

“Wait,” said the little man. And he showed Pierre a 
globe. This globe was a living, rolling ball, and had no natu- 
ral divisions. The whole surface of the globe consisted of 
drops closely squeezed together. And these drops were all 
in motion, changing about, sometimes several coalescing into 
one, sometimes one breaking up into many. Each drop tried 
to expand, to occupy as much space as possible ; but others, 
striving for the same end, crushed it, sometimes annihilated 
it, sometimes coalesced with it. 

“ Such is life,” said the little old teacher. 

“How simple and how clear,” thought Pierre. “Why is it 
I never knew this before ? ” 

“In the centre is God, and each drop strives tojspread out, 
expand, so as to reflect him in the largest possiole propor- 
tions. And each expands, and coalesces, and is pressed down, 
and is to all outward appearance annihilated, and sinks into 
the depths and comes out again.” 

“ That was the case with Karatayef : he overflowed and 
vanished.” 

“ Vom avez compris , mon enfant” said the teacher, 
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a Vous avez comjpris ! Sacre nom ! Do you understand ? 
The devil take you ! ” cried a voice, and Pierre awoke. 

He sat up. Squatting on his keels by the camp-fire sat a 
Frenchman who had just been pushing away a Eussian sol- 
dier, and was now broiling a piece of meat stuck on a ram- 
rod. His muscular, red hand, covered with hairs, with short 
fingers, was skilfully twirling the ramrod. His cinnamon- 
colored, scowling face and knitted brows could be clearly seen 
in the light of the coals. 

“ Qa lui est Men egal — IPs all the same to him,” he 
growled out, addressing the soldier standing near him. “ Bri- 
gand! . Va ! ” And the soldier, twirling the ramrod, glared 
gloomily at Pierre. Pierre turned away and gazed into the 
darkness. 

A Eussian soldier, one of the prisoners, the very same 
whom the Frenchman had pushed away, was sitting by the 
fire and was patting something with his hand. Looking 
closer, Pierre recognized that it was the little bandy-legged 
pink dog, which was wagging her tail as she crouched down 
next the soldier. 

“All ? She’s come, has she ? ” said Pierre, “but Plat” — 
he began,, but did not finish the name. Suddenly in his 
imagination all blended together, — the recollection of the 
look which Platon had given him as he sat under the tree, 
the shot which he had heard at that same place, the howling 
of the dog, the guilty faces of the two Frenchmen who 
hastened past him, the empty, smoking musket, Karatayef left 
behind at that halting-place, and this now made him realize 
that Platon was dead, but at the same instant, suggested by 
God knows what, there arose in his mind the recollection of 
an evening that he had spent in company with a Polish beauty 
one summer, on the balcony of his mansion at Kief. And, 
nevertheless, without making any effort to co-ordinate his 
recollections, and drawing no conclusions from them, Pierre 
closed his eyes, and the vision of the summer scene mingled 
with his recollections of bathing, of the fluid, rolling globe, 
and he seemed to be sinking in water, so that the water went 
over his hftad. 




Before sunrise he was wakened by loud and frequent firing 
and shouts. The French were flying past him. 

“Les Cosaques!” cried one of them, and in a moment 
Pierre was surrounded by a throng of Eussians. 

It was some time before Pierre could realize what had hap- 
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pened to him. On all sides he heard the joyful vociferations 
of his comrades. “ Brothers ! comrades ! friends ! ” shouted 
old soldiers, and burst into tears as they embraced Cossacks 
and hussars. Cossacks and hussars surrounded the prisoners 
and made haste to offer them some clothes, some shoes, some 
bread. 

Pierre stood in the midst of them, sobbing, and could not 
speak a word. He threw his arms around the first soldier 
whom he met and kissed him weeping. 

Dolokhof stood at the gates of the dilapidated mansion, 
watching the throng of the disarmed French file past him. 
The Frenchmen, excited by all that had occurred, were talking 
loudly among themselves ; but when they passed Dolokhof, 
who stood lightly flecking his boots with his nagaika, or short 
whip, and watched them with his cool, glassy glance, that 
boded them nothing good, their voices were hushed. On the 
other side stood Dolokhof s Cossack and counted the prisoners, 
scoring them in hundreds on the gate with a bit of chalk. 

“ How many ? ” asked Dolokhof of the Cossack who was 
counting the prisoners. 

“ Into the second hundred,” replied the Cossack. 

“ File&, filez ! — Step on, step on!” exclaimed Dolokhof, 
who had learned this expression of the French ; and as his 
eyes met those of the prisoners who filed past, they lighted 
with a cruel gleam. 

Denisof, with a gloomy face, walked bare-headed behind the 
Cossacks who were carrying the body of Petya Eostof to a 
grave which they had dug in the garden. 


: : : .J 


CHAPTEE XVI. 

_ After the ninth of November, when hard frosts began, the 
flight of the French assumed a still more tragic character 
because of the many who perished of the cold or were burned 
to death at the camp-fires, while the emperor, kings, and 
dukes continued to pursue their homeward way wrapped in 
furs and riding in carriages, and carrying the treasure that 
they had stolen. 

But in its real essence the process of flight and dissolution 
of the army had not really changed. 

From Moscow to Viazma the seventy-three thousand com- 
posing the French army, not counting the Guard, — which 
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throughout the whole war had done nothing except pillage, — 
the seventy-three thousand of the army were reduced to thirty- 
six thousand. Out of the number lost, not more than five 
thousand perished in battle. This is the first term of a pro- 
gression whereby, with mathematical accuracy, the succeeding 
terms are determined. 

The French army melted away and was destroyed in the 
same proportion from Moscow to Yiazma, from Viazma to 
Smolensk, from Smolensk to the Beresina, from the Beresina 
to Yilno, independently of the greater or less degree of cold, 
the pursuit of the Bussians, the obstruction of the road, and 
all other conditions taken singly. 

After Yiazma, the French armies, instead of marching in 
three columns, went in one crowd, and thus proceeded to the 
end. 

Berthier wrote to his sovereign (it is well known how far 
commanders allow themselves to depart from the truth in 
describing the position of their armies). — He wrote : — 

“I think it my duty to acquaint your majesty with the condition of 
the troops in the different army corps that I have observed during these 
last three days in the various stages. They are almost disbanded. Less 
than a fourth of the soldiers remain under the standards, at most. This 
proportion holds in nearly all the regiments. The others are straggling off 
by themselves in different directions, trying to find provisions and to escape 
from discipline. All of them look to Smolensk as the place where they 
will retrieve themselves. During the last few days many soldiers have been 
noticed throwing away their cartridges and muskets. In this condition of 
things, the interests of your majesty’s service require that, whatever your 
ultimate plans may be, the army should be rallied at Smolensk, and rid of 
non-combatants, of unmounted cavalrymen, of superfluous baggage, and 
of a portion of the artillery, since it is no longer in proportion to the effec- 
tive of the army. Moreover, the soldiers require 'some days of rest and 
supplies of food, for they are worn out by hunger and fatigue; many in 
the last few days have died on the road or in bivouac. This state of 
things is constantly growing worse, and there is danger that, if remedies 
are not promptly applied, the troops could not be controlled in case of 
battle. — November 9, at thirty versts from Smolensk 

* “ Je crois devoir faire connaitre a votre majesty ret at de ses troupes dans 
les different s corps cVarmee quefai <H€ a inenie <f observer depuis deux ou trois 
jours dans diff'erents passages. Elies sont presque debanddes. Le nombre 
des soldats qui suivent les drapeaux est on proportion du quart cm plus dans 
presque tous les regiments, les autres marchant isoUment dans diff'erents 
directions et pour leur compte> dans Vespdrance de trouver cles subsistances et 
pour se debarrctsser de la discipline. En gdndral Us regardent Smolensk 
comme la point ou ils doivent se refaire. Ces dernier s jours on a remar qud 
que beaucoup de soldats jettent leurs carioitches et leurs armes. Bans cette 
hat de choses, Vinteret du service de votre majestd exige , quelles que soient ses 
vues ultdrieures, qidon rallie Varmee a Smolensk en commenqant a la debar - 
rasser des non-comhattants, tels que homines demonte s et des bagages inuiiles 
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Ensiling into Smolensk, which was to them like the prom- 
ised land, the French fought with one another for food, pil- 
laged their own stores, and when everything had been 
plundered they hurried on. 

All fled, not knowing whither or why ; and Eapoleon, with 
all his genius, knew less than others why they did so, for no 
one ordered him to fly. 

But, nevertheless, he and those around him observed their 
old habits : wrote orders, letters, reports, ordres du jour , and 
they addressed one another as — Sire, Mon Cousin , Prince 
cVEckmuhl , lioi de Najoles, etc. But these orders and reports 
were only on paper; nothing was done according to them, 
because they could no longer be carried out ; and though they 
continued to call each other Majesty, Highness, and Cousin, 
they all felt that they were miserable wretches, who had done 
much evil, and that expiation had begun. And, though they 
pretended to be very solicitous about the army, each of them 
thought only of himself and how he might get off and escape 
as speedily as possible. 


CHAPTER XVII. 


The actions of the Russian and French troops during the 
retreat from Moscow to the FTiemen were like the game of 
zhmurki , or blind-man’s-buff, where the two players have their 
eyes bandaged, and one of them rings a bell from time to 
time, to call the attention of the “catcher.” 

At first, the one who is to be caught sounds his bell without 
fear of the enemy ; but when the pursuer is coming close to him, 
he seeks to evade his pursuer by going noiselessly, and often, 
when he thinks he is escaping, he runs directly into his arms. 

At first Xapoleon’s troops let themselves be heard from — • 
this was during the first period of their movement on the 
Kaluga road ; but afterwards, when they had gone back to 
the Smolensk road, holding the clapper of the bell, they fled, 
and, while believing that they were escaping, they ran right 
into the enemy. 

et clu materiel de Vartillerie qui n*est plus en proportion ave c les forces 
actuelles. En outre les jours de repos , des snbsistances sont ndcessaires au% 
soldcits qui sont extenues par la /aim et la fatique ; beaucoup sont morts ces 
dermers jours sur la route et dans les bivacs. Get Mat de chases va tovjours 
67i^ aurjmentant et doime lieu de craindve que si Von rCq prete un prompt re - 
mede } on ne soit phis maitre des troupes dans un combat . Le 0 Novembre , a 
30 verstes de Smolensk.” f 
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Owing to tlie speed with which the French ran and the 
Russians pursued and the consequent exhaustion of the horses, 1 

the chief method of ascertaining the position of an enemy — 
reconnoissance by cavalry — became impossible. Moreover, 
owing to the numerous and rapid changes of position in both 
armies, information, such as it was, always came too late. 

If the news came on one day that the enemy’s army was at 
such and such a place the night before, on the next day, by 
the time that anything could be undertaken, this army would 
have already made a two-days’ inarch and occupied an entirely 
different position. j 

One army fled, the other pursued. From Smolensk the 
French • had a choice among many different routes, and it 
would seem as if, during their four-days’ halt there, they 
might have reconnoitred the enemy, adopted some advantage- 
ous plan, and tried some other way. 

But after the four-days’ rest the army hastened on in 
throngs, turning neither to the right nor to the left, and with- 
out manoeuvres or combinations following the beaten track 
along their former route — the worst of all — that of Krasnoye 
and Orsha. 

Thinking always that the enemy was behind and not before 
them, the French hastened on, spreading out and scattering 
often twenty-four hours’ march from each other. 

At the head of the whole army ran the emperor, then the 
kings, then the dukes. 

The Russian army, believing that Napoleon would turn to 
the right toward the Dniepr, which was the only reasonable 
route, themselves turned to the right, and followed the main 
road toward Krasnoye. 

And here, just as in the game of blind-man’s-buff, the 
French ran against our advance guard. 

Having thus unexpectedly caught sight of the enemy, the 
French were confused, and paused in astonishment and fright, 
only to resume their flight, abandoning their comrades, who 
followed them. There, for three days, the separate fragments 
of the French army ran, one after the other, as it were, the 
gantlet of #ie Russian troops ; first came the corps of the 
viceroy, then Davoust’s, then Key’s. 

They all abandoned each other, they all abandoned their 
heavy possessions, the artillery, half of their forces, and took 
to flight, marching only by night and in detours ^ so as to 
avoid the Russians. 

Key, who came last (because, in spite of their wretched 
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condition, or rather in consequence of it, since, like the hoy, 
he wanted to beat the floor on which he had been hurt, he had 
stopped to blow up the unoffending walls of Smolensk),— 
jSTey, coining last, rejoined Napoleon at Orsha with onlj one 
thousand men out of the ten thousand of his corps. Having 
abandoned all his soldiers and all his artillery, he had suc- 
ceeded in secretly making his way through the woods by 
night, and crossing the Dniepr. 

From Orsha they hastened onward, taking the road to 
Yilno, in exactly the same way, playing blind-man’s-buff with 
the pursuing army. 

At the Beresina again they were thrown into confusion. 
Many were drowned, many gave themselves up ; but those 
who crossed the river still hastened on. 

Their chief commander wrapped himself up in his furs, got 
into a sledge, and, abandoning his companions, galloped off 
alone. 

Those who could escaped the same way ; those -who could 
not surrendered or perished. 


CHAPTER XVIII. 

It would seem as if, during this period of the campaign, 
while the French did everything possible to ruin themselves, 
while in no single movement of this mass of men, beginning 
with its detour on the Kaluga road up to the flight of Napo- 
leon, was there one gleam of sense, — it would seem as if those 
historians who eons'ider the action of the masses subservient 
to the will of a single man might find it impossible to make 
this retreat fit in with their theory. 

But no 1 Mountains of books have been written by histo- 
rians concerning* this campaign, and Napoleon’s plans and 
dispositions have been characterized as profound, as well as 
the manoeuvres executed by the troops, and the genius shown 
by the marshals in their measures. 

The retreat from Malo-Yaroslavets — that useless retreat by 
a devastated route, when he was offered one through a well- 
supplied region, when he might have taken the parallel road 
by -which Kutuzof afterwards pursued him — is explained for 
us according to various profound considerations. By these 
same profound considerations his retreat from Smolensk to 
Orsha is described. Then they describe his bravery at Kras- 
noye, where, we are led to believe, he was ready to put him- 
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self at the head of his troops and to give battle, and where he 
marched with a birchen cane, saying : — 

u I have been emperor long enough; it is time to be the 
general.” * 

And yet, immediately after this, he fled, leaving to their 
fate the defenceless fragments of his army struggling after 
him. 

Then they describe for us the grandeur of soul displayed by 
the marshals, especially by Ney, whose grandeur of soul was 
shown by his sneaking through the forest, and passing the 
Dniepr by night, and escaping into Orsha without Ms stan- 
dards and artillery, and with a loss of nine-tenths of his 
troops. 

And, finally, the great emperor himself abandoning his 
heroic army is represented by historians as something grand, 
as a stroke of genius. Even this last miserable trick of run- 
ning away, which in ordinary language would be called the 
lowest . degree of meanness, which every child is taught 
to consider a shameful deed, even this vile trick finds justifi- 
cation among the historians. 

For when it is no longer possible to stretch out the attenu- 
ated threads of historical arguments, when actions flagrantly 
contradict what humanity calls good and even right, the his- 
torians bring up the saving idea of greatness. Greatness 
seems to exclude the possibility of applying the standards of 
good and evil. In the great, nothing is had. He who is 
great is not charged with the atrocity of which he may have 
been guilty. 

“It is great ! — C’est grand! ” say the historians ; and then 
there is no more good or evil, but only great and not great. 

Great is good ; not great is bad. 

Greatness is, according to them, the quality of certain pecul- 
iar beings, whom they call heroes. 

And Napoleon, fleeing to his own fireside, wrapped in his 
warm furs, and leaving behind his perishing companions, and 
those men whom, according to his idea, he had led into Russia, 
feels que Pest grand, and his soul is tranquil. 

. “ There fs only one step,” he said, « from the sublime to the 
ridiculous.” (He thinks himself sublime !) And for fifty 
years everybody has repeated it : “ Sublime ! Great ! Napoleon 
le grand ! ” Truly, there is only one step from the sublime to 
the ridiculous ! f \ ' NCN 

* Pai assezfait Vempereur > il est temps de fairs le gMral. 
t Du sublime au ridicule il rCy a qu } un pas. 
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It lias never entered the mind of any man that by faking 
greatness as the absolute standard of good and evil, he only 
proclaims his own emptiness and immeasurable littleness. 

For us who have the standard of right and wrong set by 
Christ, there is nothing incommensurate. And there is no 
greatness where there is not simplicity, goodness, and justice. 


CHAPTER XIX. 

What Russian, is there who, reading the descriptions of the 
last period of the campaign of 1812, has not experienced a 
profound feeling of annoyance, dissatisfaction, and perplexity ? 

Who has not asked himself : Why did we not capture or 
destroy all the French, when they were surrounded by our 
three armies, each of superior numbers ; when, dying of starva- 
tion and cold, they surrendered in throngs ; and when, as history 
tells us, the aim of the Russians was precisely this — to cut 
off the French, to stop them, and to take them all prisoners ? 

How was it that this army, — which, when weaker in num- 
bers, fought the battle of Borodino, — how was it that this 
army, when it surrounded the French on three sides, and in- 
tended to take them prisoners, did not accomplish its pur- 
pose ? 

Had the French such immense pre-eminence over us that we, 
though possessing superior numbers, and having surrounded 
them, could not defeat them ? 

How was it that this failed of execution ? 

History, — or what is called history, — in reply to these 
questions, declares that it failed of execution because Emtuzof, 
and Tormasof, and Chitchagof, and this one and that one, and 
the other, did not execute such and such manoeuvres. 

But why did they not execute these manoeuvres ? If these 
generals were to blame because the end in view was not at- 
tained, why were they not court-martialled and put to death ? 

But even if we admit that Kutuzof and Chitchagof and the 
others were to blame for the Russian no7i-success , it is still im- 
possible to understand why the Russian troops,"* under the 
conditions which obtained at Krasnoye and at the Beresina 
(for in both cases the Russians were superior in numbers), 
did not capture the French troops, with their marshals, kings, 
and emperors, if such was the object of the Russians. 

This strange phenomenon cannot be explained — as is done 
by the Russian military historians — by saying that it was 
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because Kutuzof prevented offensive operations, for we know 
that Kutuzoffs will was unable to restrain the troops from 
attacking at Viazma and at Tarutino. 

If the Eussian army, which with inferior forces was able at 
Borodino to wrest a victory from an enemy then at the zenith of 
its strength, why could it not conquer the demoralized throngs 
of the French at Krasnoye and at the Beresina, when its forces 
had become superior ? 

If the object of the Bussians had been to cut off and cap- 
ture Kapoleon and his marshals, and this object not only was 
not attained, but all attempts in that direction failed in the 
most shameful manner, then the French were perfectly right 
in representing the last period of the campaign as a series of 
victories, and Eussian historians are perfectly wrong in repre- 
senting that we were victorious. 

Eussian military historians, if they have any regard for 
logic, must come to this conclusion, and, in spite of their 
lyrical effusions about courage and patriotism, must logically 
confess that the retreat of the French from Moscow was for 
hi apoleon a series of victories, and for Kutuzof a series of 
defeats. 

But, if we put absolutely aside national pride, we feel that 
this conclusion involves a contradiction, since this series of 
victories on the part of the French brought them to complete 
destruction, while the series of defeats on the part of the Eus- 
sians led them to the absolute overthrow of their enemy, and 
the evacuation of their own country. 

. The source of this contradiction lies in the fact that histo- 
rians who study events in the correspondence of kings and 
generals, and in official narratives, reports, and plans, have 
taken for granted the entirely false and unjustifiable idea that 
the object of the last period of the campaign of 1812 was to 
cut off and to capture Kapoleon and his marshals and his 
army. 

This object never existed, and could not exist, because it 
had no sense, and it was absolutely impossible of attainment. 

The object had no sense, in the first place, because Napo- 
leon’s demoralized army was flying from Eussia with all 
possible speed : in other words, was fulfilling the very wish 
of every Eussian. What reason in directing various military 
operations against the French, who were running away as fast 
as they could go ? 

Secondly, it was senseless to try to stop men who were em- 
ploying all their energy in getting away. 
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|1 1 In the third place, it was senseless to sacrifice troops m 

I * destroying the French armies, who were going to destruction 

I ; without external causes, and at such a rate that even when 

if every road was given them undisputed, they could carry 

: I |j across the frontier only the small number that remained to 

I I them in the month of December — a hundredth part of their 


1 1 1 whole army. 

if i: In the fourth place, it was senseless to wish to make pris- 

. 1 1; oners of the emperor, the kings, and the marshals, and the 

I !■ men, for their captivity would have been to the highest 

Jjj degree embarrassing to the Eussians, as was recognized by 

I I jj the ablest diplomatists of the time, J. Maistre and others, 

i; ' Still more senseless was the desire to capture whole 

i | i regiments of the French, when the Russian army had been 

I reduced one-half by the time it reached Krasnoye, and whole 

|; divisions would have been needed to guard the troops of pris- 

■}; oners, and when their own soldiers were not all the time 

; receiving full rations, and when the French already captured 

■ ; were dying of starvation ! 

: || ; All of this profound plan of cutting off and seizing NTapo- 

;| :l leon and his army was like the plan of the gardener who, in 

| j trying to drive out of his enclosure the cattle that were tramp- 

ling down his garden, should run to the gates and strike them 
on the head when they passed out. The only thing that could 
be said in the gardener's justification would be that he was very 
angry. But this excuse could not be made for those who 
devised this plan, for they were not the ones who suffered 
from the trampled garden. 

The idea of cutting off Napoleon and his army, beside being 
senseless, was impossible. 

It was impossible, first, because, since experience has shown 
that the movement of columns of soldiers in battle for a 
distance of five versts can never be made in accordance with 
plans, the probability that Chitchagof, Kutuzof, and Witt- 
genstein would effect a junction at a designated place on 
time was so slight that it amounted to an impossibility, as 
Kutuzof felt, who, on receiving the sovereign's plan, de- 
clared that operations at great distances never* gave the 
desired results. 

Secondly, it was impossible because, in order to neutralize 
that momentum with which Napoleon's army was recoiling, 
incomparably larger forces would have been necessary than 
those which the Eussians had. 

Thirdly, it was impossible because the military phrase “to 
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cut off” an enemy has no sense. We may cut off a piece of 
bread, but not an army. 

To cut off an army, to dispute its road, is never possible, 
for there are always many places where detours can be made, 
and there is the night, when nothing can be seen, as military 
students may convince themselves from the example of what 
took place at Krasnoye or the Beresina. 

It is just as impossible to take a person prisoner, unless the 
person taken prisoner consents to be seized, as it is to catch a 
swallow, unless it come and light on your hand. 

Armies can be captured only when they surrender, as the 
Germans do — according to the rules of strategy and tactics. 
But the French troops, with perfect correctness, found this 
unfit, since death by cold and starvation awaited them alike in 
flight and in captivity. 

Fourthly, — and chiefly, — this was impossible because 
never since the world began was there a war under such 
terrible conditions as those which characterized the campaign 
of 1812 ; and the Russian troops, in pursuing the French, 
strained every effort, and could do no more without going to 
destruction themselves. 

During the movement of the Russian army from Tarutino 
to Krasnoye fifty thousand men — in other words, a number 
equivalent to the population of a large provincial city — were 
sick and disabled. 

Half of the men left the army without a battle. 

And in regard to this period of the campaign, — when the 
troops, without boots or great-coats, with insufficient food, and 
without vodka, for months spent the nights in the snow, in a 
temperature fifteen degrees below freezing; when the days 
were only seven or eight hours long, and all the rest of the 
t venty-four were night, discipline being in such circumstances 
impossible ; when, not as in battle, men for a few hours only 
■ ;'ter the domain of death where there was no discipline, but 
lived for months in an incessant straggle with death from cold 
and starvation ; when in a single month half of tlie army per- 
ished, — in^regard to this period of the campaign, historians 
tell us how Miloradovitch ought to have made a flank move- 
ment in this direction, and Tormasof in that, and Chitchagof 
in another (struggling through snow that was knee-deep), and 
how such and such a one <e destroyed” and Ci cut off” — and so 
on, and so on! , - 

The Russians, of whom one-half perished, accomplished all 
that they could or ought to have done to attain an end worthy 
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of the people, and they are not to blame if other _ Russians, 
sitting ih -warm apartments, proposed what it was impossible 

to do. . , 

All this strange and at the present time incomprehensible 
contradiction between the fact and the historical account 
arises simply from this: the historians who have written 
about these events have described the fine sentiments and the 
fine speeches of different generals, and not the history of the 
event. 

Very important to them seem the speeches of Milorado- 
vitch, the rewards received by this, that, and the other gen- 
eral, and their proposals; but the question about the fifty 
■thousand Russian soldiers who were left behind in hospitals 
or in nameless graves does not interest them, because it is 
outside of their studies. 

And yet all it requires is for them to turn their attention 
from the study of the reports and plans of the generals, and 
to follow the movements of these hundred thousand men who 
took an active, immediate part in the event, and all the ques- 
tions that before seemed insolvable will at once be solved 
with extraordinary ease and simplicity. 

The aim of cutting off the retreat of Napoleon and his army 
never existed except in the imaginations of a dozen men. 
It could not exist, because it was absurd and its realization 
impracticable. 

The Russian people had only one object in view; to rid 
their soil of the invaders. 

The object was attained, in the first place, of its own 
accord, because the French ran away, and afterwards it was 
only necessary not to check that movement. In the second 
place, this object was attained by means of that popular warfare 
which destroyed the French ; and, in the third place, because the 
great Russian army followed the enemy, ready to employ force 
in case the movement of the French was suspended. 

The Russian army acted like the knout on a running 
animal. And the experienced cattle-driver knew that it was 
most advantageous to threaten it with upraised whip, but not 
to strike the running animal on the head. 


PART FOURTH. 


CHAPTEE I. 

Whek a man sees a dying animal, horror seizes Mm: what 
he himself is, — his own essence, — is evidently perishing be- 
fore his very eyes, — ceasing to exist. 

But when the dying one is a human being, and a person 
beloved and tenderly cherished, then, over and above the 
horror at the cessation of the life, there is felt a rending and 
wounding of the soul. This wound, like a physical wound, 
sometimes kills, sometimes heals, but it is always sore, and 
shrinks from any external, irritating touch. 

After Prince Andrews death, Natasha and the Princess 
Mariya felt this in the same way. Their souls had quailed 
and bowed under the threatening cloud of death that hung 
over them, and they dared not look into the face of life. They 
were extremely cautious not to expose their wounds to humili- 
ating, painful contact. 

Everything — a swiftly passing carriage on the street, the 
announcement of dinner, the maid’s question as to what dresses 
she should get ready for them; still worse, a word of per- 
functory, feeble sympathy — made the wound throb painfully, 
seemed an affront, and profaned that urgent silence in which 
they both were striving to listen to that stern, terrible choir 
which ceased not, in their imagination, to chant, and prevented 
them from looking into those mysterious, infinite distances 
which, for an instant, opened out before them. 

Only when they were together alone, they felt no sense of 
pain and humiliation. They talked together very little. 
When thev talked, it was on the most insignificant topics. 
And bothnf them alike avoided all reference to anything con- 
cerning the future. 

To recognize the possibility of a future seemed to them an 
offence to his memory. All the more sedulously they avoided 
in their talk everything that had reference to the departed. 
It seemed to them that what they experienced and felt could 
not be expressed in words. It seemed to them that every 
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verbal reference to the separate events of his life disturbed 
the majesty and sacredness of the mystery which had been 
accomplished before their eyes. 

Their continual self-restraint, their constant, strenuous 
avoidance of all that might lead. to mention of him, these 
halting-places which stood in the way of every possible ap- 
proach to the subject which they had tacitly agreed to leave 
untouched, brought up before their imaginations with all the 
greater clearness and distinctness that which they felt. 

But pure, unmitigated grief is as impossible as pure and un- 
mitigated joy. 

The Princess Mariya, by her position as sole and inde- 
pendent mistress of her fate, as guardian and instructor of her 
nephew, was the first to be brought, by the exigencies of real 
life, forth from that world of tribulation in which she had 
been living for the past fortnight. She received letters from 
her relatives, which had to be answered; the room which 
ISTikolushka occupied was damp, and he began to have a 
cough. Alpatuitch came from Yaroslavl with his accounts to 
be rectified, and with his proposal and advice for her to go 
back to Moscow, to her house on the Yozdvizhenka, which 
had remained intact and needed only small repairs. 

Life would not stand still, and it was necessary to live. 

Hard as it was for the Princess Mariya to emerge from that 
world of solitary contemplation in which she had been living 
till then, sorry as she was, and almost conscience-stricken, to 
leave Natasha alone, the labors of life demanded her partici- 
pation, and she, in spite of herself, had to give way. 

She verified. Alpatuitch’s accounts, consulted with Dessalles 
in regard to her nephew, and made arrangements and prep- 
arations for her journey to Moscow. 

Natasha had been left to herself, and, since the Princess 
Mariya began to get ready for her departure, avoided even 
her. 

The Princess Mariya proposed to the countess to let 
Natasha go to Moscow with her, and both father and mother 
gladly consented, since each day they noticed a decline in 
their daughter’s physical vigor, and hoped that a^change of 
scene would do her good, and that the physicians of Moscow 
would help her. 

"I go nowhere/ 5 replied Natasha, when this matter was 
proposed to her. “All I ask is to be left in peace / 5 said she, 
and she hastened from the room, scarcely able to restrain her 
tears, — tears not so much of grief as of vexation and anger. 


WAR AND PEACE. 


185 


Since she had felt herself abandoned by the Princess 
Mariya, and left alone with her grief, Natasha, for the most 
of the time, sat in her room with her feet in the corner of the 
sofa, and, while her slender, nervous fingers kept tearing or 
bending something or other, her eyes would remain obstinately 
fixed on whatever happened to attract her attention. 

This solitude exhausted, tortured her; but it was some- 
thing that she could not help. As soon as any one came to 
her, she would quickly get up, change her position and the 
expression of her eyes, and take up her book or her sewing, 
and make no attempt to conceal her desire that the one who 
came to disturb her should go. 

It constantly seemed to her that she was on the very point 
of discovering, of penetrating that terrible, unendurable 
problem on which her mental eye was directed. 

About the beginning of January, Natasha, thin and pale, 
and dressed in a black woollen dress, with her braid carelessly 
knotted up in a pug, was sitting with her feet up on the sofa, 
concentratedly puckering and folding out the ends of her sash, 
and gazing with her eyes fixed on the door. 

She was looking at the place where he had vanished, at that 
side of life. And that side of life, of which she had never 
thought in the days gone by, which hitherto had always 
seemed to her so distant and unreal, was now nearer and more 
familiar, more comprehensible, than the ordinary side of life, 
where everything was either emptiness and decay, or suffering 
and humiliation. 

She looked at the place where she knew he had been ; but 
she could not make it out that he was not there still. She 
saw him once more as he had been at Muitishclii, at Troitsa, 
at Yaroslavl. 

She saw his face, heard his voice, repeated his words and 
the words which she had said to him, and sometimes she im- 
agined words that they might have spoken. 

There he is lying in the easy-chair, in his velvet shubka, 
with his head leaning on his thin white hand. His chest is 
terribly sunken and his shoulders raised. His lips are firmly 
set, his ey8s are gleaming, and on his pallid brow a wrinkle 
comes and goes. One leg trembles almost imperceptibly with 
a rapid motion. 

Natasha knew that he was struggling with tormenting pain. 
u What is that pain like ? Why that pain ? How does he 
feel ? How does it pain him ? 77 she wonders. 

He noticed her fixed gaze, he raised his eyes, and without a 
trace of a smile began to speak : — 
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“ There is one- thing terrible,” said he, “to be bound for- 
ever to a suffering man. This is eternal torment 1 ” And he 
looked at her with a scrutinizing glance. Natasha replied 
then, as she always did, before she had time to think what she 
should reply. She said: “This cannot continue so, it will 
not be so always ; you will get well — entirely well.” 

She now saw him as he had been from the first, and lived 
over in her memory all that she had then experienced. She 
recalled that long, melancholy, stern look which he had given 
her at those words, and she realized the significance of the 
reproach and despair expressed in this protracted look. 

“I agreed with him,” said Natasha to herself, “that it 
would be terrible if he should remain always suffering so. I 
said this at that time, simply because I meant that for him it 
would be terrible, but he understood it in a different way. 
He thought that it would be terrible for me. At that time he 
was still anxious to live, was afraid to die. And I said this so 
crudely, so stupidly ! I did not think of that. I meant 
something entirely different. If I had said what I meant, I 
should have said : * If he were to perish by a living death 
before my eyes, I should be happy in comparison with what I 
feel now. ? Now — there is no one, nothing! Could he have 
known this ? No ! He knew it not, and he will never know ! 
And now it is too late, too late to set this right.” 

And once more he said to her those same words, but this 
time Natasha, in her imagination, answered him in a different 
way. She stopped him and said: “Terrible for you, but not 
for me. You know that for me life without you would be 
nothing, and to suffer with you is the dearest happiness.” 

And he seized her hand and pressed it just as he had 
pressed it that terrible evening four days before he died. 
And in her imagination she spoke to him still other tender, 
loving words which she might have uttered then, but did not, 
and which now she could and did say: — “I love thee,! — 
thee I love, I love ! ” she repeated, convulsively wringing her 
hands, clinching her teeth, with set determination. 

And the bitter sweetness of grief took possession of her, 
and her eyes filled with tears, hut suddenly she asked herself 
to whom she was saying that. “ Where is he and what is he 
now ? ” And once more everything grew dark with hard and 
cruel doubt, and, once more closely drawing her brows into a 
frown, she looked at the place where he had been. And now, 
now it seemed to her that she was going to fathom the rays — 

But at the very instant when it seemed to her that the in- 


WAR AND PEACE. 


187 


comprehensible was already about to reveal itself to her, a 
loud rattling of the door-knob painfully struck upon her ears. 
With hasty, incautious steps, with a frightened expression 
never before seen on her face, Dunyasha the maid came run- 
ning into the room. 

“ Please come to your papa as quick as possible,” said Dun- 
yasha, with that peculiar and excited look. “Bad news 
about Piotr Ilyitch — a letter,” she cried with a sob. 


CHAPTEB II. 

Besides the general feeling of aversion for all people, 
Natasha at this time experienced a peculiar feeling of aversion 
for the members of her own family. All her relatives — father, 
mother, Sonya — were so near to her, so familiar, so every-day , 
that all their words, their sentiments, seemed to her a disre- 
spect to that world in which she had been lately living, and 
she looked upon them not only with indifferent but even 
hostile eyes. She heard Dunyasha’s words about Piotr 
Ilyitch, about bad news, but she did not take them in. 

“What misfortune can have happened to them? what bad 
news can it be ? Everything with them goes on calmly, as it 
always has,” said Natasha mentally. 

As she went into the hall her father was coming hastily out 
of the countess’s room. He was evidently hastening from 
her room so as to give free course to the affliction that over- 
mastered him. His face was wrinkled and wet with tears. 
When he saw Natasha he waved his hands in despair, and 
burst into painfully convulsive sobs, which distorted his 
round, placid face. 

“ Pet — Petya — go to her, go — she — she is — calling for 
you” — 

And, crying like a child, swiftly shuffling along on his 
feeble legs, he went to a chair and almost fell into it, burying 
his face in his hands. 

Suddenly something like an electric shock ran over Nata- 
sha’s whole being. A terribly acute pain struck her heart. 
She experienced a cruel agony. It seemed to her that some- 
thing within her snapped and that she was dying. But im- 
mediately succeeding this agony there came . a sense of 
deliverance from the torpor which had been weighing down 
her life. Seeing her father, and hearing her mother’s terribly 
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agonized cry in the next room, she instantly forgot herself 
and her own sorrow. 

She ran up to her father, hut he, listlessly waving his arm, 
pointed to her mother’s door. 

The Princess Mariya, with her lower jaw trembling, came 
out of the room and took Natasha by the hand and said some- 
thing to her. 

Natasha saw her not, heard her not. With swift steps she 
passed through the door, paused for an instant, as though 
struggling with her own inclinations, and ran to her mother. 

The countess lay in her easy-chair, in a strangely awkward 
and stiff position, and was beating her head against the wall. 
Sonya and the maids were holding her by the arms. 

“ Natasha ! Natasha ! ” cried the countess. “ It is false ! 
false! — He lies! — Natasha!” she cried, trying to tear her- 
self away from those holding her — “Go away all of you. It 
is false ! Killed ? — Ha ! ha ! ha ! — ? Tis false ! ” 

Natasha leaned her knee on the chair, bent over her mother, 
threw her arms around her, lifted her up with unexpected 
strength, turned her face around, and pressed her cheeks 
against hers. 

“ Mamenka ! — Barling ! — lam here, dearest ! Mamenka ! ” 
she kept whispering, without a second’s intermission. 

She kept her arms firmly around her mother, gently 
struggled with her, called for cushions and water, and unbut- 
toned and undid her mother’s dress. 

“ Barling, dearest — mamenka — dearest heart ! ” * she kept 
all the time whispering while she kissed her head, hands, and 
face, and felt how her tears, like rivulets, tickling her nose 
and her cheeks, kept flowing. 

The countess pressed her daughter’s hand, closed her eyes, 
and was calm for an instant. Then suddenly, w r ith unnatural 
swiftness, she raised herself up, glared around wildly, and, 
seeing Natasha, pressed her hand with all her might. Then 
she turned toward her Natasha’s face, convulsed with the pain, 
and long scrutinized it. 

“Natasha, you love me,” she said, in a low, confidential 
whisper. “Natasha, you would not deceive me?** Tell me 
hhe whole truth.” 

Natasha looked at her with eyes brimming with tears, and 
her face expressed only a prayer for forgiveness and love. 

“ Bearest^ mdmenka,” she repeated, exerting all the energies 
of her love, in order to take upon herself some of the excess of 
* I)ru,k mo% } golubushka, mamenka, dushenka. 
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CHAPTER Til. 


woe that had come too heavy for her mother to hear. And 
again, in that unequal struggle against the reality, the mother, 
refusing to believe that she could still exist when her darling 
boy, treasured far more than life, was killed, she relapsed 
from the reality into the world of unreason. 

_ Natasha could not have told how that first day passed, that 
night, the following day, and the following night. She did 
not sleep, and did not leave her mother’s side. Natasha’s 
love, faithful, patient, every second, as it were, wrapped the 
countess round about not with consolation, not with - explana- 
tion, but with something like a summons back to life. 

On the third night the countess grew calm for several min- 
utes, and Natasha closed her eyes, and rested her head on the 
arm of the chair. The bed creaked; Natasha opened her 
eyes. The countess was sitting on the bed, and said, in a 
low tone: — 

“ How glad I am that you have come ! You are tired ; 
wouldn’t you like some tea ? ” 

Natasha went to her. 

“ You have grown handsome and strong ! 99 continued the 
countess, taking her daughter’s hand. 

u Mamenka, what are you saying ? ” — 

Natasha ! he is dead, he is dead ! 99 And, throwing her 
arms around her daughter, the countess for the first "time 
began to weep. 


The Princess Mariya had postponed her departure. 

Sonya and the count tried to take Natasha’s place, but they 
found it impossible. They saw that she was the only one 
who could keep the mother from wild despair. Eor three 
weeks Natasha lived constantly by her mother’s side, slept in 
her chair in her room, gave her food and drink, and talked to 
her unceasingly, talked because her tender, caressing voice 
was the only thing that calmed the countess. 

A wound 1 in the heart of a mother cannot heal. Petya’s 
death had torn away the half of her life. At the end of a 
month, after the news of Petya’s death had arrived, though it 
had found her a fresh and well-preserved woman of fifty, she 
crept out of her room an old woman, half dead, and no longer 
taking any interest in life. But the same wound which had 
half killed the countess, — this new wound brought Natasha 
back to life. 
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Tlxe spiritual wound, arising from the laceration of the 
spiritual body, exactly like a physical wound, strange as it 
may seem, after the deep wound has cicatrized, and its edges 
have come together, — the spiritual wound, like the physical 
one, heals only through the inward working of the forces of 
life. 

Thus healed Natasha's wound. She thought that life for 
her was finished. But suddenly her love for her mother 
proved to her that the essence of her life — love — was still 
alive within her. Love awoke and life awoke. 

Prince Andrei's last days had brought Natasha and the 
Princess Mariya close together. This new misfortune still 
more united them. The Princess Mariya postponed her de- 
parture, and for three weeks she tended Natasha like an 
ailing child. The weeks spent by her in her mother's room 
had been a severe drain on her physical energies. 

One time, toward noon, the Princess Mariya, observing that 
Natasha was trembling as though she had a fever, took her to 
her room, and made her lie down on her bed. Natasha lay 
down, but when the princess, pulling down the blinds, started 
to go, Natasha called her back. 

“ I don't care to sleep, Marie ; sit down with me ! " 

“You are tired ; try to go to sleep." 

“ No, no ! Why did you bring me away ? She will be 
asking for me ! " 

“ She is much better. She talked so naturally to-day," said 
the Princess Mariya. 

Natasha lay on the bed, and in the semi-darkness of the 
room studied the Princess Mariya's face. 

C{ Is she like him ? " Natasha asked herself. “ Yes, like 
him and not like him. But she is peculiar, strange, entirely 
original, unlike anybody else. And she loves me ! What is 
in her heart ? Nothing but goodness ! But what, what does 
she think of me ? How does she regard me ? Yes, she is 
beautiful ! ” 

“Masha!” said she timidly, drawing her hand to her. 
“ Masha, don’t think that I am bad. You don’t, do you ? 
Masha ! darling, hew I love you ! Let us alway^always be 
friends ! " 

. And Natasha, throwing her arms around the Princess Ma- 
riya, began to kiss her hands and face. The princess was 
both embarrassed and delighted at this expression of Natasha's 
feelings. 

Prom that day forth began between the Princess Mariya 
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and Natasha that passionate and tender friendship which only 
exists between women. 

They were constantly kissing each other, calling each other 
affectionate names, and spent the larger part of the time 
together. If one sighed, the other was anxious, and hastened 
to rejoin her friend. Each felt more at peace with herself 
when the two were together than when they were alone. 
There existed between them a stronger feeling than friend- 
ship : this was that exclusive feeling that life was only pos- 
sible when they were together. 

Sometimes they sat without speaking for hours at a time ; 
sometimes while in bed they would begin to talk and talk till 
morning. Their conversation ran mainly on their earliest recol- 
lections. 

IThe Princess Mariya would tell about her childhood, about 
he# mother, about her father, about her hopes and fancies ; 
ant $ Natasha, who in times gone by, through her easy lack of 
c . 01I %P re hension ? would have been repelled by this life of devo- 
^ on JL of humility, by this poetry of Christian self-sacrifice, 
now )i| feeling herself bound in, affection to the princess, loved 
a ! so ,s|the princess’s past life, and began to comprehend the 
hithfaln’to incomprehensible side of her life. 

Sh^fle had no idea of applying in her own case the principles 
of % ms humility and self-abnegation, because she was accus- 
tomed^ to find other pleasures, but she comprehended and 
loved qeiin her friend this formerly incomprehensible virtue. 

^p r ag| the Princess Mariya also, when she heard Natasha’s 
storiem ft of her childhood and early youth, a formerly incom- 
prehev-ed. apble phase of life — faith in life itself and in the joys 
of life - rea ^- was revealed. 

N eith*; B ei pr of them liked to speak of him, for fear they should 
in wordsalgm desecrate what seemed to them those lofty heights 
of feelin)ncag which were in their hearts ; but this reticence 
concernintheifig him was causing them, little by little, — though 
they wouln2of id not have believed it, — to forget him. 

Satasha.il nav grew thin and pale, and physically she became so 
feeble that at tf> her health was a constant topic of conversation, 
but this NviifW&s agreeable to her. But sometimes, unexpectedly, 
there came same-over her not so much a fear of death as a fear of 
pain, weaken unjess, loss of beauty ; and, in spite of herself, she 
sometimes ai: of tlftentively contemplated her bare arm, marvelling 
at its thinne| ^eeijss, or in the morning she gazed into the mirror at 
her pinched l^usl and, as it seemed to her, wretched-looking face. 
It seemed to her that this had to be so, and at the same time 
ifefified hens^PiLfith terror and melancholy. 
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One time slie ran quickly upstairs, and found herself 
breathing hard. She immediately, in spite of herself, invented 
some excuse to go down again, and then once more ran up- 
stairs to test her strength and see what she could do. 

Another time she called Dunyasha, and her voice sounded 
weak. She tried it once more ; she called her, although she 
heard her coming — called her in those chest tones which she 
used to use in singing, and listened to them. 

She did not know it; she would not have believed it; but 
under what seemed to her the impenetrable crust of mould 
with which her soul was covered, already the delicate, tender, 
young shoots of grass -were starting, which -were bound to 
grow, and thus, by their life-giving, victorious force, hide 
from sight the sorrow which she had suffered, so that it would 
soon be forgotten. r 

The wound was healing inwardly. Toward the beginning 
of February the Princess Mariya went to Moscow, and Jthe 
count insisted upon Natasha going with her, so as to consult 
with the. doctors. / 




CHAPTEE IV. | 

Aftek the encounter at Yiazma, where Kutuzof coulll not 
restrain his troops from the desire to overthrow, to cut qff the 
enemy, the further movement of the fleeing French and the 
pursuing Russians took place without a battle until/ they 
reached Krasnoye. ^ 

The flight of the French was so rapid tha,t the 7 assian 
army chasing them could not catch up with them, > r iat the' 
horses in the cavalry and artillery came to a standstill, and 
that information in regard to the movements of the French 
was always untrustworthy. ' j 

The men of the Russian army were so worn out? by these 
uninterrupted marches of forty versts a day, that they could 
not move onward any faster. j 

To appreciate the degree of exhaustion which tjne Russian 
army suffered, it is only necessary to realize the fcegnrfieance 
of this fact, that, while the Russian army, on leaving Ta, ra- 
tine, had a hundred thousand men, and lost during the whole 
march not more than five thousand in killed and wounded, 
and less than a hundred taken prisoners, they h^td only fifty 
thousand men when they got to Krasnoye. 

The swift pursuit of the Russians after the French was as 
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destructive in its effect on them as the retreat was to the 
French* The difference was only that the Bussian army 
moved at will, without that threat of destruction which hung 
over the French army, and that, while the stragglers and the 
sick from among the French would fall into the hands of 
the enemy, the Bussians who were left behind were at home. 

The principal cause of the diminution of Kapoleon’s army 
was the rapidity of its flight, and indubitable proof of this is 
furnished by the corresponding diminution of the Bussian 
troops. 

All Kutuzof s efforts, just as had been the case at Tarutino 
and at Viazma, were directed — so far as lay in his power — 
solely to the preventing of interference with that destructive 
movement of the French (though this was contrary to desires 
expressed in Petersburg and in the Bussian army by his own 
generals), but to co-operate with it, and to render the move- 
ment of his own troops as easy as possible. 

But, moreover, ever since the troops had begun to suffer 
from fatigue, and from the tremendous losses due to the 
rapidity of the movement, Kutuzof had discovered still another 
reason for slackening the exertions of the army, and for 
delay. The object of the Bussian troops was pursuit of the 
French. The route of the French was unknown, and there- 
fore the more closely our troops followed on their heels, the 
more separated they became. Only by following at some dis- 
tance was it possible (by the most direct road) to avoid the 
zigzags made by the French. 

Ali the intricate manoeuvres proposed by the generals in- 
volved an increase for the troops in their marches, while the 
only reasonable course was to minimize these marches; and, 
to tills end, all Kutuzoffs efforts were directed throughout the 
campaign from Moscow to Vilno, not as a matter of accident 
or caprice, but so consistently that lie did not for a moment 
relax them. 

Kutuzof knew, not by reason or science, hut by his whole 
Bussian nature, — knew and felt what every Bussian soldier 
felt, that the French were conquered, that the enemy were 
running'Way, and that it was necessary to escort them ; but 
at the same time he felt with his soldiers the burden of a 
campaign unprecedented for the rapidity of the marches and 
the time of the year. . ■’ 

But it teemed to the other generals, especially those who 
were not Bussian, — being anxious to distinguish themselves, 
to astonish the world, for some reason or other to take some 
von. 4, — 13. ■ • 
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duke or king prisoner, — it seemed to these generals that now, 
when any battle was odious and absurd, it was the very golden 
time to give battle and conquer some one. 

Kutuzof merely shrugged his shoulders when, one alter 
another, they laid before him their plans for manoeuvres to be 
accomplished by these badly shod, half-famished soldiers 
without great-coats, who, during a month, had been reduced 
one-half though they had not fought a battle, and with whom, 
under the most favorable conditions of a prolonged retreat, he 
must go to the frontier, — a distance greater than that already 
traversed. 

This desire to gain personal distinction, to manoeuvre, to 
harass and cut off the enemy, was especially manifested when 
Eussian troops encountered French troops. / 

That was the case at Krasnoye, where the Eussian generals 
thought that they had found one of the three columns of the 
French, and hurled themselves upon Napoleon himself with 
sixteen thousand men. In spite of all the means employed by 
Kutuzof to avoid this destructive engagement and to save his 
troops, for three days an indiscriminate attack on the de- 
moralized mob of the French was kept up by the weary troops 

of the Eussian army. . . 

Toll wrote out a plan, — “ Die erste Colonne mcvrscJnrt , The 
first column will march, 5 ’ etc., — and, as always happens, 
everything took place contrary to the plan. 

Prince Eugene of Wurttemberg saw from a hill-top a number 
of French fugitives fleeing past him down the road, and asked 
for re-enforcements, which did not arrive. 

That night the French, managing to avoid the Eussians, 
scattered and hid through the woods, and made, their way on- 
ward as best they could. 

Miloradovitch, who declared that he cared nothing what- 
ever about the provisioning of his troops, who could never 
be found when he was wanted, — a “ chevalier sans jpeur et sans 
reproche. ” as he called himself, -— and was fond of talking with 
the French, sent a flag of truce, offering terms of surrender, 
and lost time and failed to execute the orders intrusted to 
him, . m 

61 1 make you a present of that column, my children,” he 
said, riding up to his troops, and pointing out the French to 
his cavalry. 

And his troops, mounted upon horses that could barely 
move, urged them with spur and sword-pricks into a trot, and, 
after intense efforts, advanced upon the column which had 
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been given to them, — in other words, upon a crowd of be- 
numbed Frenchmen half dead with hunger and cold ; and this 
column, which had been given to them, threw down its arms 
and surrendered, — as it long had been wishing to do ! 

At Krasnoye they took twenty-six thousand prisoners, and 
captured hundreds of cannon and a kind of a stick which they 
called “ the marshal’s baton 5 ” and they quarrelled as to who 
had distinguished themselves, and they were contented with 
this, but much regretted that they had not captured Napoleon 
or some hero, some one of the marshals, and they blamed each 
another, and especially Kutuzof. 

These men, carried away by their passions, were only the 
blind agents of the most grievous law of necessity, but they 
considered themselves heroes, and imagined that what they 
had done was a most worthy and noble work. 

They blamed Kutuzof, and declared that ever since the be- 
ginning of the campaign he had prevented them from con- 
quering Napoleon, and thought only of his own personal 
pleasures, and that he had been unwilling to leave Polotniani 
Zavodiii because he was comfortable there ; that at Krasnoye 
he stopped the movement because, on learning that Napoleon 
was there, he had lost his presence of mind, and that it was 
quite supposable that he had an understanding with Napoleon, 
that he had been bought over, etc.* 

Because contemporaries, carried away by their passions, 
spoke thus, Kutuzof is regarded by posterity and history 
(which call Napoleon u great”), by foreigners, — only as a sly, 
weak, and debauched old courtier; by Russians, as an indefi- 
nite sort of person, a puppet useful because of his Russian 
name. 


In 1812-1813, Kutuzof was openly accused of serious mis- 
takes. 

The sovereign -was displeased with him; and in the history 
of the campaign, written not long since, by imperial orders,! 
it is tetered that Kutuzof was a crafty courtier and liar, who 
trembled at the name of Napoleon, and who, by his blunders 
at Krasnoye and the Beresina, deprived the Russian troops of 
the glory of a complete victory over the French. 

* Wilson’s Memoir. 

t “ History of the Year 1812,” Bogdandvitch; characteristics of Kutuzof, 
and dissertation on the unsatisfactory results of the battles at Krasnoye. 
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Buck is the fate of men who are not great — not grand 
homme — or, since the Bussian intellect never recognizes them, 
such the fate of those rare and always solitary men who, being 
able to comprehend the will of Providence, subordinate their 
own wills to it. 

The hatred and scorn of the multitude punish these men 
for their comprehension of the higher laws. 

To Bussian historians — a strange and terrible thing to say ! 
. — Napoleon, that insignificant instrument of history, who 
never anywhere, even in exile, showed human dignity, -—Napo- 
leon is the object of admiration and enthusiasm : he is great 
— grand,! 

Kutuzof, on the other hand, the man who from the begin- 
ning to the end of his active life in 1812, from Borodino to 
Yilno, not once, by a single act or word, proved a traitor to 
himself, but offers an example unique in history, of self- 
sacrifice and present insight into the future significance of an 
event, — Kutuzof is to them something vague and pitiable, and 
when they speak of him and of 1812 they seem to be some- 
what ashamed. 

And yet it is hard to conceive an historical personage whose 
activity was so faithfully and so constantly devoted to a single 
aim. It is hard to imagine an aim more worthy or which 
better coincided with the will of a whole people. 

Still more difficult it would be to discover another example, 
in history, where an aim set by an historical personage was so 
completely realized as the aim to the attainment of which 
Kutuzof s whole activity was devoted in 1812. 

Kutuzof never talked about the forty centuries that looked 
down from the Pyramids, of the sacrifices he had made for 
his country, of what he intended to accomplish or had already 
accomplished. 

As a general thing, he spoke little of himself, never played 
any part, seemed always a most simple and ordinary man, and 
said only the most simple and the most ordinary things. 

He wrote letters to his daughters and to Madame Stahl,* 
read romances, liked the society of pretty women, jested with 
generals, officers, and soldiers, and never contradictecroSybody 
who tried to prove anything to him. 

When Count Bostopchin galloped across the Yauza bridge 
up to Kutuzof and loaded him with personal reproaches for 
the loss of Moscow, and said, a You promised not to give up 


* De Stael? 
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Moscow without a battle , 77 Kutuzof replied, although Moscow 
was already abandoned, — 

£C I shall not give up Moscow without a battle / 7 

When Arakcheyef came to him from the sovereign and said 
that Yermolof must be appointed chief of artillery, Kutuzof 
replied, although a few moments before he had expressed 
himself quite differently, — 

“ Yes. I only just now proposed that myself / 7 

What was it to him, who alone amid the foolish throng 
about him understood all the mighty significance of the event, 
what was it to him whether Count Rostopcliin attributed to 
him or any one else the desertion of Moscow ? Still less could 
he be concerned with the question who should be named chief 
of artillery. 

Not only in these circumstances, but on all occasions, this 
old man, who by experience of life had come to the conviction 
that thoughts, and the words whereby thoughts are expressed, 
do not stir men to action, spoke words absolutely without 
meaning, saying whatever came into his head. 

■ But this same man, who so scorned speech, never once, 
throughout the whole period of his activity, uttered a single 
word which would not have agreed with the one object toward 
the attainment of which he moved throughout the course of 
the war. 

It was with evident reluctance, with a painful assurance 
that he would not be understood, that again and again in the 
most varied circumstances he expressed his thoughts. 

From the time of the battle of Borodino, when his quarrel 
with those around him began, he alone declared that the battle 
of Borodino was a victory , and he repeated it both orally and in 
Ms letters, as well as in his reports, till the very end of his life. 

He alone declared that the loss of Moscow was not the loss of 
Ilussia. 

He, in reply to Lauriston, who was sent to offer terms of 
peace, said that peace could not be made, because such was 
not the will of the people. 

He alone, during the retreat of the French, declared that 
all our manoeuvres were useless , that everything would come out 
of itself better than we could wish, that it teas only necessary to 
give the enemy the 6i golden bridge ; ?7# that neither the battle of 
Tarutino , nor that of Krasnoye , nor that of Viamia was neces- 
sary ; that if they must reach the frontier, they must have troops ; 


* That is, give them every facility to destroy themselves. 
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\ that he would not sacrifice a single Russian soldier for ten 

Frenchmen . . t 

1 And he alone, this deceitful courtier, as he is represented 

\ to us, this man who to please his sovereign lied to Arak- 

■; cheyef, he alone, this courtier, at the risk of winning his sov- 

; ereigifis ill will, declared, at Yilno, that war beyond the frontier 

; wmdd be dangerous and useless. 

■ But words alone would not prove that he grasped the sig- 

nificance of the event. His acts — all without the slightest 
\ variation — all were directed to one and the same threefold 

: object: — 

1. To concentrate all his forces for any encounter with the 
i; Trench. 

jj 2. To vanquish them, and 

:j 3. To drive them from Eussia, while alleviating, so far as 

j was possible, the sufferings of the people and the troops, 

i He, this Kutuzof, the temporizer, whose device was u pa- 

tience and time,” the enemy of decisive actions, he gives 
battle at Borodino, clothing the preparation for it with un- 
exampled solemnity. 

He, this Kutuzof, who at Austerlitz, before the battle began, 
j ’ declares that it will be lost; and at Borodino, in spite of the 

conviction of the generals that it was a defeat, protests up to 
the time of his death that the battle of Borodino was a vic- 
tory, though the example of an army winning a victory, but 
being obliged to retreat, was unheard of in history, — he alone, 
during all the time of the retreat, insists upon refraining 
from further battles, since they were now useless — from 
beginning a new war, and from crossing the frontier. 

It is easy at the present time to comprehend the signifi- 
cance of the event, provided we do not concern ourselves with 
the mass of plans fermenting in the heads of a dozen men, 
since the great event, with all its consequences, lies before us. 

But how was it that at that time this old man, alone, against 
the opinions of many, was able to divine so accurately the 
significance of the national impression of the event, that he did 
not once through his whole activity prove false to it? 

This extraordinary power of insight into the import of the 
events accomplishing had its source in that national sentiment 
which he carried in his heart in all its purity and vigor. 

Only the recognition of this sentiment in Kutuzof compelled 
the people by such strange paths to choose this old man, in 
disgrace as he was, against the will of the sovereign, to be 
their representative in the national war. 



And only tins sentiment elevated Kutuzof to the high pinna- 
cle of humanity from which he ; the general-in-chief, employed 
all his efforts; not to kill and exterminate men, hut to save 
and have pity upon them. 

This simple, modest, and therefore truly grand figure could 
not be cast in the counterfeit mould employed by history for 
the European hero who is supposed to govern the nations. 

Eor the valet there can be no great man, because the valet 
has his own conception of greatness. 


CHAPTER VI. 

The seventeenth of November was the first day of the so- 
called battle of Krasnoye. Before dark, when after many 
disputes and blunders caused by generals who did not reach 
the places where they should have been, after much galloping 
about of adjutants with commands and counter-commands, 
when it was already self-evident that the enemy were every- 
where running away, and that a battle could not and would 
not take place, Kutuzof set forth from Krasnoye and rode to 
Dobroye, where headquarters had been established that same 
day. 

The day was clear and frosty. Kutuzof, with a big suite of 
generals most of whom were dissatisfied with him and were 
whispering behind his hack, rode to Dobroye, mounted on his 
stout white cob. 

The road all along was crowded with a party of French 
prisoners captured that day — seven thousand of them had 
been taken — who were trying to warm themselves around the 
bivouac fires. 

Not far from Dobroye a huge throng of ragged prisoners, 
wearing whatever they happened to have laid their hands on, 
were loudly talking, as they stood in the road near a long row 
of unlimbered cannon. 

As the commander-in-chief approached, the talking quieted 
down, and all eyes were fixed on Kutuzof, who, in his white 
hat 'vvluh red hand, and wadded capote hunched upon his 
stooping shoulders, slowly moved along the road. One of the 
generals reported to Kutuzof where the prisoners and cannon 
had been captured. 

Kutuzof seemed pre-occupied and did not hear the general' 1 s 
words. He involuntarily blinked his eyes, and kept gazing 
attentively and fixedly at the figures of the prisoners, who 
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who held the French eagle and had unexpectedly inclined it 
toward the Preobrazhensky standard. “ Lower, louver still, — 
that’s the way. Hurrah, children ! ” he cried, with a quick I 

movement of his chin, turning to the soldiers. 

a Hurrah, rah-rah ! ” roared forth from thousands of voices. 

While the soldiers were cheering, Kutuzof bent down to his - 

saddle, inclined his head, and his eyes gleamed with a gentle, j 

perceptibly ironical gleam. ! 

" Well, boys ! 99 * he began when the cheering had ceased. 1 

And suddenly his voice and the expression of his face j 

changed ; it was no longer the commander-in-chief who spoke, i 

but simply an old man, who evidently had something of im- j 

portance to communicate to his companions in arms. j 

Through the crowd of officers and the ranks of the soldiers 
ran a stir, as they pressed forward to hear more distinctly * 

what he should now have to say : — 

“Well, boys! I know it’s hard for you, but what’s to be 
done ? Have patience ; it is not for long. When we have 
escorted our guests out of the country we will rest. The tsar 
will not forget your labors, will not forget you. It is hard 
for you, but you are at home all this time, while they — see 
what they have come to,” said he, indicating the prisoners, — 
u worse than the lowest beggars. While they were strong we 
had no pity on them, but now we may pity them. They, too, 
are men. Isn’t that so, children ? ” 

He glanced around him, and in the earnest, respectfully 
perplexed glances fixed upon him he read their sympathy in 
what he had said. His face was constantly more and more 
illumined by the benevolent smile of old age, by the star-like 
lines irradiating from the comers of his mouth and eyes. 

He remained silent for a little, and in seeming perplexity 
dropped his head. 

“ Of course It may be said, who invited them to come to 

us ? They deserve it, by 99 said he, suddenly raising his 

head. _ And, cracking his whip, lie rode off at a gallop, for the 
first time in the whole campaign followed by roars of laugh- 
ter and a terrific hurrah ringing down the long lines of the 
soldiSTS^s they broke ranks. 

The words spoken by Kutuzof could have been scarcely 
understood by the troops. Ho one would have been able to 
report accurately, either the solemn words which the field- 
marshal had spoken first, or the kindly simplicity of the old 
man’s words at the last ; hut not only was the tone of sincerity 
* Bratsui, brothers. 
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that rang through the whole speech comprehensible, hut that 
peculiar sense of majestic solemnity in union with compassion 
for their enemies, and with the feeling of the righteousness 
of their cause, expressed, if in nothing else, in that old-fash- 
ioned, good-natured execration, this feeling found an echo in 
every man’s breast, and found utterance in that joyful, long 
undying shout. 

When afterwards one of the generals came and asked 
Kutuzof if he would not prefer to ride in his calash, in his 
reply he unexpectedly broke into sobs, evidently being over- 
come by the greatest emotion. 


CHAPTER VII. 

On the twentieth of November, the last day of the battles 
of Krasnoye, it was already twilight when the troops reached 
their halting-place for the night. The whole day had been 
calm and cold with an occasional light fall of snow. Toward 
evening it had begun to clear off. Even while the last flakes 
were falling the dark purple starry sky could be seen and the 
cold grew more intense. 

A regiment of musketeers, which had left Tarutino three 
thousand strong, and now mustered nine hundred, was one of 
the first to reach the place of bivouac, — a village on the high- 
road. 

The billeters, who met the regiment, explained that all the 
cottages were occupied by sick and dying Frenchmen, cavalry- 
j men, and staff officers. There was only one izba for the regi- 
mental commander. 

The regimental commander went to his quarters. The regi- 
ment marched through the village and stacked their arms near * 

the last houses on the high-road. 

Like a monstrous many-limbed animal, the regiment at once 1 

set to work to provide for itself a lair and food. One squad f. 

of the men, ploughing through snow above their knees, went ^ 

to a birch grove, at the right of the road, and immediately 
from the grove were heard the sounds of axes, cutTSSSs, the 
crashing of falling limbs, and gay voices. 

A second detachment were gathered around the place where 
idle regiment’s carts and horses were drawn up, noisily busy in > 

getting out kettles and hardtack and in foddering the horses. 

A third detachment were scattered through the village, pre- 
paring quarters for the staff officers, clearing away the dead 
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bodies of the French that lay in the izbas, and dragging off 
beams, dry wood, and straw from the roofs for their fires, and 
wattled hedges for shelter. A dozen or more soldiers behind 
a row of cottages at the extreme edge of the village, with a 
jocund shout, were pulling at the high wattling of a shed from 
which the roof had already been torn. 

“Now then ! once more, all together !” cried the voices, and 
under the darkness of the night the fabric of the hedge, laden 
with snow, rocked with a frosty, crackling sound. 

The lower posts gave way more and more, and at last the 
wattling started to give way, taking with it the soldiers who 
were pushing against it. There were heard loud, coarse shouts 
and laughter. 

“ Look out there, you two l” — “ Give the hand-spike * 
here ! ” 

“ There, that’s the way ! ” 

“What are you climbing up there for ? ” 

“Now, all together. Now wait, boys ! — With a chorus ! ” 

All became silent, and a mellow, velvety, sweet voice struck 
up the song. At the end of the third stanza, as the last note 
died away, a score of voices took up the refrain in unison, — 

“ U — u — u — u ! idyot / JRazom ! Navdlis dyetki ! ” — 
“She falls! once more — a long pull and a strong pull, 
boys ! ” 

But, in spite of their united efforts, the wattling gave but 
little, and in the silence that ensued was heard their heavy 
breathing. 

“ Ho there, Company Six ! Fiends ! Devils ! Lend a hand ! 
We’ll do as much for you some day ! ” 

A score of men from Company Six, who were passing 
through the village, joined forces with the others, and the 
wattling, five sazhens long and a sazhen, or seven feet, wide, 
bending under its own weight, and crushing and bruising the 
shoulders of the panting soldiers who carried it, moved along 
the village street. “Keep step there ! — There you are stum- 
bling ! Can’t you keep your balance ? ” 

T here was no cessation of the jovial though sometimes 
coar§e ! aTd j urgation. 

“What is the matter with you?” suddenly rang out the 
imperious voice of a soldier, who came hastening toward 
them. 

“There are gentlemen here ! The anaral , himself, is in 
# The speaker, a man from Tula perhaps, says rdtchag instead of mitclidg * 
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that izba, hut you are devils, fiends incarnate, foul-mouthed 
■wretches ! Fll give it to you ! ” yelled the sergeant, and, with 
all his might, he struck the first soldier he encountered a blow- 
on the hack. “ Can’t you keep quiet ? ” 

The soldiers ceased their noise. The soldier who had been 
struck grunted, and began to rub his face, which was covered 
with blood from being knocked head first into the wattled 
branches of the hedge, which had lacerated it. 

££ The devil ! How he made me smart for it ! See how it 
made my whole mug bleed!” said he, in a timid whisper, 
when the sergeant had gone back. 

a And so you don’t like it ! ” said a mocking voice, and, 
moderating their tones, the soldiers went on their way. When 
once they were beyond the village, they once more began to 
talk as loud as ever, punctuating their conversation with the 
same aimless objurgations. 

In the cottage by which the soldiers had been passing were 
collected some of the higher officers, and, as they drank their 
tea, the conversation waxed lively over the events of the past 
day and the proposed manoeuvres of the following day. It 
was proposed to make a flank march to the left, to cut off the 
viceroy and take him prisoner. 

When the soldiers brought in the wattled hedge, already in 
various directions the fires for cooking were merrily burning. 
The wood was snapping, the snow melted, and the dark 
shadows of soldiers were moving up and down over the whole 
space, trampling down the snow. 

Axes and cutlasses were busy at work in various directions. 
Everything was done without special orders. Wood was 
brought for the night supply ; wigwams were prepared for the 
officers, kettles were set to boiling, arms and ammunition were 
put into order. 

The hedge brought in by the men of the Eighth Company 
was set up in the form of a semicircular screen toward the 
north, and propped up with stakes while the fire was kindled 
under its shelter. The drums beat the tattoo, the roll was 
called, the men took their supper and disposed themselves for 
the night around the bivouac fires — one repairing ESPioot- 
gear, another smoking his pipe, another (stripped to the skin) 
roasting his lice ! 
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CHAPTEB YIII. 


It would seem as if in those almost unimaginably difficult 
conditions of existence in ■which the Eussian soldiers were 
brought at this time, lacking warm boots, lacking overcoats, 
without shelter over their heads, in the snow with the tem- 
perature at eighteen degrees below zero, lacking a sufficiency 
of provisions, which frequently failed to arrive, — it would 
seem as if these soldiers might by good rights have presented 
a most pitiable and melancholy spectacle. 

On the contrary, never, even in the very most favorable 
material conditions, did the army present a more gay and ani- 
mated spectacle. It was due to the fact that each day the 
army lost out of its ranks all those who began to show signs 
of weakness or depression, all who were physically or morally 
feeble had long since been left behind ; the very flower of the 
army remained — through strength of spirit and of body. 

The Eighth Company, who had set up the shelter of the wat- 
tling, had more than its share of men. Two sergeant-majors 
had come behind it, and their fire blazed up brighter than any 
of the others. — They demanded in exchange for the right to 
sit behind the shelter an offering of firewood. 

u Hey, Makayef ! what’s the matter with you? Did you 
get lost, or did the wolves eat you ? Bring us some wood,” 
cried one, a rubicund-faced, red-haired soldier, scowling and 
winking from the smoke, but not offering to stir from the 
fire. “ Come here, you crow, bring us some wood,” cried this 
soldier, addressing another. 

v The red-headed man was neither a non-commissioned officer 

nor a corporal, but was simply a sound, healthy private, 

l and therefore he ordered around those who were weaker than 

1 lie * 

^ A thin little soldier with a sharp nose, the one they called 

a Crow,” — Vorona, — submissively got up and started to 
obey the command; but at this time the firelight fell on the 
slendSTpgraceful figure of a soldier lugging an armful of 
fagots. 

a Give it here, that’s first-rate.” 

% The wood was broken up and thrown on, and the men blew 

it with their months and fanned it with their coat-tails, and 
the flame began to hiss and crackle. The soldiers, gathering 
closer, lighted their pipes.— The handsome young soldier who 
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had brought the fagots put his arms akimbo and began 
swiftly and skilfully to dance a shuffle where he stood, to 
'warm his frozen feet. 

u Akh, mdmenka , 
kholodnctya rosct 
JDa Jchoroshd — 

Dafmiishkatera .* 

“ But the musketeer,” he added, apparently hiccoughing at 
every syllable of the song. 

“ Hey, there, your soles are flying off,” pried the red-haired 
man, observing that one of the young soldier’s soles was hang- 
ing loose. “ It’s poison to dance.” 

The dancer paused, tore off the loose leather and flung it 
into the fire. 

“ That’s so, brother,” said he, and, sitting down, he got out 
of his knapsack a piece of blue French cloth and proceeded to 
wrap it around his foot and leg. “ It will do for a pair,” he 
added, stretching his feet out toward the fire. “ We’ll soon 
have new ones. They say, when we’ve killed ’em all off, we’ll 
have enough for a couple of pairs.” 

“But, say, did you see that son of a dog Petrof? He 
straggled behind, didn’t he?” asked one of the sergeant- 
majors. 

“ I saw him some time ago,” said another. 

“ So, then, the soldier boy ” — 

“ They say that in the Third Company yesterday nine men 
missed roll-call.” 

“Well, but how’s a man to walk when his feet are frozen 
off, tell me that ! ” 

“Eh, it’s idle to talk about it,” said the sergeant-major. 

“Well, how would you like it?” asked an old soldier re- 
proachfully, addressing the one who had spoken about feet 
being frozen off. 

“What’s your idea about it ?” suddenly getting up from 
the farther side of the fire, cried, in a shrill, trembling voice, 
the sharp-nosed soldier whom they called Yorona, the crow. 
“The fat grows lean, and lean ones has to die. Tfe^s my 
case. My strength’s all gone,” said he, suddenly taking a 
resolute tone and addressing the sergeant-major. “Have me 
sent to the hospital. The rhemnatiz has got the upper hand 
o’ me. And, besides, what difference does it make ? ” 


Ab, dear little mother, cold is the dew, hut the musketeer 
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“ There, now, that’ll do, that’ll do,” said the sergeant-major 
calmly. 

The little soldier relapsed into silence, and the general 
conversation went on. 

“ To-day they took a good number of these Frenchmen, but, 
as for boots, it’s safe to say not one had any good for any- 
thing — not one worthy of the name,” began one of the sol- 
diers, with the purpose of starting a new subject. 

“ The Cossacks got all their boots. When they cleaned out 
the izba for the colonel, they dragged ’em out. It was a pity 
to see, hoys,” said the dancer. “How they flung them 
around. One was so alive that, would you believe it, he 
muttered something in his own language! A wonderful 
people.” 

“ They’re a clean people, hoys,” said the first. “ White as 
a white birch, and some fine fellows among them, I tell you, — 
noblemen.” 

“Well, why shouldn’t there be? They’ve recruited all 
sorts.” 

“But they can’t talk with us in our language,” said the 
dancer with a smile of perplexity. “ I say to one of ’em, 
1 Under what crown — chei koronui? ’ and he talks back in his 
own gibberish. A wonderful people ! ” 

“There’s something odd about it, brothers,” pursued the 
one who had been amazed at the whiteness of their skins, 
“ the peasants told me at Mozhaisk that when they started to 
clear up the dead where the battle was and where their bodies 
had been laying most a month, and what do you think, says 
he, theirs was as white as white paper and just as clean, and 
there wasn’t the slightest bit of smell about them.” 

“Well, don’t you suppose ’twas from the cold ? ” suggested 
one man. 

“ Well, you are smart ! From the cold ! Why, it was hot 
weather. Besides, if it had been from the freezing, then ours 
wouldn’t have spoiled either. But no, says he, when they 
came to one of ours, he’d be all eaten up with worms, says he. 
And so, says he, we had to put a handkerchief round our 
noses^ssd turn away our heads and get ’em off — couldn’t 
stand it. But theirs, says he, was like white paper ; and not 
a grain of smell about ’em.” 

All were silent. \ 

“ Must be from their victuals,” said the sergeant-major. 
“They feed like gentlemen.” 

Ko one replied to this. 
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“THs muzhik told me at Mozhaisk that they came out 
from a dozen villages and worked twenty days carting ’em 
off, and didn’t get the job done even then — the dead, I mean 
— The wolves too, says he ” — 

“That battle amounted to something,” said an old soldier. 
“That was a thing to remember ; but those since, why, they’ve 
been nothing but a torment to the boys.” 

“Well, little uncle, day before yesterday, we gave it to 
’em. But they won’t let us catch up with ’em. They’ve been 
throwing down their muskets lively. Down on their knees ! 

1 Pardon,’ they say. Now take one example. Platof twice 
took ’Poleon himself. He did not know a word about it. He 
•gets him, gets him. That’s the way, has the bird in his hands, 
lets him go — and off he flies, off he flies. And so no chance 
to kill him.” 

“What a healthy liar you are, Kiselef. I’m looking at 
you.” 

“Why liar ? Honest truth ! ” 

^ “ If I’d had the chance, I’d given it to him. I’d knocked 
him down with an aspen cudgel. See how he’s ruined us.” 

“We’ll do it before we get through. No way of his escap- 
ing,” said the old soldier, yawning. 

The conversation died away : the soldiers began to get ready 
for the night. 

“Just see the stars, terrible lot of them! One would say 
the women had been spreading out clothes,” said a soldier, 
pointing to the Milky Way. 

“Signs of a good year, boys.” 

“ Will any more fuel be needed ? ” 

“ My back’s scorching, but my belly’s frozen. Queer things 
happen.” 

“0 Lord” — 

“What are you jabbering about ? Are you the only one, 
pray, that’s burning ? There — stretch yourself out.” 

Amid the gradually established silence was heard the snor- 
ing of several sleepers j the rest kept turning from side to 
side in their efforts to keep warm, and occasionally uttered 
exclamations. «**■ 

From a bivouac fire a hundred paces distant was heard a 
burst of jovial, good-natured laughter. 

“Hark ! What a noise they’re making in the Fifth Com- 
pany,” said one soldier. “ And what a terrible lot of men ! ” 

One soldier got up and went over to Company Five. 

“ Great fun l ” said he, when he came back. “They’ve sot 
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a couple of Frenchmen- : * one’s half frozen ; but t’other one’s 
lively enough. He’s singing.” 

“ O-o ? let’s go and see ! ” 

Several of the soldiers went over to Company Five. 


CHAPTER IX. 

The Fifth Company were stationed near the grove. A huge 
bivouac fire was brightly blazing in the midst of the snow, 
casting its light on the branches of the trees, weighed down 
with their burden of frost. 

In the midst of the night the soldiers of Company Five 
had heard steps in the snow, and the cracking of dry branches 
in the forest. 

“Boys, a bear ! ” f cried one soldier. 

All raised their heads and listened; and forth from the 
forest, into the bright light of the fire, pushed two human 
forms, strangely clad and holding by each other’s hands. 

They were two Frenchmen, who had hidden in the forest 
Hoarsely speaking something in a tongue unknown to the 
soldiers, they approached the fire. 

One was tall and wore an officer’s hat, and seemed perfectly 
fagged. Approaching the fire, he tried to sit down, but fell 
fiat. 

The other, a small, dumpy private, with his ears tied up in 
a handkerchief, was stronger. He lifted his comrade, and, 
pointing to his mouth, said something. 

The soldiers gathered around the Frenchman, spread down 
a cloak for the sick one, and gave them both kasha-gruel and 
vodka. 

The enfeebled French officer was Bamball ; the one with 
the handkerchief tied around his ears was his servant Morel. 

When Morel had drunk the vodka and eaten a small kettle 
of kasha, he suddenly grew painfully jolly, and kept talking 
all the time, though the soldiers could not understand a word 
he said. 

Bambtdl ' refused the food, and lay silently leaning on his 
elbow by the fire, with dull red eyes, staring at the Russians. 
Occasionally he uttered a long, low groan, and then relapsed 
into silence. 

* Khranisusa. - ;■ : : 

t Rebydta, vyedmtcV l The speaker is from Southern Russia, and says 
vyedmdd' for medvye'd\ 
vol. 4 . ■ — 14 . 
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Morel, pointing to Ms shoulders, made the soldiers under- 
stand that he was an officer, and that he needed to be warmed. 

A Russian officer who came up to the bivouac fire sent to 
ask the colonel if he would not take in a French officer ; and 
when the messenger said that the colonel ordered the officer 
to be brought to him, Ramball was invited to go. 

He got up and tried to walk, but tottered, and would have 
fallen if a soldier who happened to be standing near had not 
supported him. 

“What? Can't you come it?” asked one soldier, turning 
to Ramball with a wink and a grin. 

“ Oh, you idiot ! durak ! " — “Can't you have some decency ? " 

« What a muzhik! Truly a muzhik!" were heard in 

accents of reproach to the jesting soldier. 

They gathered round Ramball; two of them lifted him up 
in their arms and bore him to the izba. He threw his arms 
around their necks and kept repeating in piteous tones : — 
“ Oh ! mes braves , oh tMS born , mes bons amis ! Voila des 
hommes ! oh mes braves , mes bons amis ! " and like a child 
rested his head on the shoulder of one of the soldiers. 

Meantime Morel sat in the seat of honor, surrounded by 
the soldiers. 

Morel, a little squat Frenchman, with inflamed, teary eyes, 
with a woman's handkerchief tied over his cap, was dressed 
in a woman's shabby sheepskin shubyonka. The vodka had 
evidently gone to his head, and he, while holding the hand of 
the soldier who sat next him, was singing, in a hoarse, broken 
voice, a French song. 

The soldiers held their sides as they looked at him. 

“How then, now then, teach us that. How does it go ? 
I'll catch it in a moment. How is it ? " asked the jester, 
who was a singer, and whose hand Morel had seized. 


“ Vive Henri Quatre l 
Vive ce roi vaillant ! 99 


sang Morel, winking one eye. 


“ Ce didble h quatre ! . . . 55 * 

“ Vivarikd Vif seruvani! Sidiobliakd ! " repeated the sol- 
dier, beating time with his hand, and actually catching the 
tune. “ See how clever ! ho ! — ho ! — ho ! — ho ! — ho ! " 

* “ Live Henry IV. ! Long live the gallant king,” etc. (French song.) 
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arose tlie coarse, jocund laughter from every side. Morel, 
frowning, laughed also. 

“ Well, give us some more, more ! ” 

ic Qui eut le triple talent 
De boire , de battre , 

M d'etre un vert galant!” * 

u Now that goes well, too ! ” — tc Now, then, Zaletayef ! 99 

" Kiu ! 99 repeated Zaletayef, with a will, — u Mu — m — 
in 99 — he dwelt on the diphthong, trying to stick out his 
lips, — a letrijpiala de bu de ba i detmvagala " he sang. 

“ Ai ! splendid ! He’s a real Frenchy ! 99 

6C 0i ! — ho! ho! ho! ho!” — “ Don’t you want something 
more to eat ? ” 

“ G-ive him some more kasha ! It J ll take some time to fill 
up his hunger.” 

They gave him another bowl of the gruel, and then Morel, 
laughing, took still a third. Jovial smiles broadened the faces 
of all the young soldiers as they looked at Morel. The old 
veterans, counting it unseemly to descend to such trivialities, 
lay on the other side of the fire, but occasionally raised them- 
selves on their elbows and stared at Morel. 

“ They’re men like us,” said one of them, as he wrapped 
himself up in his cloak. “ Even wormwood has roots to grow 
by.” — a Go ! Lord ! Lord ! What a terrible lot of stars ! It’s 
going to be a cold night.” 

And all grew silent again. 

The stars, as though knowing that now no one was looking 
at them, played merrily in the dark sky. Now flashing out, 
now dying down again, now twinkling, they seemed to be 
busily engaged in communing among themselves concerning 
something pleasant but mysterious. 


CHAPTER X. 

The French troops melted away in a regular mathematical 
progression. 

Even this passage of the Beresina, about which so much has 
been written, was only one of the intermediate steps in the 
destruction of the French army, and not at all a decisive epi- 
sode of the campaign. 

* “ Who had the threefold talent of drinking, of fighting, and of being 
loved.” v': 
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If so much, has been written and still is written about the 
Beresina, it is, so far as concerns the French, simply because 
the misfortunes which the French army had, up to that time, 
endured coming steadily, here suddenly accumulated in one 
moment at the broken bridge on the river — one tragic disas- 
ter, which remained in the memory of all. 

On the part of the [Russians much has been talked and 
written about the Beresina, simply because at Petersburg, far 
away from the theatre of war, a plan was made (by Pfuhl) for 
drawing Napoleon into a strategical snare on the river Beresina. 

All were persuaded that everything would be carried out in 
conformity with the plan, and therefore they insisted that 
the passage of the Beresina was the destruction of the French. 

In reality, the results of the passage of the Beresina were 
far less disastrous to the French in loss of artillery and prison- 
ers than the battle of Krasnoye, as is proved by statistics. 

The sole significance of the passage of the Beresina lies in 
this, that it proved beyond a doubt the absurdity of all plans 
for cutting off the retreat of the French, and the correctness 
of the only feasible operation, that demanded by Kutuzof 
and all the troops (as a whole), —the idea of simply pursuing 
the enemy. 

The throngs of the French hurried on with constantly in- 
creasing velocity, with ail their energies concentrated upon 
reaching their goal. They fled like a wounded animal, and it 
was impossible to stop them in their course. 

This is proved not so much by the arrangements made for 
the passage as by what occurred at the bridges. 

When the bridges were destroyed, — soldiers without 
weapons, natives of Moscow, women and children, who were 
in convoy of the French, all carried away by the force of 
inertia, instead of giving themselves up, pushed on, throwing 
themselves into the boats or into the icy waters. 

This impetus was a matter of course. 

The situation of the fugitives and of the pursuers was 
equally bad. Each one being in company with his fellows 
in misfortune had hope of their help from the definite place 
which he held among his fellows. 

If he surrendered to the Russians, he would be in the same 
condition of wretchedness, would indeed be far worse off as 
far as all the requirements of living -were concerned. 

The French did not need exact information of the fact that 
half of the prisoners whom the Russians did not know what 
to do with, in spite of their desires to save them, had died 
of hunger and starvation. 
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The most compassionate Bussian generals, those well dis- 
posed toward the French, Frenchmen in the Bussian service, 
could do nothing for the prisoners. The French perished of 
the miseries which attended the Bussian army. 

It was an impossibility to take from their famished soldiers 
bread and clothes in order to give them to the French, how- 
ever inoffensive, friendly, and even innocent they might be. 

A few even did this, but they were only exceptions. 

Behind the French was certain destruction; before them 
was hope. They had burned their ships, there was no other 
safety than in associated flight ; and upon this associated flight 
all the energies of the French were concentrated. 

The farther the French fled and the more pitiable the condi- 
tion of their remnants became, especially after the Beresina, — 
on which, in consequence of the Petersburg plan, especial 
hopes were rested, — the more frantically excited waxed the 
passions of the Bussian generals, who indulged in recrimina- 
tions of each other and especially of Kutuzof. 

Taking for granted that the failure of the Petersburg plan 
at the Beresina would be attributed to him, their discontent 
with him, their scorn of him, and their sarcasms at his ex- 
pense were expressed with greater and greater violence. 
Their sarcasms and scorn, of course, were couched under the 
form of respect, so that Kutuzof could not demand in what 
way and why he was blamed. 

They never talked with him seriously; while making their 
reports to him and asking his advice, they affected to conform 
with the gravest ceremony, but behind his back they winked at 
each other and at every step tried to deceive him. 

All these men, from the very reason that they could not 
understand him, were convinced that there was nothing to he 
said to this old man, that he would never penetrate into all 
the wisdom of their plans, that he would simply repeat his 
phrases — it seemed to them they were nothing but phrases — 
about u the golden bridge/ 7 and that he could not think of 
crossing the border with a troop of vagabonds. 

This was all that he had ever been heard to say. And all 
that he said, — for example, that it was necessary to wait for 
provisions, that the men were unprovided with boots, — all this 
was so simple, and all that they proposed was so complicated 
and deep, that it was a self-evident truth for them that he was 
stupid and old, and they were the commanders of genius, who 
were only lacking in power. 

Especially after that brilliant admiral and hero, Wittgen- 
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stein, from Petersburg, joined the army, this disposition and 
this disaffection reached its height. Kutuzof saw it, and, sigh- 
ing, simply shrugged his shoulders. But one time — after the 
Beresina — he lost his temper, and wrote the following note 
to Wittgenstein, who had made a special report to the sov- 
ereign. 

“ Owing to yonr severe attacks of illness, your excellency * will be kind 
enough on receipt of this to retire to Kaluga, where you will await his 
imperial majesty’s further commands and orders.” 

But after the retirement of Benigsen came the Grand Duke 
Konstantin Pavlovitch, who had been present at the begin- 
ning of the campaign and had been removed from Kutuzoffs 
army. Kow the grand duke, on reaching the army, assured 
Kutuzof of the dissatisfaction of his majesty the emperor at 
the insufficient successes of our troops and the slowness of 
our movements, and informed him that his majesty the 
emperor, himself, intended shortly to be present with the 
army.' 

This old man, who was no less experienced in the affairs 
of courts than in affairs military, this Kutuzof, who had been 
appointed commander-in-chief the previous August against 
the sovereign’s will, this man who sent the heir-apparent 
and the grand duke away from the army, who by the power 
invested in him had signed the abandonment of Moscow, this 
same Kutuzof now instantly realized that his time was come, 
that his part was played, and that the semblance of power 
which he had held was his no more. 

And not by his court instinct alone did he realize this. On 
the one hand, he saw that the war in which he had played his 
part was ended, and he felt that his calling was fulfilled. On 
the other hand, at the same time, he began to feel physical 
weariness in his old frame and the absolute need of physical 
rest. 

Kutuzof, on the eleventh of December, arrived at Yilno — 
(c his good Yilno,” as he called it. Twice during his career 
Kutuzof had been governor of Yilno. In the rich city, which 
had not suffered from the devastation of war, Kutuzof found, 
besides the amenities of life, of which he had been deprived 
so long, old friends and pleasant recollections. And suddenly, 
casting off all military and governmental cares, he plunged 
into this calm, equable life so far as he was allowed to do so 
by the passions seething around him, as though all that was 
. * Vashe vuisolcoprevosJchodityelstvo. 
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occurring and about to occur in the historical world concerned 
him not. 

Chitchagof, one of the most disaffected and volatile of men, 
— Chitchagof, who had at first been anxious to make a diver- 
sion into Greece and afterwards against Warsaw, though he 
was never willing to go where he was sent, — Chitchagof, who 
was famous for his audacious speech to the sovereign, — Chi- 
tchagof, who considered himself Kutuzoffs benefactor, because 
when, in 1811, he had been sent to conclude peace with Turkey, 
without Kutuzoffs knowledge, he, on discovering that the 
peace was already concluded, acknowledged before the sover- 
eign that the credit of concluding the peace belonged to Kutu- 
zof, — this same Chitchagof was the first to meet Kutuzof 
at the castle of Yilno, where Kutuzof was to be lodged. 
Chitchagof, in naval undress uniform, holding his forage cap 
under his arm, gave Kutuzof his report and handed him the 
keys of the city. 

That scornfully respectful demeanor of the young to Kutu- 
zof, who was regarded as in his dotage, was shown in the 
highest degree in all the behavior of Chitchagof, who knew of 
the charges made against his senior. 

While engaged in conversation with Chitchagof, he told him, 
among other things, that the carriages with plate which had 
been captured from him at Borisovo were safe and would be 
restored to him. 

u You wish to inform me that I have nothing to eat on. — 
On the contrary, I can furnish you with everything even,, in 
case you should wish to give dinner-parties/ 7 * replied Chi- 
tchagof angrily, in every word that he spoke wishing to prove 
his correctness of style, and therefore supposing that Kutuzof 
was occupied with the same. 

Kutuzof smiled his peculiar, shrewd smile, and, shrugging 
his shoulders, replied, " Ce West gue pour dire ce gue je mm 
dis” — (( It was only to tell you that I told you. 77 

Kutuzof, contrary to the sovereign’s wish, kept the larger 
part of the army at Yilno. Kutuzof, according to those who 
had most to do with him, was greatly shaken and was very 
weak physically during liis stay at Yilno. It was with a 
very had grace that he occupied himself with military affairs ; 
he intrusted everything to his generals, and, while waiting for 
the sovereign, gave himself up to a life of dissipation. 

* " C’est pour me dire queje rdai pas sur guoi manger . - . Jepuis au con- 
traire vous fournir de tout dans le c as memo oit vou$ voudriez donnev de$ 
diners.” ' 
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When, on the twenty-third of December, the sovereign with 
his suite, — Count Tolstoi, Prince Volkonsky, Arakcheyef, and 
others, — after a four days’ journey from Petersburg, reached 
Vilno, he drove in his travelling sledge directly to the castle. 
In spite of the severe cold, a hundred generals and staff offi- 
cers, in full-dress uniform, and the guard of honor of the 
Semyonovsky regiment, were waiting at the castle. 

A courier, dashing up to the castle in a sledge drawn by a 
sweaty troika, cried, “ He’s coming ! ” Konovnitsuin hurried 
into the vestibule to inform Kutuzof, who was expecting him 
in the small room of the concierge. 

At the end of a moment the old general’s stout, portly form, 
in full-dress uniform, his full regalia covering his chest, and 
with a scarf tied around his abdomen, came tottering and 
swaying to the head of the stairs. Kutuzof put his three- 
cornered hat on, point front, took his gloves in his hand, and, 
letting himself painfully, toilsomely sideways down the steps, 
stepped forth and took in his hand the report which had been 
prepared to give to the sovereign. 

There was a running to and fro, a sound of hurried talking, 
another troika came unexpectedly flying by, and all eyes were 
fixed on a sledge that came flying along, in which could be 
already seen the figures of the sovereign and Volkonsky. 

All this had its physically exciting effect on the old general, 
though he had been used to it for half a century. With a 
hasty, nervous movement he adjusted his decorations and 
straightened his hat, and the instant that the sovereign, step- 
ping out of the sledge, raised his eyes to him, taking courage 
and lifting himself up to his full height, he handed him 
the report and began to speak in his measured, ingratiating 
voice. 

The sovereign, with a swift glance, measured Kutuzof from 
head to feet, frowned for an instant, but, instantly mastering 
himself, stepped forward, and, stretching out his arms, embraced 
the old general. 

Once more, owing to the old familiar impression and to the 
thoughts that came surging into his mind, this embrace had 
its usual effect upon Kutuzof : he sobbed. 

The sovereign greeted the officers and the Semyonovsky 
Guard, and, having once more shaken hands with the old 
general, he went with him into the castle. 

After the sovereign was left alone with his field-marshal, 
he freely expressed his dissatisfaction with the slowness of 
the pursuit, with the mistakes made at Krasnoye and on the 
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Reresina, and gave him bis ideas as to what should be the 
coming campaign beyond the frontier. 

Kutuzof made no reply or remark. That same submissive 
and stupid expression -with which seven years before he had 
listened to his sovereign’s comments on the field of Austerlitz 
rested now on his face. 

When Kutuzof left the cabinet and was passing along the 
hall with his heavy, plunging gait and with sunken head, some 
one’s voice called him back. 

“ Your serene highness,” cried some one. 

Kutuzof raised his head and looked long into the eyes of 
Count Tolstoi, who with a small trinket on a silver platter 
stood before him. 

Kutuzof apparently knew not what was wanted of him. 

Suddenly he came to himself ; a scarcely perceptible smile 
flashed across his pudgy face, and, making a low and respect- 
ful bow, he took the object lying on the platter. 

It was “ the George ” of the first degree. 


CHAPTER XL 

The next day the field-marshal gave a dinner and a ball 
which the sovereign honored with his presence. 

Kutuzof had received the George of the first degree ; the 
sovereign had paid him the highest honors ; but the sover- 
eign’s dissatisfaction toward the field-marshal was noticeable 
to every one. The proprieties were strictly observed, and the 
sovereign set the first example of this ; but all knew that the 
old general was considered blameworthy and unfit for further 
employment. 

When, at the hall, Kutuzof, in accordance with an old cus- 
tom of Catherine’s time, commanded the standards captured 
from the enemy to be inclined before the sovereign as he 
entered the ball-room, the sovereign frowned with annoyance, 
and muttered certain words, among which some overheard the 
expression, — u Starui Komedidnt — the old actor ! ” 

The sovereign’s di ssatisf action with Kutuzof was increased in 
Yilno, especially because Kutuzof evidently would not or could 
not understand the significance of the campaign before him. 

L When, on the following morning, the sovereign said to the 

officers who came to pay their respects to him, “You have 
saved not Russia alone; you have saved all Europe,” every 
one very well understood that the war was not ended. 
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f Kutuzof was the only one who would not see this, and he 

!' openly expressed his opinion that a new war could not im- 

prove the position or increase the glory of Russia, but could 
only weaken her position and diminish the already lofty pin- 
nacle of glory on which Russia, in his opinion, was now stand- 
11 ing. He endeavored to show the sovereign the impossibility 

of recruiting fresh armies ; he spoke about the difficult posi- 
j i tion of the inhabitants, and hinted at the possibility of failure 

and the like. 

i i Having such ideas, the field-marshal naturally made himself 

only a hinderance and a stumbling-block in the way of the war 
then beginning. 

In order to avoid collisions with the old general, a conven- 
ient way presented itself, which was : — just as at Austerlitz, 
and as at the beginning of the campaign when Barclay was 
| ’ commander-in-chief, to take out from under the commander- 

; in-chief the ground of the power whereon he stood, without 

disturbing him, or even letting him realize it, and to transfer 
I 1 it to the sovereign himself. 

With this end in view, the staff was gradually re-formed, 

| i: and all that constituted the strength of Kutuzofs staff was 

destroyed or transferred to the sovereign’s. 

Toll, Konovnitsuin, Yermolof, received other appointments. 
All openly expressed the opinion that the field-marshal was 
becoming very weak, and that his health was in a precarious 
condition. 

It was necessary for him to be in “ weak health,” so that he 
might transfer his place to his successor. And the truth was 
his health was feeble. 

Just as naturally and simply and gradually as Kutuzof had 
been summoned from Turkey to appear in the court of the 
exchequer at Petersburg to take charge of the landwehr and 
afterwards of the army, so now when it was necessary it came 
about just as naturally, gradually, and simply, when Kutuzofs 
part had been played to the end, that his place should be filled 
by the new actor that was required. 

The war of 1812, besides accomplishing the national object 
so dear to every Russian heart, was destined to have another 
significance still : — one European. 

The movements of the nations from west to east was to be 
followed by a movement from east to west, and for this new 
war a new actor was needed, who had other qualities and views 
from those of Kutuzof, and was moved by other impulses. 
Alexander the First was as necessary to move the nations 


WAR AND PEACE. 


219 


from east to west and to establish, the boundaries of the 
nations as Kutuzof had been for the salvation and glory of 
Eussia. 

Kutuzof had no notion of the meaning of Europe, the 
Balance of Power, Napoleon. He could not understand this. 
Eor the representative of the Eussian people, after the enemy 
had been annihilated, Eussia saved and established on the 
highest pinnacle of her glory, for him a Eussian, as a Eussian, 
there was nothing left to do. For the representative of the 
national war there was nothing left except death. 

And he died. 


CHAPTER XII. 

Pierre, as is generally the case, felt the whole burden of 
his physical deprivations, and the long strain to which he had 
been subjected while a prisoner, only when the strain and the 
privations were at an end. 

After his liberation he went to Orel ; * and on the second 
day after his arrival, just as he was about to start for Kief, 
he was taken ill, and remained in Orel for three months. 

He had what the doctors called bilious fever. 

In spite of the fact that the doctors treated him, bled him, 
and made him swallow drugs, he nevertheless recovered. 

All that had happened to him between the time of his lib- 
eration and his sickness left scarcely the faintest impression 
upon him. He remembered only gray melancholy, sometimes 
rainy, sometimes snowy days, internal physical distress, pain 
in his legs, in his side ; he had a general impression of un- 
happy, suffering people ; he recollected the annoying inquisi- 
tiveness of officers and generals, who asked him all sorts of 
questions ; his difficulties in finding carriages and horses ; and, 
above all, he recalled his disconnected thoughts and his feel- 
ings at the time. 

On the day that he was liberated, he saw Petya Eostofis 
dead body. On the same day he learned that Prince Andrei 
had lived more than a month after the battle of Borodino, and 
had died only a short time previously, at Yaroslavl, at the 
Eostofs* house. • 

On that same day, also, Denisof, who had given Pierre, this 
piece of news, spoke of Ellen’s death, supposing that Pierre 
had known about it long before. 

* Pronounced Aryol. 
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All this, at that time, had merely seemed strange to Pierre. 
He felt that he could not take in the significance of all this 
news. 

His sole desire at that time was to get away as speedily as 
possible from those places where men were killing each other, 
to some quiet refuge, and there to collect his senses, to rest, 
and to think over all that was so strange and new that he had 
learned in those days. 

But as soon as he reached Orel he was taken ill. When he 
regained his consciousness, he saw two of his servants, — 
Terentii and Yaska, — who had come 'from Moscow, and the 
oldest of the princesses, who had been residing at Yelets, on 
one of Pierre's estates, and, hearing of his liberation and ill- 
ness, had come to take care of him. 

During his convalescence, Pierre only gradually got rid of 
the impressions which the preceding months had made upon 
him, and accustomed himself to the thought that no one would 
drive him forth the next morning, that no one would dis- 
possess him of his warm bed, and that he was certain to have 
dinner and tea and supper. But in his dreams he still, for a 
long time, continued to see himself in the same conditions of 
captivity. 

In the same way Pierre gradually came back to realization 
of the news which he had heard on the day of his liberation : 
Prince Andrei's death, the destruction of the Prench. 

The joyous feeling of freedom, that perfect, inalienable 
freedom inherent in man, a realizing sense of which he had 
for the first time experienced at the first halting-place, when 
he was carried away from Moscow, filled Pierre's soul "during 
his convalescence. Pie was amazed that this inner freedom, 
independent of all external circumstances, now, as it were, 
surrounded him with an excess, with a luxury of external 
freedom. 

He was alone in a strange city, where he had no acquaint- 
ances. Ho one wanted anything of him, no one forced him to 
go anywhere against his will. He had everything that he 
wanted ; the thought about his wife, that had formerly tor- 
mented him, had vanished as though she had never existed. 

“ Ah, how good ! how splendid ! " he would say to himself, 
when a table with a clean cloth was moved up to him with 
fragrant bouillon, or when, at night, he lay stretched out on 
the soft, clean bed; or when he remembered that his wife and 
the Pkench no longer existed. “Ah! how good! how splen- 
did I " And out of old habit he would ask himself the ques- 
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tions : “Well, what is to be ? what am I going to do ? ” and 
instantly he would answer himself, “ Nothing at all ! I’m 
going to live. Akh ! how glorious ! ” 

The very thing that he had formerly tormented himself 
about, and constantly sought in vain, — an object in life, — 
now no longer existed for him. 

This long-sought-for object of life was not merely absent 
by chance for the time being, but he felt that it did not exist 
and could not exist. And it was precisely this absence of an 
object in life which at this time constituted his happiness. 

He could have no object, because now he had a faith — 'not 
a faith in any rules or creed or dogmas, but faith in a living, 
everywhere perceptible God. 

Hitherto he had sought for God in objects which he had set 
for himself. This searching for the object was only the seek- 
ing for God, and suddenly, during his captivity, he had learned, 
not from words, not from reasoning, hut from his immediate 
consciousness, what his old nurse had used long, long before 
to say, that God was here, there, and everywhere. 

He had learned, during his captivity, that God in Karatayef 
was more majestic, endless, and past finding out, than in what 
the Masons called the Architect of the Universe. 

He had a similar experience to that of the man who should 
find under his very feet the object of his search, when he 
had been straining his eyes in looking at a great distance. 
All his life long he had been looking away over the heads of 
the surrounding people, while all the time there had been no 
need to strain his eyes, but merely to look straight ahead. 

He had not been able hitherto to see the Great, the Incom- 
prehensible, the Infinite in anything. He had only felt that 


It ought to be somewhere, and he had searched for it. 


In all that was near and comprehensible, he had seen only 
what was limited, the narrow, finite, meaningless. He had 
provided himself with a mental telescope, and looked out into 
the distance, yonder, where this narrow, finite object, concealed 
in the murky distance, seemed to him great and infinite, 
simply because it was not clearly seen. 

In this way European life, politics, Masonry, philosophy, 
philanthropy, had presented themselves to him. 

But at the very moments when he had accounted himself 
most weak his mind had leapt forth into that same distance, 
and then he had seen how small and narrow, how finite and 
meaningless, it all was. 

Now, however, he had learned to see the Great, the Eternal, 
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and the Infinite in everything, and therefore, naturally, in 
order to see it, in order to enjoy the contemplation of it, he 
had thrown away his telescope, through which he had, till 
then, been looking over men’s heads, and joyfully contem- 
plated the ever changing, incomprehensible, and eternal life 
all around him. And the more closely he looked, the more 
serene and happy he became. 

The terrible question which hitherto had overturned all his 
mental edifices — the question Why — no longer tormented 
him. His mind had always ready the simple answer : Because 
God is, that God without whose will not a hair falls from the 
head of a human being. 


CHAPTER XIII. 

Pierre had scarcely changed in his outward habits. 

At first sight he was just the same as he had been before. 
Just as before he was absent-minded, and seemed inly absorbed, 
not in what was before his eyes, but in his own thoughts. 
The difference between his former and his present self lay in 
this : hitherto, when he had forgotten what was before him, or 
paid no attention to what was said to him, he would wrinkle 
his brows with a martyr-like air, as though striving, but without 
success, to study into something that was far away. How in 
the same way he was inattentive to what was said to him, and 
oblivious of what was before him ; but now with a scarcely 
perceptible, what one might almost think a satirical, smile, he 
looked at what was before him, he listened to what was said 
to him, although it was evident that his eyes and his mind 
were concerned with something entirely different. 

Hitherto he had seemed to be a good man, but unhappy, 
and therefore people could not help being repelled by him. 
Now a smile, called forth by the mere pleasure of living, con- 
stantly played around his mouth, and his eyes were lighted 
up by a sympathetic interest in people, — in the question 
a Were they as happy as he was ? n 

And people liked to be with him. 

Hitherto he had talked much, got easily excited, and was a 
poor listener; now he was rarely carried away by the heat of 
an argument, and had become such a good listener that people 
were glad to tell him the deepest secrets of their hearts. 

The princess, who had never liked Pierre and had cherished 
a peculiar feeling of animosity against him ever since that 
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' time when after tlie count’s death, she had found herself under 
obligations to him, greatly to her annoyance and surprise, 
after a short stay at Orel, whither she came with the inten- 
tion of showing Pierre that, in spite of his “ ingratitude,” she 
considered it her duty to take care of him, — the princess 
quickly felt that she was growing fond of him. 

Pierre did nothing for the sake of winning her good graces. 
He merely studied her with curiosity. Hitherto the princess 
had felt that only indifference and irony were expressed in 
his view of her, and she shrank into herself before him, just 
as she did in the presence of other people, and showed only 
her harsh and disagreeable side ; while now she at first with 
distrust, but afterwards with gratitude, showed him the good 
side of her character, which she had kept hidden. 

The craftiest of men could not have been more skilful in 
winning the princess’s confidence, than he was in eliciting her 
recollections of the happiest days of her youth, and express- 
1 , ing his sympathy. But all the time Pierre’s whole craft con- 
i'- sisted in his seeking his own pleasure in calling out humane 

feelings in the spiteful, acidulous princess, who had her own 
measure of pride. 

“ Yes, he is a very, very good man when he is under the influ- 
ence of people who are not bad — of people like myself,” said 
the princess to herself. 

The change that had taken place in Pierre was remarked, in 
their own way, by his servants Terentii and Yaska. They 
found that he had grown vastly more simple. 

Terentii oftentimes, while undressing his barm, and while 
he had. his boots and his clothes in his hand, and had wished 
him good-night, would hesitate about leaving the room, think- 
ing that his barin might like to engage him in conversation. 
And it was a very common occurrence for Pierre to call 
Terentii back, noticing that he was in a mood for talking. 

“Well, now, tell me — how did you manage to get anything 
to eat ? ” he would ask. 

And Terentii would begin to relate about the destruction of 
Moscow, or about the late count, and would stand for a long 
time with the clothes in his hand, telling stories, or sometimes 
listening to Pierre’s yarns, and then, with a pleasing sense of 
nearness to his barin and of friendliness to him, go into the 
anteroom. 

The doctor who had charge of Pierre’s case, and who visited 
him every day, in spite of the fact that, in accordance with the 
custom of doctors, he felt it his duty to assume tlie mien of a 
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man every minute of whose time was precious in the care of 
suffering humanity, would spend hours with Pierre, relating r 
his favorite stories and making his observations on the pecul- 
iarities of the sick in general, and the ladies in particular. 

“Yes, there is something delightful in talking with such a 
man — very different from what one finds in the provinces,” 
he would say. 

In Orel there were several Prench officers who had been 
taken prisoner, and the doctor brought one of them, a 
young Italian, to see Pierre. 

This officer began to be a frequent visitor, and the princess * 
laughed at the sentimental affection which the Italian con- 
ceived for Pierre. 

The Italian was happy only when he could be with Pierre 
and talk with him, and tell him about his past, about his 
home life, about his love affairs, and pour out in his ears his 
indignation against the Prench and particularly against Napo- 
leon. 

“ If all the Russians are in the least like you,” he would 
say to Pierre, “it is a sacrilege to wage war on a people like 
yours — Pest un sacrilege que de fair e la guerre cl un peujple 
comme le votre ! Though you have suffered so much from the 
Prench, yet you seem to have no ill will against them.” I 

|j This passionate love shown by the Italian, Pierre had won 

only because he had brought out in him the best side of his 
nature and took pleasure in him. 

During the latter part of Pierre’s stay in Orel, he received 
a visit from his old acquaintance, the Preemason Count Vil- 
|' larsky — the same one who had introduced him into the lodge 
I in 1807. Villarsky had married a rich Russian lady, who had 
a great estate in the government of Orel, and he held a tem- 
porary position in the commissariat department in the city. 

Learning that Bezukhoi was in Orel, Villarsky, though his 
acquaintance with him had been far from intimate, came to 
call upon him with the same manifestations of friendship and 
neighborliness which men are apt to show each other when 
they meet in a wilderness. Villarsky was bored to death in 
Orel, and he was delighted to meet a man of the same social 
rank as himself, and with similar interests, as he supposed. 

But Villarsky quickly discovered, to his amazement, that 
Pierre was far behind the times and had fallen into a state of 
apathy and egotism, as he expressed it in criticising Pierre to 
himself. ■ ;;■■■: 

“ Vous vous meroutez , mon cher — you are becoming a 
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fossil/* lie would say to Mm. Nevertheless Villarsky was 
more at home with Pierre than he had ever been in times past, 
and he came to see him every day. 

As Pierre looked at Villarsky and listened to him now, it 
was strange and almost incredible to think that he himself 
had been like him only such a short time before. 

Villarsky was a married, family man, occupied with the busi- 
ness connected with his wife’s estate, and with his public 
duties and with his family. He looked upon all these occu- 
pations as a hinderance to life, and felt that they were all 
worthy of contempt, because their end and aim was the per- 
sonal advantage of himself and his wife. Military, administra- 
tive, political, and Masonic affairs constantly engrossed his 
attention. And Pierre, without making any effort to change 
Villarsky’s views, and not blaming him, studied this strange 
but only too well-known phenomenon with his now constantly 
gentle and pleasant smile of irony. 

In Pierre’s relations with Villarsky, with the princess, with 
the doctor, with all the people with whom he was now brought 
in contact, he displayed a new characteristic, which won for 
him the good will of all men : — this was the recognition of 
the possibility of every one to think and feel for himself, and 
to look upon things in his own way ; the recognition of the 
impossibility of convincing any one of anything by mere 
words : this legitimate, lawful prerogative of every man, which 
formerly had excited and annoyed him, now gave him ground for 
the sympathy and interest which he felt in people. The 
variance and sometimes the perfect contradiction between the 
views of people and his life, and among themselves, delighted 
Pierre, and brought to his lips a gentle, satirical smile. 

In practical affairs Pierre now unexpectedly felt that he 
had a centre of gravity, that had been lacking before. Hith- 
erto, every question concerning finance, especially demands 
upon him for money, to which, like every rich man, he was 
often subjected, aroused in him helpless worry and perplexity. 

To give, or not to give ? that was the question with him. “X 
have it and he needs it. But another one needs it still more. 
Which needs it the most ? But perhaps both are frauds.” 

And in days gone by, out of all these hypotheses he had 
found no exit, and was in the habit of giving to all indiscrimi- 
nately, so long as he had anything to give. He used to find 
himself in precisely the same quandary at every question 
which concerned his estate, when one would say that he must 
do this way, and another would recommend another way. 
yon. 4. — 15. 
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How he found, to liis amazement, that he to no 

longer with doubt's and perplexities. He now seemed to have 
some sense of judgment, which, deciding by some laws un- 
known to himself, decided what was necessary and what was 
unnecessary for him to do. 

He was no less than before indifferent to pecuniary mat- 
ters ; but now he knew infallibly what he ought to do and 
what not. The first time that this new sense of justice had to 
decide a question was in the case of one of the prisoners, a 
French colonel, who came to him/ told him many stories of his 
great exploits, and, finally, almost demanded that Pierre 
should give him four thousand francs to send to his wife and * 
children. 

Pierre, without the slightest difficulty or effort, refused him, 
amazed afterwards to find how simple and easy it was to do 
what had always before seemed to him unutterably difficult. 

At the very time, however, that he refused the colonel, he 
made up his mind that it required the utmost shrewdness in 
order, on the eve of his departure from Orel, to induce the 
Italian officer to take some money, which he evidently needed. 

A new proof for Pierre of the greater soundness in his 
views of practical affairs was his decision of the question con- 
cerning his wife’s debts, and whether his house in Moscow and 
his Pod-Moskovnaya datcha or villa should be rebuilt or not. 

While he was at Orel, his head overseer came to him, and 
he and Pierre made out a general schedule of his altered in- 
come. The conflagration of Moscow had cost Pierre, accord- 
ing to the overseer’s reckoning, about two millions. 

The head overseer, as a measure of relief for his losses, pro- 
posed a scheme whereby, notwithstanding the losses, his 
income would be not only not diminished, but rather in- 
creased, and this was that he should refuse to honor the debts , 

left by the late countess, for which he was not accountable, 
and should not rebuild Ms Moscow house and Pod-Moskovnaya 
datcha, which cost him, to keep up, eighty thousand a year, and 
brought him in nothing. 

“ Yes, yes, that is true,” said Pierre, gayly smiling. “ Yes, 
yes, I don’t need it at all. The fire has made me vastly 
richer !” - 

But in January Savelyitch came from Moscow, told him 
about the condition of the city, about the estimate which the 
architect had made for rebuilding the Moscow mansion and I 

the Pod-Moskovnaya, and spoke about it as though it were a 
matter already decided. 
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At the same time Pierre received letters from Prince Vasili , j 
and other acquaintances in Petersburg. These letters men- 
tioned his wife’s debts. And Pierre decided that the scheme 
proposed by his head overseer, which had pleased him so much 
at first, was not right, and that he must go to Petersburg to 
wind up his wife’s business affairs, and settle down in Mos- 
cow. Why this was necessary he knew not ; he only knew 
beyond a peradventure that it was necessary. His income, in 
consequence of this decision, would be diminished three- 
fourths ; but it was a case of necessity ; he felt it. 

Villarsky was going to Moscow, and they decided to travel 
together. 

Pierre had experienced during all the time of his convales- 
cence, in Orel, a sense of delight, of freedom, of life; but 
when, during his journey, he came out into the free world and 
saw hundreds of new faces, this feeling was still further in- 
tensified. 

During all the time of his journey he felt as happy as a 
schoolboy at having his vacation. All the faces, — the pos- 
tilion, the watchman,* the peasants along the road or in the 
village, — all had a new meaning for him. 

The presence of Villarsky, with his observations and his 
constantly expressed regret at the poverty, barbarism, and 
backwardness of Russia compared with Europe, only height- 
ened Pierre’s delight. 

Where Villarsky saw only deadness, Pierre saw the extraor- 
dinary fecund power of life, that power which, in the snow, 
in that expanse of plains, upheld the life of this united, pecul- 
iar, and unique people. He did not contradict Villarsky, and 
affected to agree with him — since pretended agreement was 
the shortest means of avoiding arguments from which there 
was no escape — and, gayly smiling, listened to him. 


CHAPTER XIV. 

Just as it is hard to explain why and whither the ants rush 
from a dismantled ant-hill, some dragging away little frag- 
ments, eggs, and dead bodies, others hurrying back to the ant- 
» hill again, — why they jostle each other, push each other, and 

fight, — so would it be hard to explain the causes that com- 
pelled the Russian people, after the departure of the Prench, 
* Ydmshchik, smatrityel 
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to throng hack to that place which had formerly been called 
■' Moscow. 

But just as when one looks at the ants tearing m wild con- 

>; fusion around their despoiled abode, notwithstanding the com- 

plete destruction of the ant-hill, one can see by the activity and 
■if energy, by the myriads of insects, that everything is utterly 

| destroyed, except the something indestructible, immaterial, 

! i! which constitutes the whole strength of the ant-hill, — so, in 

Moscow, in the month of October, though there was no one in 
I': authority, no churches open, no priesthood, no riches, no 

houses, still it was the same Moscow that it had been the 
! : month of August. 

Everything was destroyed except the something immaterial 
! , but potent and indestructible. 

The motives of the people who flocked from all sides into 
Moscow after its evacuation by the enemy, were the most 
|V various and personal, and, for the most part, savage, animal. 

One motive, only, was common to all : that was the tendency 
toward the place that had once been called Moscow, for the 
employment there of their activity. 

Within a week Moscow already had fifteen thousand 
U inhabitants ; in a fortnight twenty thousand, and so on. Con- 

| stantly rising and rising, the population, by the autumn of 

; 1813, reached a figure which exceeded that which it had in 1812. 

|l The first Bussians to enter Moscow were the Cossacks of 

Winzengerode’s division, the muzhiks from the neighboring 
villages, and the inhabitants of Moscow who had fled and con- 
cealed themselves in the environs. 

Beturning to ruined Moscow, the Bussians, finding it plun- 
dered, began also to plunder. They continued the work begun 
by the Erench. Muzhiks brought in carts, in order to carry 
back to their villages whatever was to be found abandoned 
in the houses or streets of ruined Moscow. 

The Cossacks carried off what they could to their tents ; 
proprietors of houses took possession of whatever they could 
lay their hands on in other houses, and carried it home under 
the pretext that it was their own property. 

But the first comers were followed by other plunderers, and 
they by still others ; and pillage each day, in proportion as the 
numbers increased, became more and more, difficult, and was 
conducted under more definite forms. 

The French found Moscow, though deserted, yet provided 
■with all the forms of a city the life of which flowed in accord- 
ance with organic laws, with its various functions of trade, 
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handicraft, luxury, imperial administration, religion. These 
forms were a dead letter, but they still existed. There were 
markets, shops, magazines, grain stores, bazaars, — most of 
them provided with wares ; there were manufactories and 
workshops; there were palaces, noble mansions filled with 
objects of luxury ; there were hospitals, prisons, court-rooms, 
churches, cathedrals. 

The longer the French staid, the less these forms of city 
life were kept up, and toward the end everything was resolv- 
ing itself into one common dead level of pillage. 

The longer the pillage conducted by the French continued, 
the more it diminished the wealth of Moscow and the strength 
of the pillagers. 

The pillage conducted by the Russians (and the occupation 
of the capital by the Russians began with this) — the longer 
it lasted, and the more freely it was shared by the people, the 
more rapidly it increased the wealth of Moscow and restored 
the regular life of the city. 

Resides the pillagers, the most varied sort of people, at- 
tracted, some by curiosity, some by their duties in the service, 
some by interest, — householders, clergymen, high and low 
chinovniks, tradesmen, artisans, muzhiks from various direc- 
tions, — flowed back into Moscow like blood to the heart. 

At the end of a week, already, peasants who drove in with 
empty carts in order to carry away things, were halted by the 
authorities and compelled to carry away dead bodies from the 
city. 

Other muzhiks, hearing of the lack of commodities, came in 
with wheat, oats, hay, by competition with each other redu- 
cing prices even lower than they had been before. Master 
carpenters, hoping for fat jobs, each day flocked to Moscow, 
and in all directions new houses began to go up and the old 
burned mansions to be restored. 

Merchants displayed their wares in huts. Restaurants and 
taverns were established in mansions that had been through 
the flames. The clergy conducted divine service in many 
churches that had escaped the conflagration. People con- 
tributed ecclesiastical furniture that had been stolen. 

Chinovniks spread their tables and set up their document- 
cupboards in little rooms. ITigh officials and the police made 
arrangements for restoring property that had been abandoned 
by the French. The owners of houses in which were found 
many articles that had been brought from other houses, com- 
plained of the injustice of the order to bring everything to 
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tlie court of the exchequer. Others urged that, as the French 
had brought things from different houses into one place, it was 
therefore unfair to allow the owner of that house to keep 
whatever was found in it. They abused the police ; they 
tried to bribe them. Estimates were received, tenfold too 
high, for building crown edifices that had been burned. Pecu- 
niary assistance was asked for. Count Eostopchin began to 
write his proclamations. 


CHAPTEE XV. 

Toward the beginning of February, Pierre came to Moscow 
and established himself in the filigel or wing that remained 
intact. He paid visits to Count Eostopchin and various 
acquaintances who had returned to Moscow, and he planned 
to go a couple of days later to Petersburg. 

All were enthusiastic over the victory. There was a fer- 
ment of life in the ruined and revivified capital. All welcomed 
Pierre warmly. All were anxious to meet him, and plied him 
with questions in regard to all that he had seen. 

Pierre felt drawn by special ties of sympathy and friend- 
ship to all whom he met; but he now treated every one 
guardedly, so as not to bind himself to any one. To all ques- 
tions which he was asked — whether important or the most 
trivial — where he was going to live? was he going to re- 
build ? when was he going to Petersburg, and should he try 
to take his trunk with him? — he would answer “Yes/* or 
u Perhaps so,” or “ I think so,” or the like. 

He heard that the Eostofs were in Kostroma, and the 
thought of Natasha rarely occurred to him. If it came to him, 
it was only as a pleasant recollection of something long past. 
He felt himself not only freed from the conditions of life, but 
also from that sentiment which, as it seemed to him, he had 
wittingly allowed himself to cherish. 

On the third day after his arrival at Moscow, he learned 
from the Hrubetskois that the Princess Mariya was in Moscow. 
Prince Andrei's death, sufferings, and last days had often 
recurred to Pierre's mind, and now they came back to him 
with fresh force. When, after dinner, he learned that the 
Princess Mariya was in Moscow, and was residing in her 
own house, which had escaped the conflagration, he went, that 
same evening, to call upon her. 

On the way to the mansion on the Vozdvizhenka, Pierre 
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constantly thought about Prince Andrei, about Ms friendship 
for him, about his various meetings with him, and especially 
their last meeting at Porodino. 

“ Can he have died in that same sardonic mood in which he 
then was ? Can the explanation of life have been revealed to 
him before his death ? ” Pierre asked himself. He remem- 
bered Karatayef and his death, and involuntarily he began 
to compare these two men, so antipodal, and, at the same 
time, so alike in the love which he had felt for them, and 
then from the fact that both had lived and both were dead. 

In the most serious frame of mind, Pierre reached the old 
prince’s mansion. This house remained intact. It still bore 
traces of wear and tear, but the character of the house was 
the same as before. 

Pierre was met by an old ofitsidnt , or head lackey, with a 
stern face, who, by his face, seemed to wish it to be under- 
stood that the prince’s absence did not affect the strictness 
of the regime , and said that the princess had been pleased to 
retire to her room, and received on Sundays. 

u Carry her my. name ; perhaps she will receive me,” said 
Pierre. 

a Slush dyu-s — I obey,” replied the lackey. a Please come 
to the portrait gallery.” 

In a few moments, the ofitsidnt returned to Pierre with 
Dessalles. Dessalles, in the name of the princess, informed | 
Pierre that she would he very glad to see him, and begged 
him, if he would excuse her for the lack of ceremony, to come 
upstairs to her room. 

In the low-studded room, lighted by a single candle, the 
princess was sitting, and some one else in a black dress. 

Pierre remembered that the princess had always with her 
lady-companions, * but who and what these lady-companions 
were, Pierre knew not and could not remember. 

“ That is one of her lady-companions,” he said to himself, 
glancing at the lady in the black dress. 

The princess quickly arose, came forward to meet him, and 
shook hands with him. 

“ Yes,” said she as she looked into his altered face, after he 
had kissed her hand. u So we meet again at last. He often 
used to speak about you during the last days of his life,” said 
she, turning her eyes from Pierre to the “kompanyonka” with 
an embarrassment that for an instant struck Pierre. "I was 
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so glad to know of your rescue. That was truly the best piece 
of news we bad received for a long time,” 

Again the princess looked still more anxiously at the 
u kompanyonka,” and wanted to say something, but Pierre 
did not give her an opportunity. 

« You can imagine I knew nothing about it,” said he. “I 
thought he was killed. All that I knew, I knew from others, 
and that at third hand. All I know is that he fell in with the 
Eostofs. What a strange good fortune ! ” 

Pierre spoke rapidly, excitedly. He looked once into the 
"konrpanyonka’s” face, saw an apparently flattering, inquisi- 
tive glance fastened upon him, and, as often happens during 
a conversation, he gathered a general idea that this "kom- 
panyonka ” in the black dress was a gentle, kindly, good crea- 
ture, who would not interfere with the sincerity and cordiality 
of his conversation with the Princess Mariya. 

But when he said the last words about the Eostofs, the 
embarrassment expressed on the princess’s face was even 
more noticeable than before. She again turned her eyes 
from Pierre’s face to the face of the lady in the black dress, 
and said, — 

"But don’t you recognize her ? ” 

Pierre once more looked into the “ kompanyonka’s ” pale, 
delicate face, with the dark eyes and. strange mouth. Some- 
thing near and dear, something long forgotten and more than 
kind, was looking at him from those attentive eyes. 

"But no, it cannot be,” he said to himself. "That face so 
stern, thin, and pale, and grown so old. That cannot be she l 
It is only something that reminds me of her ! ” But while he 
was thus reasoning with himself, the Princess Mariya said : 
"Natasha!” 

And the face with the attentive eyes, with difficulty, with 
an effort, — just as a rusty door opens, — smiled, and from the 
opened door suddenly breathed forth and surrounded Pierre 
the perfume of that long-forgotten happiness, of which he had 
rarely thought, especially of late. Forth breathed the per- 
fume, seized his senses and swallowed him up entirely. When 
she smiled, all doubt ceased; it was [Natasha, and he loved 
her! 

At the first minute, Pierre involuntarily told both her and 
the Princess Mariya, and chief of all his own heart, the secret 
that he long had not confessed. He reddened with delight 
and passionate pain, tie tried to hide his agitation. But the 
more he tried to hide it, the more distinctly — more distinctly 
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than in the most definite words — he told himself and her and 
the Princess Mariya that he loved her ! . . . 

“No of course it is only from the surprise, said Pierre to 
himself • but in spite of all his efforts to prolong the conversa- 
tion that he had started with the Princess Mariya, he could 
not help looking again at Natasha, and a still deeper flush 
suffused his face, and a still deeper agitation of joy and pam 
clutched his heart. He hesitated in his speech, and stopped 
short in the midst of what he was saying. 

Pierre had not remarked Natasha for the reason that lie had. 
never expected to see her there, but the reason that he did not 
recognize her was because of the immense change that had 
tnhen nlace in her since he had seen her last. 

' She had grown thin and pale. But it was not that that had 
changed her identity ; it was impossible that he should have 
recognized her on the first moment of his entrance, bemuse 
thatface from whose eyes hitherto had always gleamed forth 
the secret ioy of living, now when he came in and for the first 
Hme -lanced at her, now had not even the shadow of a smile ; 
they were merely attentive, kindly, and pathetically question- 

in pSs confusion did not waken any answering confusion 
in Natasha, but only a contentment that lighted up her face 
with an almost imperceptible gleam. 


CHAPTER XYI. 

“ She came to make me a visit,” said the Princess Mariya. 
“The count and countess will be bere in a ^few day . 
counters in a terrible state But 

of consulting the doctor. They sent her with me by mam 

f ° r « Yes is there a family without its own special sorrow ? ” 
said K* Xessing Wa. “Yo. h™ that « g" 
pened ou the very day that we were set free. I saw him. 

answer to Ms wo* ho, eyes 

exclaimed Pierre. “ None at all ! Why should such a glori- 
ous young fellow, so full of life, be called upon to die? 

“Yes, indeed, in our time it would be hard to live, if one 
had not faith.” said the Princess Mariya. 
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“ Yes, yes! That is the real truth,” interrupted Pierre 
hastily. 

“Why?” asked Natasha, gazing attentively into Pierre’s 
eyes. 

“How can you say why?” asked the Princess Mariya. 
“ The mere thought of what awaits us there ” — 

Natasha, without hearing the Princess Mariya to the end, 
1 again looked with questioning eyes to Pierre. 

J “Why, because,” continued Pierre, “only that man who 

j| believes that there is a God who directs our ways can endure 

, | such a loss as hers — and yours,” added Pierre. 

, Natasha had her lips parted to say something, but suddenly 

I ; stopped. Pierre quickly turned from her, . and again addressed 

j the princess with a question concerning his friend’s last days. 

\ til Pierre’s embarrassment had now almost disappeared, but at 

|: I the same time he felt that all his former freedom had also 

disappeared. He felt that his every word and act had now a 
j I critic, a judge that was dearer to him than the opinion of all 

i I the people in the world. 

j| I When he spoke now, he measured at every word the impres- 
s'! | sion which his words produced upon Natasha. He purposely 

j | j refrained from saying what would have pleased her ; but what- 

1 1| ever he said he judged from her standpoint. 

I I The Princess Mariya, reluctantly at first, as is always the 

I lj case, began to tell him about the state in which she had found 

her brother. But Pierre’s questions, his evidently troubled 
eyes, his face trembling with emotion, gradually induced her 
to enter into particulars which she would have been afraid to 
call back to her recollection for her own sake. 

“Yes, yes, indeed it is so,” said Pierre, leaning forward 
with his whole body toward the Princess Mariya, and eagerly 
listening to her story, — “Yes, yes, and so he grew calmer? 
more softened ? He so earnestly sought with all the powers 
of his soul for the one thing : to be perfectly good. He could 
not have feared death. The faults that he had — if he had 
any — came from other sources than himself. And so he grew 
softened?” exclaimed Pierre. “What good fortune that he 
met you again,” he added, turning to Natasha and looking at 
her, his eyes brimming with tears. 

Natasha’s face twitched. She frowned, and for an instant- 
dropped her eyes. Por a minute she hesitated ; should she 
speak, or not speak. 

“Yes, it was good fortune,” said she in a low chest voice. 
“Por me indeed it was a happiness,” She became silent. 
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“And he — he — he said that it was the very thing that 
he was longing for when I went to him” — 

Natasha’s voice broke. She clasped her hands together on 
her knees, and suddenly, evidently making an effort to con- 
tain herself, raised her head and began rapidly to speak: — 

“We knew nothing about it when we left Moscow. I 
had not dared to ask about him. And suddenly Sonya told 
me that he was with us. I had no idea, I could not ima- 
gine in what a state he was. I only wanted one thing — 
to see Mm, to be with him,” said she, trembling and chok- 
ing. And without letting herself be interrupted, she related 
what she had never before told a living soul ; all that she 
had suffered in those three weeks of tlieir journey and their 
sojourn at Yaroslavl. 

Pierre listened to her with open mouth and without tak- 
ing from her his eyes full of tears. In listening to her he 
thought not of Prince Andrei or of death, or even of what 
she was telling him. He heard her and only pitied her for 
the suffering which she underwent now in telling the tale. 

The princess, frowning with her endeavor to keep back her 
tears, sat next Natasha, and listened for the first time to 
the story of these last days that her brother had spent 
with Natasha. 

This tale, so fraught with pain and joy, it was evidently 
necessary for Natasha to relate. 

She spoke commingling the most insignificant details with 
the intimate secrets of the heart, and it seemed as if she 
would never reach an end. Several times she repeated the 
same things. 

Dessalles’s voice was heard outside the door, asking if Niko- 
lushka might come and bid them good-night. 

“And so that is all, all” — said Natasha. When Niko- 
luslika came in she quickly sprang up and almost ran to the 
door, and, hitting her head against the door, which was hidden 
by a portiere, flew from the room with a groan which was 
caused neither by pain nor grief. 

Pierre gazed at the door through which she had disappeared, 
and could not understand why he seemed suddenly left alone 
and deserted in the world. 

The Princess Mariya aroused him from his fit of abstraction 
* by calling his attention to her nephew, who had come into the 

room. 

Nikolushka’s face, which resembled his father’s, had such 
an effect upon Pierre, in this moment of soul-felt emotion into 
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which, lie had come, that after he had kissed the lad he quickly 
arose, and, getting out his handkerchief, went to the window. 

He wanted to hid the Princess Mariya good-night and go, 
but she detained him. 

“Ho, Natasha and I often sit up till three o’clock ; please 
stay a little longer. I will order supper served. Go down- 
stairs, we will follow immediately.” 

But before Pierre left the room the princess said to him, — 

“ This is the first time that she has spoken of him.” 


I 



CHAPTER XVII. 

Pierre was conducted into the large, brightly lighted dining- 
room. In a few minutes steps were heard, and the princess 
and Natasha came into the room. Natasha was now calm, 
although a grave expression, untouched with a smile, still re- 
mained on her face. 

The Princess Mariya, Natasha, and Pierre alike experienced 
that sense of awkwardness which is sure to follow after 
a serious and intimate conversation. To pursue the former 
subject is no longer possible; to talk about trifles does not 
seem right ; and silence is disagreeable because such silence 
seems hypocritical, especially if one wishes to talk. 

They silently came to the table. The servants drew the 
chairs back and pushed them forward. Pierre unfolded his 
cold napkin, and, making up his mind to break the silence, 
looked at Natasha and the Princess Mariya. 

Each of them had evidently at the same time made the 
same resolve ; the eyes of both shone with the satisfaction of 
life, and the avowal that if sorrow exists, so also joy may 
abound. 

“ Will you have vodka, count ? ” asked the Princess Mariya, 
and these words suddenly drove away the shadows of the 
past. 

“ Tell us about yourself,” said the Princess Mariya. u We 
have heard such incredible stories about you.” 

“ Yes ?” replied Pierre with that smile of good-humored 
irony which was now habitual with him. “ I too have heard most 
marvellous things about myself —things that I have never 
even dreamed of seeing. Marya Avramovna invited me to 
her house, and told me all that ever happened to me or was 
supposed to have happened. Stepan Stepanuiteh also gave 
me a lesson in the way that I should tell my story. As a 




general thing, I have observed that it is a very comfortable 
thing to be an ‘ interesting person’ (I am now an interesting 
person ) ! I am invited out and made the subject of all sorts 
of stories.” 

Natasha smiled, and started to say something. 

“We were told,” said the Princess Mariya, forestalling her, 
“ that you lost two millions here in Moscow. Is that true ? ” 

“ But still it made me three times as rich as before,” replied 
Pierre. 

Pierre, in spite of his wife’s debts and the necessity upon 
Mm of rebuilding his houses, which would alter his circum- 
stances, continued to tell people that he had grown three 
times as rich as before. 

“ What I have undoubtedly gained,” said he, “ is this free- 
dom which I enjoy ” — he had begun seriously, but he hesi- 
tated about continuing, observing that the topic of the con- 
versation was too egotistical. 

“And are you going to rebuild ?” 

“ Yes : Savely itch advises it.” 

“Tell me, you did not know at all about the countess’s 
death when you were in Moscow ? ” asked the Princess 
Mariya, and instantly reddened, noticing that in having put 
this question immediately after what he had said about his 
freedom, she might have given a sense to his words which 
perhaps they had not. 

“No,” replied Pierre, evidently not discovering anything 
awkward in the interpretation which the Princess Mariya had 
given to his remark about his freedom. “ I first heard about 
it in Orel, and you cannot imagine how it surprised me. We 
were not a model husband and wife,” he quickly added, with 
a glance at Natasha, and observing in her face a gleam of 
curiosity as to what he would have to say about his wife. 
“But her death gave me a terrible shock. When two people 
quarrel, always both are at fault. And a person’s fault sud- 
denly becomes awfully serious when the other party comes to 
die. And then such a death ! — without friends, without con- 
solation ! I felt very, very sorry for her,” said he, in conclu- 
sion, and noticing with a sense of satisfaction a look of glad 
approval in Natasha’s face. 

“Well, and so you are a single man and marriageable 
again,” said the Princess Mariya. 

Pierre’s face suddenly grew livid, and for long he tried not 
to look at Natasha. When at length he had the courage to 
look at her, her face was cold, stern, and even scornful as it 
seemed to him. 
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“ And did you really see Napoleon and talk with Mm? 
That’s the story they tell us,” said the Princess Mariya. 

Pierre laughed. 

“ Not once, never ! It always seems to every one that to 
have been a prisoner was to have been Napoleon’s guest. I 
not only never saw him but did not hear him talked about. I 
was in far too humble company.” 

Supper was over, and Pierre, who at first refused to tell 
about his . captivity, was little by little drawn into stories 
about it. 

“But it is true, isn’t it, that you remained behind for the 
purpose of killing Napoleon ? ” asked Natasha, with a slight 
smile. “I imagined as much when we met you at the Su- 
kharef Tower, — do you remember ? ” 

Pierre acknowledged that this was true ; and with this ques- 
tion as a starting-point, and gradually led on by the Princess 
Mariya’s questions, and especially by Natasha’s, Pierre was 
brought to give them a detailed account of his adventures. 

At first he told his story with that gentle, ironical expres- 
sion which he now used toward other people and especially 
himself ; but afterwards, when he came to tell about the hor- 
rors and sufferings which he had beheld, he, without being 
himself aware of it, was carried away, and began to talk with 
the restrained excitement of a man who was reliving, in his 
recollections, the most vivid impressions. 

The Princess Mariya, with a gentle smile, looked now at 
Pierre, now at Natasha. Throughout all this narration, she 
saw only Pierre and his goodness. 

Natasha, leaning her head on her hand, with her face re- 
flecting in its expression all the varying details of the story, 
gazed steadily at Pierre without once taking her eyes from 
him, evidently living with him through all the dreadful scenes 
of which he told. 

( Not only her looks, but her exclamations and the brief ques- 
tions which she asked, showed Pierre that, from his story, she 
took to heart exactly what he wanted to convey. It was evi- 
dent that she understood not merely what he told her, but 
also that which he would have wished but was unable to ex- 
press in words. 

Concerning his adventure with the child and the woman 
the protection of whom had led to his arrest, Pierre told in 
the following manner : — 

“This was a horrible sight : children deserted, some in the 
flames — one child was dragged out before my very eyes — 
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women who were robbed of their possessions, their ear-rings 
snatched away ” — 

Pierre reddened and stammered. 

“ Then came the patrol and arrested all those who were not 
engaged in pillage — all the men. — And myself ! ” 

“ Yon certainly are not telling, the whole story ; you cer- 
tainly did something,” said Natasha, and paused a moment, 
— “ something good ! ” 

Pierre went on with his narration. When he came to tell 
about the execution, he wished to avoid the horrible details, 
but Natasha insisted that he should not omit anything. 

Pierre began to tell about Karatayef. By this time he had 
risen from the table, and was walking back and forth, Na- 
tasha’s eyes following him all the time. — But he paused, — 

“ No, you cannot understand how I learned from that illit- 
erate man — half an idiot ! ” 

“Yes, yes, go on,” cried Natasha. “What became of 
him ? ” 

“ He was shot almost in my very presence.” 

And Pierre began to tell about the last period of the re- 
treat of the Prench, Karat ay ef’s illness (his voice constantly 
trembled) and his death. Pierre, in relating his adventures, 
found that they came back to him in an entirely new light. 

He now found what seemed to be a new significance in all 
that he had experienced. Now, while he was telling all this 
to Natasha, he experienced that rare delight afforded by 
women — not intellectual women, who, in listening, try either 
to remember what is said for the sake of enriching their 
minds, and, on occasion, of giving it out themselves, or to apply 
what is said to their own cases, and to communicate with all 
diligence their intellectual remarks elaborated in the work- 
shops of their petty brains — but the delight . afforded by 
genuine women gifted with the capacity to bring out and 
assimilate all that is best in a man’s impulses. 

Natasha, without knowing it, was all attention : she did 
not lose a word, or an inflection of his voice, or a glance, 
or the quivering of a muscle in his face, or a single gesture 
that he made. 

She caught on the wing the word as yet unspoken, and took 
it straight to her generous heart, divining the mysterious 
meaning of all the spiritual travail through which Pierre had 
passed. ■ : ; . 

The Princess Mariya comprehended Ms story, sympathized 
with him, but now she saw something else which absorbed all 
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her attention : she saw the possibility of love and happiness 
for Pierre and Natasha. And this thought, occurring to her 
for the first time, filled her heart with joy. 

It was three o’clock in the morning. The servants, with 
gloomy, stern faces, came to bring fresh candles, but no one 
heeded them. 

Pierre finished his story. Natasha, her eyes gleaming with 
excitement, continued to look steadily and earnestly at Pierre, 
as though wishing to read the portions of his story that he 
had perhaps not told. 

Pierre, with a shamefaced but joyous sense of embarrass- 
ment, occasionally looked at her, and wondered what to say 
next in order to change the conversation to some other topic. 

The Princess Mariya was silent. It occurred to none of 
them that it was three o’clock in the morning, and time to go 
to bed. 

“We talk about unhappiness, sufferings,” said Pierre. 
“Yet if now, this minute, I were asked, ‘Would you remain 
what you were before your imprisonment, or go through it all 
again ? ’ I should say, ‘For God’s sake, the imprisonment once 
more and the horse-flesh.’ We think that when we are 
driven out of the usual path, everything is all over for us ; 
but it is just here that the new and the good begins. As 
long as there is life, there is happiness. There is much, much 
before us ! I tell you so,” said he, addressing Natasha. 

“Yes, yes,” said she, answering something entirely differ- 
ent. “And I should wish nothing better than to live my life 
all over again.” 

Pierre looked at her keenly. 

“No, I could ask for nothing more.” 

“You are wrong, you are wrong,” cried Pierre. “ I am not 
to blame because I am alive and want to live ; and you also.” 

Suddenly Natasha hid her face in her hands, and burst into 
tears. 

“What is it, Natasha ? ” asked the Princess Mariya. 

“Nothing, nothing.” She smiled at Pierre through her 
tears. 

“ Good-by, it is bed-time.” 

Pierre got up and took his departure. 

The Princess Mariya and Natasha, as usual, met in their 
sleeping-room. They talked over what Pierre had told them. 
The princess did not express her opinion of Pierre. Neither 
did Natasha speak of him. 
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“Well, good-night, Marie,” said Natasha. “Do you know 
I am often afraid that in not speaking of him (Prince Andrei) 
for fear of doing wrong to our feelings, we may forget him ?” 

The Princess Mariya drew a deep sigh, and by this sigh 
confessed to the justice of Natasha’s words; but when she 
spoke, her words expressed a different thought: — “How 
could one forget him ? ” she asked. 

“ It was so good for me to-day to talk it all over ; and hard 
too, and painful and good — very good,” said Natasha. “ I was 
certain that he loved him so. That was why I told him. — 
There was no harm in my telling him, was there ? ” she asked, 
suddenly reddening. 

“ To Pierre ? Oh, no ! What a fine man he is ! ” exclaimed 
the Princess Mariya. 

“ Do you know, Marie,” suddenly broke out Natasha, with 
a roguish smile, which the Princess Mariya had not seen for 
a long time on her face, “he has grown so clean, neat, fresh, 
just as though he were out of a bath. Do you know what I 
mean — morally out of a bath ! Isn’t that so ? ” 

“Yes,” said the Princess Mariya. “He has gained very 
much.” 

“And his jaunty little coat,* and his neatly cropped hair; 
just exactly — yes, just exactly as papa used to look when he 
was fresh from his bath ! ” 

“ I remember that he (Prince Andrei) liked no one so well 
as Pierre,” said the Princess Mariya. 

“Yes; and yet both of them were peculiar in their own 
way. They say that men are better friends when they are 
not alike. It must be so. Don’t you think that they were 
very different ? ” 

a Voq smrl gWI atwI i rl ^ 

“Well, good-night,” replied Natasha; and the same mis- 
chievous smile long remained in her face, as though she had 
forgotten to drive it away. 



CHAPTER XVIII. 

It was long before Pierre went to sleep that night. He 
strode back and forth through his chamber, now scowling, now 
burdening himself with heavy thoughts, then^ suddenly shrug- 
ging his shoulders and starting, and then again smiling. 

He was thinking about Prince Andrei, about Natasha, and 
* Surtoutchek Icordtenkiu 
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the love which they bore each other ; and sometimes he felt 
jealous of her for what was past, sometimes he reproached 
himself for it, sometimes he justified it. 
f, It was already six o’clock in the morning, and still he kept 

pacing through his room. 

“Well, what’s to be done? Is it still impossible? What 
1 is to be done ? Of course it must be so/ 7 said he to himself, 

and, hastily undressing, he got into bed, happy and excited, 
but free from doubt and irresolution. “Yes, strange and 
impossible as this happiness seems, I must do everything, 
everything, to make her my wife/ 7 he said to himself. 

Several days previously, Pierre had fixed upon Friday for 
the day of his departure for Petersburg. When he woke up 
it was Thursday, and Savelyitch came to him for orders in 
regard to the packing of his things for the journey. 

“ Petersburg ? What about Petersburg ? Who is going to 
Petersburg ? 77 he could not help asking of himself ! “ Oh, 

yes, some time ago, before ever this happened, I had some i 
such thought — I was going to Petersburg for some reason or 
other/ 7 he remembered. “ Why was it ? Yes, perhaps I shall i 

go as it is. How good and attentive he is ! How he remem- f 

. j: bers everything/ 7 he said to himself, as he looked into Savel- 

yitch’s old face. “ And what a pleasant smile/ 7 he thought, 
j | # “ Aren’t you always longing to have your freedom, Savel- 

! j yitch ? 77 demanded Pierre. 

| f “Why should I wish my freedom, your illustriousness? 

i While the late count was alive — the Kingdom of Heaven be 

his — we lived with him, and now we have nothing to com- I 
I plain of from you. 77 j 

I “ Well, but your children ? 77 f 

I: “ The children will live also, your illustriousness : one can 

put up with such masters. 77 j 

“Yes, but my heirs/’ suggested Pierre. “I may suddenly • ! 

marry.— Yon see, that might happen/ 7 he added, wirh an I 
involuntary smile. , : 

“And may I be bold enough to say, a very good thing, too, ! 

your illustriousness ! 77 : : 

“How easy it seems to him/ 7 thought Pierre. “ He cannot 1 

know how terrible, how perilous a thing it is. Too soon or j 

too late — terrible! 77 : 

“What orders do you please to give? Do you wish to 
start to-morrow ? 77 asked Savelyitch. 

“Ho, I am going to postpone it for a few days.. I will tell 
you when the time comes. Forgive me for putting you to so 

if i 



; ■ 


WAR AND PEACE , 


mucli trouble,” said Pierre, and, as lie saw Savelyitch’s smile, 
lie said to himself, “ How strange it is that he doesn’t know 
that Petersburg is now nothing to me, and that this matter 
must be decided before anything is. Of course he must know 
— he’s only pretending! Shall I talk with him about it? 
How will he like it ? ” wondered Pierre. .“Ho, I will wait a 
little.” 

At breakfast, Pierre informed his cousin, the princess, that 
he had been the evening before to call upon the Princess 
Mariya, and whom did she suppose he found there ? Natasha 
Eostova ! 

The princess pretended that she saw nothing more extraor- 
dinary in this than if he had seen Anna Semyonovna. 

“ Do you know her ? ” asked Pierre. 

“I have met the princess,” she replied. “I have heard 
that she has become engaged to young Eostof. That would 
be a very good thing for the Eostofs ; they say their affairs 
are all in confusion.” 

“No, but do you know the Countess Natasha ? ” 

“I have heard something about her story. It’s very sad,” 

“ Either she does not understand, or she is pretending not 
to understand,” said Pierre to himself; “I’d better not tell 
her, either.” 

The princess, also, had been making some preparations for 
Pierre’s journey. 

“ How kind they all are,” thought Pierre, “when now there 
can be nothing at all interesting to them in all this, to take 
so much trouble with my affairs. And all for me ! truly it’s 
wonderful ! ” 

On that same day Pierre went to the chief of police to toll 
Mm that he would send a trusty servant to receive the prop- 
erty that was to be restored to the citizens that day at the 
granavttaya palatd, or court of the exchequer. 

“And now this man, also,” thought Pierre, as he looked into 
the jpolitsimeistePs face. “ What a splendid, fine-looking 
officer, and how kind he is! Now he is occupied with such 
trifles ! And yet they say that he is not honest, and is mak- 
ing use of his opportunities ! What nonsense ! Besides, why 
should he not take advantage ? Pie was educated to do so. 
And that’s the way they all do. But he had such a pleasant, 
good face ! and smiled so agreeably when he looked at me.” 

Pierre went that evening to dine at the Princess Mariya’s. 

As he went along the streets, lined with the blackened ruins 
of houses, he was amazed at the beauty that he discovered in 
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these ruins. The chimney-stacks, the fallen walls, vividly re- 
minding Pierre of the Rhine and the Colosseum, stretched 
along one behind the others, all through the burnt districts. 
The hack-drivers and passers-by, the carpenters hewing tim- 
bers, merchants and shop-keepers, all with jovial, shining faces, 
gazed at Pierre, and seemed to say, — u Ah, there he goes. 
Let us see what will come of it.” 

Before he reached the Princess Mariya’s, the doubt occurred 
to Pierre’s mind whether it were true that he had been there 
the evening before, and seen Natasha and talked with her. 

“ Perhaps I was dreaming ? Perhaps I shall go in and find 
no one.” 

But he had no sooner entered the room, than, in his whole 
being, by the instantaneous loss of his freedom, he realized 
her presence. She wore the same black dress with soft folds, 
and her hair was done up in the same way as the evening be- 
fore, but she herself was entirely different. If she had been 
like that the evening before, when he went into the room, he 
could not have failed, for a single instant, to recognize her. 

She was just the same as she had been when almost a child, 
and afterwards, -when she was Prince Andrei’s affianced bride. 
A merry, questioning gleam flashed in her eyes ; her face had 
a genial and strangely roguish expression. 

Pierre dined with them, and would have spent the whole 
evening, but the Princess Mariya was going to vespers, and 
Pierre accompanied them. 

The following day, Pierre went early, dined with them, and 
spent the whole evening. 

Although the Princess Mariya and Natasha were evidently 
glad of his company, although all the interest of Pierre’s life 
was now concentrated in this house, still, as the evening wore 
away, they had talked everything out, and the conversation 
constantly lagged from one trivial subject to another, and 
often flagged altogether. 

Pierre staid that evening so late that the Princess Mariya 
and Natasha exchanged glances, evidently feeling anxious for 
him to go. Pierre saw it, and yet could not tear himself 
away. He felt embarrassed and awkward, but still he staid 
because he could not get up to go. 

The Princess Mariya, not seeing any end to it, was the first 
to get up, and, pleading migraine as an excuse, started to bid 
him good-night. 

“And so you are going to Petersburg to-morrow?” she 
asked. 
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u No, I don’t expect to go/’ hastily replied Pierre, with sur- 
prise and apparent annoyance. “ Yes, — no — oh, to Peters- 
burg ? Pay after to-morrow, perhaps. Only I won’t say 
good-by now. I will call to see if you have any commis- 
sions,” said he, standing in front of the Princess Mariya, with 
flushed face and embarrassed manner. 

Natasha gave him her hand, and left the room. The Prin- 
cess Mariya, on the contrary, instead of going, resumed her 
chair, and, with her luminous, deep eyes, gazed gravely and 
earnestly at Pierre. The weariness which she had really felt 
just before had now entirely passed away. She drew a long 
and deep sigh, as though nerving herself for a serious conver- 
sation. 

All Pierre’s confusion and awkwardness instantly disap- 
peared the moment that Natasha left the room, and gave place 
to an agitated excitement. 

He swiftly drew his chair close to the Princess Mariya. 
u Yes, I wanted to have a talk with you,” said he, respond- 
ing to her look, as though it were spoken words. 

“ Princess ! help me ! What am I to do ? Have I reason 
to hope ? Princess, my friend, listen to me. I know all 
about it. I know that I am not worthy of her. I know that 
it is wholly impossible, at the present time, to speak about it. 
But I wish to be like a brother to her. — No, I do not, I can- 
not wish that. — I cannot ” — 

He paused, and rubbed his face and his eyes with his 
hand. 

“ Now, here ! ” he pursued, evidently making an effort to 
command himself to speak coherently. “ I don’t know when 
I first began to love her. But all my life long I have loved 
her, and her alone, and I love her so that I cannot imagine 
life without her. I cannot make up my mind to sue for her 
hand now ; but the thought that perhaps she might be mine, 
and that I had lost this opportunity — opportunity — is hor- 
rible to me. Tell me, have I reason to hope ? Tell me what I 
must do. Dear princess,” said he, after a little silence, and 
he touched her hand when she did not reply. 

“I was thinking of what you have told me,” returned the 
Princess Mariya. “This — hear what I have to say. You 
are right that to speak to her now of love ” — 

The princess paused. She meant to say, to speak to her of 
love was impossible now ; but she paused because for two days 
past she had observed, from the change that had taken place 
in Natasha, that Natasha would not only not be offended if 
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Pierre should confess his love for her, but that this was the 
very thing that she was longing for him to do. 

“ To tell her now — is impossible / 7 said the Princess Mariya, 
nevertheless. 

“ But what am I to do ? 77 

“ Leave it all to me , 77 said the Princess Mariya. “T 
know 77 — 

Pierre looked into the Princess Mariya’s eyes. “ Well — 
well 77 — said he. 

“I know that she loves you-— will love you / 7 said the Prin- 
cess Mariya, correcting herself. 

She had scarcely said these words before Pierre sprang up, 
and, with a frightened face, seized the Princess Mariya’s 
hand. 

“What makes you think so? Do you really think that I 
may hope ? Do you think so ? 77 

“Yes, I think so / 7 said the Princess Mariya, with a smile. 
“Write to her parents. And trust it all to me. I will tell 
her when the suitable time comes. I am anxious for it. And 
my heart tells me that it will be . 77 

“ No, it cannot be ! How happy I am ! But it cannot 
be ! 77 repeated Pierre, kissing the princess’s hand. 

“You go to Petersburg; that is best. And I will write to 
you / 7 said she. 

“ To Petersburg ? Go away ? Yes, very good, I will go. 
But may I come to call to-morrow ? 77 

On the following day, Pierre went to say good-by. Natasha 
was less animated than on the preceding days ; but to-day 
when Pierre occasionally looked into her eyes he felt that his 
existence was nothing, that he was not, and that she was not, 
but that one feeling of bliss filled the world. 

“ Can it be ? No ! impossible ! 77 he said to himself at each 
glance, word, motion of hers, so filling his heart with joy. 

When, on saying “good-by / 7 he took her delicate, slender 
hand, he involuntarily held it rather long in his. 

“ Can it be that this hand, this face, these eyes, — all this 
marvellous treasure of womanly beauty, — can it be that it 
will be mine forever, as familiar to me as I am to myself? 
No, it is impossible ! 77 

“ Good-by, count — prashchaite , graft 77 said she to him 
aloud. “I shall await your return with impatience / 7 she 
added in a whisper. 

And these simple words, the look and the expression of her 
face that accompanied them, constituted the basis of inexhaust- 
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ible recollections, memories, and happy dreams during Pierres 

two months’ absence. . ' _ T 

£((j shall await your return with impatience. xes, yes, 
how did she say ? — Yes, ‘ I shall await your return with im- 
patience.’ Akh ! how happy I am ! What does it mean that 
I am so happy ? ” — 


CHAPTER XIX. 

In Pierre’s soul nothing took place like what had taken 
place under precisely similar circumstances at the time or nis 

engagement with Ellen. . 

He did not repeat as before, with a sickening sense of shami^ 
the words that he said ; he did not ask himself : Akh ! why 
did I not say that, and why, why did I say , Je vow came . 

How, on the contrary, every word that she said, every ono 
of his own words, he repeated in his lmagmation with all thu 
various details of her face and her smile, and he had no wish 
to take away or add a single one. His sole desire was to 

^’There was now not the slightest shadow of doubt as to 
whether what he was going to do was right 0r ^' r01 ; 1 , S not ( ;il a 
one terrible doubt ever occurred to his mind : - Wasrt not all a 
dream ? Was not the Princess Mariya m I s ^ken ‘ 
too proud and self-conceited ? I believe I am , , but ^ this suray 
might happen — the Princess Mariya might tell her, but sue 
woSld smile and reply, ‘ How strange ! He is surely mmtaken. 
Does he not know that he is a man, a simple man . uhih. 

I am entirely different, vastly superior. , 1vrp( i + 0 

This was Pierre’s only doubt, and it frecpient J — ; ^ 
him Pie now even ceased to make plans. His actual 
ness seemed to him so incredible that the accomplmhmtnt ^ 
this seemed enough of itself, and anything more ivas a woil 

of supererogation. All was over. , . , pi ,, e believed 

A iovous, unexpected insanity, ot which a . 

to be included only in bis love for her and the possibility 
'“tTornSm" seemed to l.im that all men 

were only trying to hide this happiness, while pietendm* 
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be absorbed in other interests. In every word and action be 
discovered bints pointing toward bis happiness. He often 
surprised the people who met him, by his blissful looks and 
smiles, which expressed some secret, inward harmony. 

But when he realized that these people could not know about 
his happiness, he pitied them with all his heart, and experi- 
enced a keen desire somehow to explain to them that all that 
occupied their time was perfect rubbish and trifles not worthy 
of their attention. 

When it was proposed to him to take some office, or when 
criticisms were made on the general course of political events 
or the war, and suppositions were advanced that such and 
such a method of procedure would bring happiness to all men, 
he listened with his gentle, compassionate smile, and amazed 
those who were talking with him by his odd observations. 

But those men who seemed to Pierre to comprehend the real 
meaning of life, that is, his own views of it — as well as those 
who were unfortunate enough apparently not to comprehend 
it — in fact, all men at this particular time were brought into 
such a brightly concentrated light, radiating from his own 
hearty that without the slightest difficulty he at once on meet- 
ing with any one saw in him whatever was good and worthy 
of love. 

On examining his late wife’s affairs and papers, he, in his 
memory of her, experienced nothing, no other feeling than 
one of pity, that she knew not the happiness which he now 
knew. Prince Vasili, who was now especially proud of a new 
place and decorations, seemed to him a touchingly good and 
miserable old man. 

Pierre often in after-days remembered this time of happy 
folly. All the judgments which he formed for himself of 
men and events at this time remained forever established in 
his mind. He not only did not afterwards renounce' these 
views of men and things, but, on the contrary, in all his 
inward doubts and contradictions, he came back to that view 
which he had during this time of folly, and this view always 
seemed correct. 

u Perhaps,” he would say to himself, £( 1 seemed strange 
and absurd at that time. But I was not so foolish as it might 
appear. On the contrary, I was wiser and more sagacious 
than ever before, and I understood all that is worth under- 
standing in life, because — I was happy.” 

Pierre’s folly or unreason consisted in this, that he did not 
as before wait for the personal reasons — the merits of people, 
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as lie called them — to be displayed before he loved them, 
l but love filled his heart, and he, by constantly loving his 
f fellow-men, found undoubted reason for making it worth his 
while to love them. 

| / 

| j CHAPTER XX. 

I / From that first evening when Natasha, after Pierre had left 
| </ them, had told the Princess Mariya with a joyously mis- 
\f chievous smile that he was just as though he had come out of 

] his bath, and called attention to his jaunty coat and his closely 

cropped hair, from that moment something awoke in her 
I heart that had lain dormant, and was unknown even to her, 
but irresistible. 

Everything about her suddenly underwent a change— her 
face, her gait, her look, her voice. Unexpectedly to herself 
| the power of life and hope of happiness flashed forth outwardly 
and demanded satisfaction. Prom that first evening Natasha 
seemed to have forgotten all that had happened to her. 
Henceforth she never once complained of her situation or 
: said one single word about the past, and she had no hesitation 

I even in forming happy plans for the future. 

She had little to say about Pierre ; but when the Princess 
Mariya mentioned him, the long extinguished gleam was 
j kindled in her eyes, and her lips were curved with a strange 
smile. The change that took place in Natasha at first amazed 
; the Princess Mariya ; but when she understood the signifi- 
I cance of it she was grieved. 

| “Could it be that she had loved my brother so little that 

she is so ready to forget him ? ?? mused the Princess Mariya 
when by herself she pondered over this change that had come 
over Natasha. 

But when she was with Natasha she neither felt angry 
with her nor reproached her. The awakening powers of life, 
which had taken such hold of Natasha, were evidently so un- 
\ controllable/ so unexpected to herself, that the Princess 

: : Mariya while in her presence felt that she had no right to 

reproach her even in her heart. 

I Natasha gave herself up with such completeness and frank 

| honesty to this new feeling, and made so little pretence to 
I hide it, that now she became glad and merry instead of sad 
: 1/ and sorry. 

1. When the Princess Mariya, after that midnight declaration 
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of Pierre’s, returned to her room, Natasha met her on the 
threshold. 

“He has spoken? Yes? He has spoken ? ” she insisted, 
and an expression, joyous, and at the same time pathetically 
pleading for forgiveness for her joy, came into -Natasha’s face. 

“I was tempted to listen at the door; but I knew that you 
would tell me.” 

Thoroughly as the princess understood the look which 
Natasha gave her, touching as it was, much as she pitied her 
emotion, still Natasha’s words, at the first instant, offended 
the Princess Mariya. She remembered her brother, his love 
for her. f 

“But what is to be done? She cannot be otherwise than 
what she is ? ” reasoned the Princess Mariya, and with a mel- 
ancholy and rather stern face she told Natasha all that Pierre [ 
had said to her. I 

When she heard that he was going to Petersburg, Natasha 1 
was thunder-struck. ■ 

“To Petersburg?” she repeated, as though not taking it f 
in. But when she observed the melancholy expression which | 
the Princess Mariya’s face wore, she surmised the reason for J 
her melancholy, and burst into tears. , I 

“Marie,” said she, “tell me what must I do ? I am afraid | 
I am doing wrong. I will do whatever you say ; teach me.” 

{ “Do you love him ? ” j 

I I “Yes,” whispered Natasha. j 

;i - “What makes you cry, then ? I am glad for you,” said the 

Princess Mariya, already, because of these tears, completely 
pardoning Natasha’s joy. 

“It will not be very soon. — Just think what happiness 
when I am his wife and you marry Nicolas.” 

“Natasha, I have asked you never to speak about that. We 
will talk about yourself.” 

Both were silent. 

“But why must he go to Petersburg ? ” suddenly exclaimed 
Natasha, and made haste to answer her own question. “Well, 
well, it is best so. — Yes, Marie, it is best so.” — 


EPILOG. 


PART FIRST. t 

CHAPTER I. 

Seven years had passed. The storm-tossed historical sea 
of Europe lay sleeping on its shores. It seemed at peace ; 
but the mysterious forces which moved humanity — mysteri- 
ous because the laws which govern their movements are 
unknown to us — were continually at work. 

Though the surface of the historical sea seemed motionless, 
humanity was pressing onward with a motion as continuous 
as the passage of time. 

Distinct groups of men were organized and disorganized : 
causes for the formation and disintegration of empires and 
the migrations of nations were set on foot. 

The historical sea no longer, as before, swayed in vast swells 
from shore to shore. It boiled in its secret depths. 

Historical characters no longer, as before, rode on the crest 
of the billows from shore to shore : they now seemed to be 
gathered together in one place. Historical personages, who 
before, at the head of armies, had reflected the motion of the 
masses by calls to war, by campaigns and battles, now reflected 
this movement by political and diplomatic combinations, laws, 
treaties. 

This activity of historical personages historians call re-action . 

Historians, in describing the activity of these historical per- 
sonages, who, according to their judgment, were the cause of 
what they call the re-action , are very severe in their strictures 
upon them. All the famous people of that time, from Alex- 
ander and Hapoleon to Madame cle Stael, Pettier, Selielling, 
Eichte, Chateaubriand, and the like, are haled before this 
stern court of justice, and justified or condemned, from the 
standpoint of whether they helped progress or re-action . 

In Russia, also, according to their writings, re-action set in 
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about this same time, and the one principally to blame for this 
i; re-action was Alexander I. — that same Alexander I. who, 

:;i according to their writings, was the principal cause of the 

V liberal tendencies of his reign and the salvation of Russia. 

1 In Russian literature at the present time there is no one, 

! from the schoolboy to the accomplished historian, who would 

1 not cast a stone at Alexander for his faulty behavior at this 

period of his reign. 

Is “ He ought to have done this or done that.” 

| “In such and such a case he did well, in something else he 

| did ill.” 

Jj “He behaved splendidly at the beginning of his reign and 

| during 1812 ; but he did wrong in giving a constitution to 

fj Poland, in establishing the Holy Alliance, in granting power 

$ to Arakcheyef, in encouraging first Golitsuin and mysticism, 

f and afterwards encouraging Shishkof and Fothier.” 

| “ He made an error in employing the van of the army ; he 

blundered in disbanding the Semyonovsky regiment,” and so 
on and so on. 

One might fill a dozen pages with the enumeration of all 
the reproaches which the historians have made against him on 
the ground of that knowledge of the welfare of humanity 
which they possess. 

What is the significance of these reproaches ? 

The very same actions for which the historians praise Alex- 
ander I. — for instance, the liberal tendency of his reign, his 
quarrel with Napoleon, the firmness which he displayed in the 
year 1812 and during the campaign of 1813 — do they not flow 
from exactly the same sources — the conditions of blood, edu- 
cation, life, which made Alexander’s personality what it was — 
from which also flowed the actions for which the historians 
blame him : for instance, the Holy Alliance, the restoration of 
Poland, the re-action of the twenties ? 

What constitutes the essence of these reproaches ? 

In this — that such an historical personage as Alexander 
I., a personage standing on the highest possible pinnacle of 
human power, as it were in the focus of the dazzling light of 
the historical rays concentrated upon him; a personage sub- 
jected to the most potent influences in the world, in the form 
of intrigues, deceptions, flatteries, inseparable from power ; a 
personage who, every moment of his life, bore the responsi- 
bility of all that took place, in Europe ; and not an imaginary 
personage, but as much alive as any other man, with his own 
individual peculiarities, passions, aspirations for the good, the 
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beautiful, the true, — that this personage, fifty # years ago, 
lacked not virtue (the historians do not reproach him for that), 
but those views concerning the welfare of humanity which 
are now held by any professor who from early youth has been 
occupied with science, that is, with the reading of books and 
lectures, and the copying of these books and lectures into a 
note-book. 

But even if it be granted that Alexander I. fifty years ago 
was mistaken in his views as to what constitutes the true wel- 
fare of nations, it cannot but be taken for granted that the 
historian also who criticises Alexander will, in exactly the 
same way, after the lapse of some time, prove himself incor- 
rect in his view as to what is the welfare of humanity. 

This proposition is all the more natural and inevitable from 
the fact that, in the development of history, we see that every 
year, with every new writer, the standard as to what is the 
welfare of humanity changes : thus what once seemed good 
becomes evil in the course of ten years, and vice versa . Still, 
we find occurring, at one and the same time, perfectly con- 
tradictory views as to what is good or what is evil: some re- 
gard the constitution granted to Poland and the Holy Alli- 
ance as creditable, others as disgraceful, to Alexander. 

As to the activity of Alexander and PTapoleon, it is impos- 
sible to declare that it was advantageous or harmful, since we 
cannot say wherein it was advantageous or wherein it was 
harmful. If this activity fails to please any one, then it fails 
to please simply in consequence of its failure to coincide with 
this person’s limited comprehension as to what is good. 

Apart from the question whether the preservation of my 
father’s house in Moscow in 1812 , or the glory of the Russian 
troops, or the weal of the Petersburg or any other university, 
or the freedom of Poland, or the might of Russia, or the 
balance of Europe, or a certain state of European enlight- 
enment — progress — appear to me advantageous, I must ac- 
knowledge that the activity of every historical personage had, 
besides these ends and aims, still others, more universal and 
beyond my comprehension. 

But let us grant that so-called science has the capacity of 
reconciling all contradictions, and has for all historical char- 
acters and events an invariable, absolute standard of right and 
wrong. 

Let ns grant that Alexander might have done everything in 
a different way. Let us grant that he might, according to the 
* u War and Peace ,J was written between 1864= and 1869, 


254 


WAR AND PEACE . 



prescription of those who accuse him, those who profess to have 
a knowledge of the final causes of the movements of human- 
ity, — that he might have acted in accordance with the pro- 
gram of nationality, liberty, equality, and progress, which 
his present-day accusers would have laid down for him. 
Let us grant that this program might have been possible 
and might have been laid down, and that Alexander might 
have acted in accordance with it. What, then, would have 
become of the activity of all those men who at that time were 
in opposition to the tendency of the administration? — of that 
activity which, according to the opinion of the historians, was 
good and profitable ? 

This activity would not have existed; there would have 
been no life ; there would have been nothing. 

If it is admitted that human life can be directed by reason, 
then the possibility of life is annihilated. 


It? it is admitted, as the historians do, that great men lead 
humanity toward the attainment of certain ends, such as the 
greatness of Eussia or France, or the balance of Europe, or 
the propagation of the ideas of the Eevolution, or progress in 
general, or any other object, then it is impossible to explain 
the phenomena of history without the concept chance or 
genius . 

If the object of the European wars at the beginning of the 
present century had been the greatness of Eussia, this object 
might have been attained without the preliminary wars and 
without the invasion. 

If the object had been the greatness of France, this object 
might have been attained without the Eevolution and the 
empire. 

If the end had been the propagation of ideas, the Press 
would have accomplished it far better than soldiers. 

If the object had been the progress of civilization, it is per- 
fectly easy to suppose that there are ways for the propagation 
of civilization more expedient than the destruction of men and 
their property. 

Why did it happen this way and not that ? 

Simply because it happened so. 

te Chance created the situation, genius profited by it/’ says 
history. 
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But what is chance, and what is genius ? 

The words "chance” and "genius ” represent nothing that 
actually exists, and therefore cannot be defined. 

These words only indicate a certain degree of comprehen- 
sion of phenomena. 

I .know not the cause of a certain phenomenon ; I believe 
that I cannot know it ; therefore I do not try to know it, and 
I say chance . 

I see that a force has produced an action disproportionate to 
the ordinary human qualities : I cannot understand the cause 
of this force, and I cry genius. 

To the flock of sheep, the sheep which is driven off every 
evening by the shepherd to a separate pen, and given extra 
food, and becomes twice as fat as the others, must seem to be 
a genius. The very fact that every evening this particular 
sheep, instead of going to the common fold, has a special pen 
and extra food, and that this sheep, this particular sheep, 
once fattened, is killed for mutton, doubtless impresses the 
other sheep as a remarkable combination of genius with a 
whole series of extraordinary chances. 

But if the sheep will only stop thinking that everything that 
happens to them results solely for the attainment of their 
sheepish welfare ; if they grant that the events happening to 
them may have objects which they cannot comprehend, they 
will immediately perceive a unity and logic in what happened 
to the fattened sheep. 

Even if they cannot know why it was fattened, they will, 
at least, know that nothing that happened to the sheep hap- 
pened by chance, and they will not need either the concept of 
chance or the concept of genius . 

Only when we rid ourselves of the idea of the proximate 
and visible object, the end of things, and recognize that the 
ultimate end is wholly unattainable to us, can we see a logical 
connection in the lives of historical personages ; there will be 
revealed to us the cause of that disproportion between the 
capacities of ordinary men and the deeds that they perform, 
and we shall not need the words chance and genius. 

It is sufficient simply to admit that the object of the move- 
ments of European nations is unknown to us, and that we 
know only facts, such as the butcheries first in Erance, then 
in Italy, in Africa, in Prussia, in Austria, in Spain, in Bussia, 
and that the movement from west to east and from east 
to west constituted the essence and object of events, and we 
shall not only no longer need to find genius or anything exeep- 
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tional in tlie characters of Napoleon and of Alexander, but it 
will be impossible for us to imagine these personages as any- 
thing else than men like all other men, and we shall not only 
not need to explain on the score of chance the little events 
that made these personages what they were, but it will be 
evident to us that all these little events were necessary. 

When we rid ourselves of the knowledge of the ultimate end, 
we clearly understand that, just as it is impossible to imagine 
on a given plant other flowers and other fruits than those which 
it produces, so is it impossible to imagine two other men with 
all that they did who would have been fitted to such a degree 
and in the smallest details to the mission which they were 
called upon to fulfil. 


CHAPTER III. 

The fundamental, essential fact in European events at the 
beginning of the present century is the warlike movements of 
masses of the nations of Europe from west to east, and then 
from east to west. 

The first sign of this movement was the movement from 
west to east. 

In order that the nations of the west might push their war- 
like advance as far as Moscow, it was necessary : — 

1. That they should be concentrated into a warlike mass 
of sufficient magnitude to endure conflict with the warlike 
mass of the east ; 

2. That they should renounce all their long-founded tradi- 
tions and habits ; and 

3. That, when this warlike movement was accomplished, 
they should have at their head a man of their own sort, who 
could justify himself and them for the lies, the pillage, and 
the slaughter which accompanied this movement of theirs as 
an essential concomitant. 

And, beginning back with the French Revolution, the prim- 
itive group, which is not large enough, disperses ; old habits 
and traditions come to naught ; little by little, a group of new 
precedents, new habits, and new traditions is formed, and the 
man who is to take his place at the head of the coming move- 
ment, and bear all the responsibility of the events to follow, is 
prepared for his mission. 

# A man without convictions, without habitudes, without tra- 
ditions, without name, not even a Frenchman,— by what 
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seems strange chances, — glides through all the parties agitat- 
ing France, and, taking part with none, 'is borne to his des- 
tined place. 

The stupidity of his associates, the weakness and inanity of 
his rivals, his own frankness in lying, and his brilliant and self- 
confident mediocrity, place this man at the head of the army. 

The excellent quality of the soldiers in his Italian army, the 
disinclination of the enemy to fight, his childish audacity and 
self-confidence, give him military glory. 

An infinite number of so-called chances meet him every- 
where. 

The disfavor into which he falls with the authorities of the 
French serves to his advantage. 

His attempts to change his predestined career are failures : 
he is not received into the Eussian service, the appointment 
to Turkey is not given to him. 

During the war in Italy, he several times comes to the very 
brink of destruction, and every time escapes in some unex- 
pected way. 

t The Eussian troops, the very ones who have the power to 

, extinguish his glory, through various diplomatic combinations, 

do not enter Europe while he is there. 

I On his return from Italy, he finds the government at Paris 

in. a state of decomposition so far advanced that the men form- 
ing it are inevitably doomed to ruin ; and an escape from this 
dangerous situation offers itself to him in the senseless, unrea- 
sonable expedition to Africa. 

Again so-called chances accompany him. Impregnable 
j Malta surrenders without the firing of a shot; the most 

foolhardy plans are crowned with success. 

| The hostile fleet, which afterwards would not allow a single 

r row-boat to pass, allows his army to pass ! 

In Africa, a whole series of atrocities are committed upon 
the almost unarmed inhabitants. And the men who unite 
• with him in these atrocities, and especially their chief, per- 

suade themselves that this is admirable, that this is glory, that 
this is like Caesar and Alexander of Maeedon, and that this is 

bl TMs ideal of glory and greatness, which, consists in the 
thought that nothing is to be considered wicked, and. that 
every crime is to be arrogated for pride and takes an incon- 
ceivable and supernatural significance, this ideal, which is 
I ' destined to be the guide of this man and of those allied with 

; him, has full field for increase in Africa. 
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All that he undertakes prospers. The plague touches him 
not. The cruelty of the massacre of prisoners is not imputed j 
to him as a crime. # t 

His puerile, senseless, unreasonable, dishonorable departure 
from Africa, from his companions in distress, is accounted to 
him as meritorious, and again, the second time, the hostile fleet 
allows him to pass. 

When, dazzled by the fortunate crimes committed by him, 
and ready to play his part, but without any definite object in 
view, he reaches Paris, the republican government, which a 
year before might still have put an end to him, has now 
attained the last degree of disintegration, and the fact that 
he, a man belonging to no party, is on hand, can only bring 
him to the supreme power. 

He has no plan ; he fears every one ; but the parties hold 
out their hands to him, and beg his support. 

He alone, with that ideal of glory and greatness built up 
in Italy and Egypt, with his idiotic self-adoration, with his 
audacity in crime, with his frankness in lying, — he alone is 
able to bring to realization the events which are about to take 
place. 

He is the one needed for that place which is waiting for 
him, and therefore, almost independently of his own will, in 
spite of his irresolution, his lack of any determined plan, and 
all the blunders that he makes, he is drawn into a conspiracy 
the aim of which is the possession of power, and the con- 
spiracy is crowned with success. 

He is thrust into a session of the Directory. Alarmed, he 
wishes to escape, counting himself lost ; he pretends that he is 
faint ; he utters senseless things that ought by good rights to 
have been his destruction. 

But the directors of France, once so bold and haughty, now 
feeling that their part is played, and being more confused 
than he is, say just the words that they should not have said 
to retain their power and overthrow him. 

Chance , millions of chances give him power, and all men, as 
if in haste, agree to confirm this power. 

Chance forms the character of the members of the Directors 
of France at that time subservient to him. 

Chance forms the character of Paul I., who recognizes his 
power. 

Chance . forms against Napoleon a plot which, instead of 
being prejudicial to him, confirms his power. 

Chance brings the Prince d’Enghien into his hands, and 
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unexpectedly compels liim to assassinate him ; this very act, 
more than any other, proving to the multitude that he had the 
right, since he had the might. 

Chance brings it about that he gives all his powers to an 
? expedition against England which would evidently have ruined 

him, and never carries out the plan, but falls unexpectedly 
upon Mack and the Austrians, who surrender without a 
battle. 

Chance and genius give him the victory at Austerlitz, and, 
by chance , all men, not only the French but all Europe (with 
. the exception of England, which takes no part in the events 
about to occur), — all men, in spite of their former horror and 
repulsion at his crimes, now recognize his power, his title, 
which he has given himself, and his ideal of glory and great- 
ness, which seems to them all reasonable and beautiful. 

As though practising and preparing for the future move- 
ment, the forces of the west several times push toward the 
east in 1805, 1806, 1807, and 1809, all the time strengthening 
1 and increasing. 

In 1811 the group of men formed in France unites into an 
enormous group with the nations of Central Europe. 

While this group of men goes on increasing, the man at 
the head of the movement finds his powers more and more 
developed. 

During the ten years’ preparatory period preceding this 
great movement, this man has been the leader of all the 
crowned heads of Europe. Dethroned rulers of the world 
have no reasonable ideal to oppose to the senseless Napo-' 
> Iconic ideal of glory and greatness . One after another they 

strive to show him their own insignificance. 

» The King of Prussia sends his wife to solicit the great 

man’s favor ; the Emperor of Austria considers it a favor if 
this man will take to his bed the daughter of the Kaisers ; 
the pope, holy guardian of the nations, makes use of his reli- 
gion to raise the great man higher. 

Napoleon does not prepare himself for the fulfilment of his 
part so much as it is his whole environment, which makes him 
assume all the responsibility for what is taking place and for 
what is about to take place. 

i No act, no crime, no petty deception which he essays^ fails 

f to be instantly hailed by those around him as some mighty 

P deed. ■ ^ 

I The best entertainment for him which the Germans can 

I th ink of is the celebration of Jena and Auerstadt. 
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Not alone is lie great ; his ancestors, his brothers, his step- 
sons, his brothers-in-law are also great. 

Everything conspires to take from him the last vestige of 
reason, and to make ready for his terrible career. 

When he is ready, the forces are also ready. 

The invasion rushes toward the east, reaches its final goal ~— 
Moscow. 

The capital is taken. The Russian army is more completely 
shattered than ever were the hostile armies from Austerlitz to 
Wagram. 

But suddenly, instead of the chances and strokes of genius 
which have borne him so steadily till now through an uninter- 
rupted series of successes to the predestined end, appear an 
incalculable quantity of contrary chances , from the influenza 
at Borodino, to the frosts and the sparks that set fire to Mos- 
cow 5 and instead of genius appear unexampled stupidity and 
baseness. 

The invasion runs away, turns back, again runs away, and 
all the chances are now not in his favor but against him. 

There occurs a counter-movement, from east to west, bearing 
a close resemblance to the preceding movement from west to 
east. 

The same symptoms of the movement from east to west as 
occurred in 1805-1807, and 1809, precede the great movement: 
the same union into a group of colossal proportions ; in the 
same way the nations of Central Europe rally to this move- 
ment ; the same irresolution in the midst of the way, and the 
same velocity in proportion as the goal is approached. 

Paris, the ultimate goal, is reached. The Napoleonic govern- 
ment and army are overthrown. 

Napoleon himself no longer has any of his former signifi- 
cance, all his actions strike men as pitiable and disgusting : 
but once more an inexplicable chance supervenes ; the allies 
hate Napoleon, and see in him the cause of their misfortunes ; 
deprived of prestige and power, convicted of crimes and per- 
fidy, he ought to have been regarded as he had been ten years 
before, and as he was a year later, as a bandit, outside of the 
law. ^ But, by a strange chance, no one sees this. 

His role is not yet finished. 

The man who, ten years before and a year later, men held 
to be a bandit, outside the law, is sent two days’ distance from 
France to an island, which is given to him as a domain, with 
a guard, and millions which are paid to him, for some reason ! 
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CHAPTER IV. 

The movement of the nations begins to calm itself along 
the shores. The waves of the great uprising fall back, and on 
the tranquil sea are formed various eddies on which float 
diplomatists, imagining that they have brought about the 
cessation of the commotion. 

But the tranquil sea suddenly rises again. The diplomatists 
imagine that their dissensions are the cause of the new storm 5 
they anticipate another war among their sovereigns. The 
situation seems to them inexplicable. 

But the wave the approach of which they feel comes not 
in the direction from which they expect it. 

It is the uprising of the same wave from the same point of 
departure, Paris. The last recoil of the movement from the 
west takes place — a recoil which is destined to solve the 
diplomatic difficulties, which have seemed inexplicable, and to 
put an end to the warlike movement of that period. 

The man who has devastated France returns to France 
alone, without the aid of a conspiracy, without soldiers. Any 
guardsman is at liberty to capture him, but, by a strange 
chance, not only does no one touch him, but all run with 
enthusiasm to meet this man whom they had cursed the day 
before, and whom they will curse a month later. 

This man is still needed for the completion of the last act. 

The act is ended. 

The play is over. The actor is told to remove his costume, 
and wash off the antimony and the rouge. 

He is no longer needed. 

And several years pass while this man, in solitude on his 
island, plays by himself a miserable comedy, intrigues and 
lies, justifying’ his actions, when justification is no longer ne- 
cessary, and shows to the whole world what it was that men 
took for a force when the invisible Hand made use of it. 

The Manager, having ended the drama and unmasked the 
actor, exposes him to us. 

(e Bee in whom you have believed ! Here he is. Do you 
see now that not he, but I, moved you? 

But, blinded by the violence of the movement, men long 
failed to understand this. 



Still greater logical sequence and necessity can be seen in 
the life of Alexander I., that personage who was at the head 
of the counter-movement, from east to west. 
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What qualities should the man possess who should take 
precedence of others and be placed at the head of this move- 
ment from east to west ? 

He must have the sense of justice, and take a sympathetic 
part in the affairs of Europe, one free from all petty interests. 

He must have a loftier moral character than any of his con- 
temporaries, the other sovereigns of his time. He must have 
a sweet and captivating personality. And he must have a per- 
sonal grievance against Napoleon. 

And all this is found in Alexander I. ; all this was produced 
by innumerable so-called chances throughout his past life: 
his education, his liberal beginnings, and the counsellors by 
whom he was surrounded, by Austerlitz and Tilsit and Erfurt. 

Throughout the patriotic war, this personage is inactive, 
because he is not needed. 

But, as soon as the necessity of a general European war 
becomes evident, this personage is found at the given moment 
in his place, and, rallying the nations of Europe, he leads 
them to their goal. 

The goal is reached. 

After the final war of 1815, Alexander finds himself at the 
highest pinnacle of human power. 

What use does he make of this power ? 

Alexander I., the pacificator of Europe, the man who from 
his youth had striven only for the welfare of his people, the 
first to introduce liberal innovations in his country, now, it 
seems, when he possesses unlimited power, and therefore the 
ability to bring about the welfare of his people at the very 
time that Napoleon, in exile, is making childish and fictitious 
plans how he would benefit humanity if he had the power, — 
Alexander L, who has fulfilled his mission, and feels the hand" 
of God upon him, suddenly comes to a realizing sense of the 
nothingness of this presumable power, renounces it, and gives 
it into the hands of men whom he scorns and despises, and 
merely said, — 

Not unto us, not unto us, but unto Thy name I ; I am a 
man like other men. Let me live like a man, and think of my 
soul and of God.” 

As the sun and every atom of ether is a sphere perfect in 
itself, and at the same time only an atom in the mighty All 
inaccessible to man, so each individual has within himself his 
own objects, and at the same time serves the common object 
inaccessible to man, " 


WAR AND PEACE . 

The bee, poising on a flower, stings a child. And the child 
is afraid of bees, and declares that the object of the bee is to 

St Thepoet admires the bee sucking from the calyx of a flower, 
and declares to us that the object of bees is to absorb into 

itself the aroma of the flowers. 

The bee-keeper, observing that the bee gathers P°h® n 
brings it home to the hive, declares that the object of bees is 

the manufacture of honey. , ,, , 

Another bee-keeper, observing more closely the habits of the 
swarm, declares that the bee gathers pollen for the nourish- 
ment of the young bees and the exploitation of the queen, and 
that the object of the bee is the propagation of the > species. 

A botanist observes that the bee, m flying with the dust of 
a dioecious flower to the pistils of another, fertilizes it ; and. 
the botanist sees in this the object of the bee. 

Another, observing the transmigration of plants, sees that 
the bee assists in this transmigration; and this new observer 
may say that in this consists the object of the bee. 

But the final object of the bee is not wholly included m the 
first or the second or the third of the objects which the human 

mind is able to discover. . . . 

The higher the human mind rises m its efforts to discover 
these objects, the more evident it is that the final object is 

inaccessible to man. , . ^ 

Man can only observe the correlation existing ^Ueen the 
life of the bee and the other phenomena of life, lhe same is 
true in regard to the objects of historical personages and 
nations. 


CHAPTER V. 

Natasha’s marriage to Bezukhoi, which took place m 1813, 
was the last happy event in the “old family of the Eostois. 
That same yearCount Ilya Andreyevitch died, and, as always 
happens, his death brought about the end of ^e f^nmr fam- 
ily The events of the preceding year the conflagration of 
Moscow and the family’s flight from the city, the death of 
Piince Andrei and Nat^ha’s despair, Petya’s death, the coun- 
ters grief, all taken together, blow upon blow, fell upon the 

°^It seemed as though he could not comprehend, and as though 
he realized thatThad not the strength to comprehend, the 
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significance of all these events ; he morally, as it were, bent his 
old head, as though expecting and inviting the new blows 
which would finish him. 

He appeared sometimes frightened and abstracted, some- 
times unnaturally excited and alert. 

Hatasha’s marriage, for the time being, gave him something 
to think about outside of himself. He ordered dinners and 
suppers, and evidently tried to be cheerful ; but his gayety was. 
not contagious as of yore ; on the contrary, it aroused compas- 
sion in people who knew and liked him. 

After Pierre and his bride had taken their departure, he fell 
into a very feeble condition, and began to complain of not 
feeling well. In a few days he grew really ill and took to his 
bed. Prom the first days of his illness, in spite of the doc- 
tor’s encouragement, he felt certain that he should not recover. 

The countess, without undressing, spent a fortnight in her 
arm-chair by his bedside. Every time that she gave him his 
medicine, he would sob and silently kiss her hand. On the 
last day he wept and begged the forgiveness of his wife and 
his absent son for the dissipation of their property, the chief 
blame for which, he felt, rested on himself. 

Having taken the last communion and final unction, he 
died peacefully, and on the following day a throng of acquaint- 
ances, who came to pay their duties to the late lamented, filled 
the Rostofs’ lodgings. All these acquaintances, who had so 
many times dined and danced at his house, who had so many 
times made sport of him, now, with a unanimous feeling of in- 
ward reproach and emotion, said, as though justifying them- 
selves before some one, — 

“Yes, whatever may be said, he was, after all, one of the 
best of men. We don’t often find such men these days. — 
And who has not his weaknesses ? ” 

Just at the very time when the count’s affairs had become 
so entangled that it was impossible to see what the end would 
be if they were allowed to go on for another year, he had un- 
expectedly died. 

Nikolai was with the Russian troops in Paris, when the 
news of his father’s death reached him. He immediately ten- 
dered his resignation, and, without waiting for it to be ac- 
cepted, took a furlough and hastened to Moscow. 

The state of the family finances within a month after the 
count’s death, were perfectly scheduled, and surprised every 
one by the magnitude of the sum to which the various little 
debts amounted, the existence of which no one had even 
suspected. ; : ■ 
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The property would not half pay the debts. 

Nikolai’s relatives and friends advised him to renounce the 
inheritance. But Nikolai saw in this suggestion the implica- 
tion of a reproach to his father’s memory, which he held sa- 
cred, and therefore he refused to hear anything said about 
renouncing the inheritance, and accepted it with all the obli- 
gations to settle the debts. 

The creditors, who had been so long silent, being kept good- 
natured during the count’s lifetime by the vague but powerful 
influence which his easy-going generosity had exerted upon 
them, now all suddenly began to clamor for their debts to be 
paid. As always happens, there sprang up a regular competi- 
tion as to who should be the first to he paid; and those very 
persons, like Mitenka and others, who held accommodation 
notes — gratuities often — now showed themselves as the most 
pressing of the creditors. 

Nikolai was given no rest or respite ; and those who appar- 
ently had had pity on the old man — the cause of their losses, 
if losses they were — were now pitiless toward the young heir, 
who was evidently innocent toward them, but had honorably 
assumed his father’s debts. 

Not one of the speculations which Nikolai tried to engineer 
was successful : the real estate was sold by auction, but did not 
bring half its value, and still half the debts remained un- 
liquidated. Nikolai took thirty thousand rubles which his 
brother-in-law offered him to pay that portion of the debts 
which he considered most pressing. And in order that he 
might not be sent to jail for the remaining obligations, as the 
other creditors threatened, he again entered the service. 

To return to the army where at the first vacancy he would 
be promoted as regimental commander, was now impossible, 
because his mother clung so to her only son as the last joy of 
her life ; and therefore, in spite of his 'disinclination, to remain 
in Moscow, in the circle of those who had always known him, 
notwithstanding his distaste for the civil service, he staid in 
Moscow and accepted a place in the civil section, and, giving up 
the uniform which he so loved, he settled down with Ms mother 
and Sonya in a modest apartment on the Sivtsevoi Yrazhek. 

Natasha and Pierre were at this time living at Petersburg, 
and had not the least idea of Nikolai’s position. Nikolai, who 
had already had some money from his brother-in-law, strove 
to hide from him his unhappy situation. His position was 
rendered peculiarly hard because, with his twelve hundred 
rubles salary, he was not only obliged to support himself, 
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Sonya, and his mother, but he was obliged to live in such a 
way that Ms mother would not suspect that they were poor. 
The countess could not conceive of any existence without 
those conditions of luxury to which she had been accustomed 
from childhood ; and without a suspicion that it was hard for 
her son, she was continually requiring a carriage, though they 
had none, to send for a friend ; or some rich delicacy for her- 
self, or wine for her son, or money to send some gift for a 
surprise to Natasha, Sonya, or Nikolai himself. 

Sonya had charge of the domestic arrangements, waited on 
her aunt, read aloud to her, endured her whims and her secret 
ill will, and aided Nikolai in hiding from the old countess the 
condition of poverty to which they were reduced. 

Nikolai felt that he owed Sonya a heavier debt of gratitude 
than he could ever repay for all that she had done for his 
mother ; he admired her patience and devotion, but he tried to 
avoid her. 

In the depths of his heart, he, as it were, reproached her for 
her very perfection, and because there was nothing for which 
to reproach her. She had every quality which people prize ; 
but still there was lacking the something which would have 
compelled him to love her. And he felt that the more he 
prized her, the less he loved her. He had taken her at her 
word when she wrote the letter releasing him from his prom- 
ise, and now he treated her as though all that had taken place 
between them had been long, long forgotten, and could never 
by any chance return. 

Nikolai’s condition grew worse and worse. The idea of 
saving something from his salary became a dream with him. 
Instead of laying up anything, he was driven by his mother’s 
constant demands upon him to incur petty debts. There 
seemed to be no way out of his difficulties. 

The idea of making a wealthy marriage, such as had been 
proposed to him by his relatives, was repugnant to him. The 
only other escape from his situation — the death of his mother 
— never occurred to him. He had no wishes, and he had no 
hope, and in the deepest depths of his heart he experienced a 
stern and gloomy enjoyment in thus resignedly enduring his 
situation. He tried to avoid his old acquaintances, their con- 
dolence and humiliating offers of assistance ; he avoided every 
sort of amusement and dissipation, and did not even do any- 
thing at home except play cards with his mother, or pace in 
gloomy silence up and down the room, smoking pipe after pipe. 

He cherished, as it were, this gloomy state, in which alone he 
felt himself capable of enduring his position. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

Early in the winter the Princess Mariya came to Moscow. 
From the current gossip of town she learned of the position 
of the Rostofs, and how “the son was sacrificing himself for 
his mother,” for so it was said in the city. 

“ I should hare expected nothing else from him,” said the 
Princess Mariya to herself, feeling a joyful confirmation of 
her love for him. 

When she remembered her relations of friendship, almost 
I of kinship, to the whole family, she felt it her duty to go to 

| see them. But when she remembered her relations to Nikolai 

at Voronezh she dreaded to do so. At length, several weeks 
after her return to the city, she made a powerful effort and 
went to the Rost of s’. 

Nikolai was the first to meet her, for the reason that the 
countess’s room could be reached only by passing through his. 
When he first caught sight of her, his face, instead of showing 
that joy which the princess had expected to see, assumed an 
| expression cold, haughty, and repellent, which the princess 

, had never before seen in it. Nikolai inquired after her health, 

conducted her to his mother, and, after remaining five minutes, 
left the room. 

When the princess left the countess, Nikolai again met her, 

I and with especial ceremony and reserve ushered her into the 
anteroom. He answered never a word to her remark about 
the countess’s health. 

I “What have I to do with you? Leave me in peace,” his 

i look seemed to' say. 

* “ Now, what makes her come round ? What does she want ? 

I can’t endure these fine ladies and all their inquisitive ways,” 
he said aloud in Sonya’s presence, evidently not able to restrain 
: his annoyance after the princess’s carriage had rolled away, 

i “ Oh ! how can you say so, Nicolas ! ” said Sonya, who could 

scarcely restrain her joy. “ She is so good, and maman loves 
her so.” 

Nikolai made no answer, and would have preferred not to 
say anything more about the princess. But from that time 
& ' forth the old countess kept talking about her a dozen times a 

I day. Vv''; 

'* The countess praised her, insisted on her son going to return 

I * her call, expressed her anxiety to see her more frequently, hut 

I :; i : ■■■■■ 
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at the same time, whenever she spoke of her, she always got 
out of sorts . 1 

Nikolai tried to hold his tongue when his mother spoke of 
the princess ; his silence annoyed his mother. 

“ She is a very worthy and lovely girl,” she would say, “ and 
you must go and call upon her. At all events, you will see 
somebody. It seems to me it must be tedious for you with 
us.” ' . " ■ 

“ I don’t care to see anybody, mamenka !” 

“A little while ago you wanted to see people, but now it’s — 
( I don’t care to.’ Truly, my dear boy, I don’t understand 
you. You have been finding it tedious, but now suddenly you 
don’t wish to see any one ! ” 

“ But I haven’t said it was tedious to me.” 

il Bid you not just say that you did not want to see her ? 
She is a very worthy girl and you always liked her, but 
now you find some excuse or other. It’s all a mystery to 
me ! ” 

“ Why, not at all, mamenka ! ” 

a If I had asked you to do something disagreeable — but no, 
all I ask of you, is to go and return this call ! It would seem 
as if politeness demanded it — I have asked you, and now I 
shall not interfere any more, since you have secrets from your 
mother.” 

“ But I will go, if you wish it.” 

“ It’s all the same to me. I wish it for your sake.” 

Nikolai sighed, and, gnawing his mustache, proceeded to lay 
out the cards, trying to divert his mother’s attention to some- 
thing else. 

On the next day, on the third, and on the fourth, the same 
conversation was renewed. 

After her call upon the Bostofs and the unexpectedly cool 
reception which Nikolai had given her, the Princess Mariya 
confessed to herself that she had been right in not wishing to 
go to the Rostofs’ first. 

“ I expected as much,” said she to herself, calling her pride 
to her assistance. “ I have nothing to do with him, and I only 
wanted to see the old lady, who has always been good to me, 
and who is bound to me by so many ties.” 

But she could not calm her agitation by these arguments ; a 
feeling akin to remorse tormented her when she remembered 
her visit. Although she had firmly resolved not to go to the 
Rostofs’ again, and to forget all about it, she could not help 
feeling that she was in a false position. And when she asked 
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herself what it was that tormented her, she had to confess 
that it was her relation to Hostel- 

His cool, formal tone did not really express his feelings 
(she knew it), and this tone only covered something. ^ She felt 
that it was necessary for her to discover this something. And 
until she did, she felt that it was impossible for her to be at 
peace. 

One time in midwinter she was in the schoolroom, attending 
to her nephew’s lessons, when Eostofs name was announced* 
With a firm determination not to betray her secret and not 
to manifest her confusion, she summoned Mile. Botirienne 
and went down with her into the drawing-room. At her first 
glance into Nikolai’s face she perceived that he had come 
merely to fulfil the duty of politeness, and she firmly vowed 
that she would keep to the same tone in which he treated her. 

They talked about the countess’s health, about common 
acquaintances, and about the latest news of the war, and when 
the ten minutes demanded by etiquette had passed, at the end 
of which, the caller can take his departure, Nikolai rose to say 
good-by. 

The princess, with Mile. Bourienne’s aid, had sustained the 
conversation very well ; but at the very last moment, just as 
he rose to his feet, she had grown so weary of talking about 
things that interested her not, and the thought why she alone 
had so little pleasure in life came over her so powerfully, that 
she fell into a fit of abstraction, and sat motionless with her 
radiant eyes looking straight ahead and not perceiving that 
he had arisen. 

Nikolai glanced at her, and, feigning not to notice her abstrac- 
tion, spoke a few words to Mile. Bonrienne, and again looked 
at the princess. She sat as before, motionless, and an expres- 
sion. of pain crossed her gentle face. 

Suddenly he felt a sense of compassion for her, and a dim 
consciousness that he himself might be the cause of the sorrow 
which was expressed in her face. He was anxious to help 
her, to say something cheering to her ; but he could not think 
what to say. 

“ G-ood-by, princess,” said he. 

She came to herself, flushed, and drew a long sigh. 

“Oh, I beg your pardon,” said she, as though awakening 
from a dream. “ Are you going already, count ? W ell, good- 
by. — Oh, but the pillow for the countess ? ” 

« Wait, I will fetch it down to you,” said Mile. Bourienne, 
and left the room. 

I _ 



* Eussian: “ How much water has flowed.” 
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Both were silent, though they occasionally looked at each 
other. 

“ Yes, princess,” said Nikolai at last, with a melancholy 
smile. “It does not seem very long ago, but how much has 
happened * since you and I met first at Bogucharovo. How 
unfortunate we all seemed then ; but I would give a good deal 
for that time to return again — but what is past, is past.” 

The princess looked steadily into his face with her clear, 
radiant eyes, while he was saying this. She seemed to be 
striving to discover what secret significance his words had, 
that might interpret his sentiments towards her. 

“Yes, yes,” said she. “But you have nothing to regret in 
the past, count. When I think what your life is now, I am 
sure that you will always remember it with pleasure, because 
the self-sacrifice which at the present time you ” — 

“ I cannot accept your words of praise,” said he, hastily 
interrupting her. “ On the contrary, I am constantly reproach- 
ing myself ; but this is not at all an interesting or amusing 
subject of conversation.” 

And again his eyes assumed their former expression of 
reserve and coldness. 

But the princess had once more seen in him that man whom 
she had known and loved, and she was now talking only -with 
that man. 

“ I thought you would permit me to say this to you,” said 
she. “You and I have been brought so near together, — and 
your family — and I thought that you would not consider my 
sympathy out of place ; but I was mistaken,” said she. Her 
voice suddenly trembled. “I do not know why,” she continued, 
correcting herself, “you were so different before, and ” — 

“ There are a thousand reasons why ” — he laid a special stress 
on the word why — “I thank you, princess,” said he gently. 
“ Sometimes it is hard ” — 

“ So that is the reason, then, that is the reason,” said a voice 
in the Princess Mariya’s heart. “ No, it was not alone his 
merry, kind, and open eyes, not alone his handsome exterior, 
that I loved in him ; I suspected his nobility, firmness, and 
sacrificing heart,” said she to herself. “Yes, now he is poor, 
and I am rich. — Yes, that, then, was the sole reason. Yes, if 
it were not that ” — 

And, as she remembered his former gentleness, and looked 
now into his kind and melancholy face, she suddenly realized 
the reason of his coolness. 
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■ W* Why is it, count, why is it ? ” she suddenly almost screamed, 
and involuntarily came closer to him. u Why is it ? tell me. 
You ought to tell me.” 

He was silent. 

“ I don’t know, count, what your why is,” she went on to 
say — “ But it is hard for me too, for me — I confess it to you. 
For some reason you wish to deprive me of your old friend- 
ship. And this pains me.” 

The tears were in her eyes and in her voice. 

“ I have so little happiness in life that every loss is hard 
for me to bear. Excuse me — good-by.” 

She suddenly burst into tears, and started to leave the 
room. 

u Princess ! Wait ! for God’s sake ! ” he cried, trying to 
detain her. “ Princess ! ” 

She looked around. For several seconds they looked into 
each other’s eyes, each in silence, and what had been distant 
and impossible, suddenly became near, possible, and inevi- 
table. 



CHAPTER VII. 

In the autumn of the year 1813, Nikolai was married to the 
Princess Mariya, and went with his wife, his mother, and 
Sonya to live at Luisiya Gorui. 

In the course of four years, without selling any of his wife’s 
property, he settled the last of his debts, and, having inherited 
a small estate by the death of a cousin, he also paid back what 
he had borrowed of Pierre. 

Three years later still, in 1820, Nikolai had so managed his 
pecuniary affairs that he had purchased a small estate adjoining 
Luisiya Gorui, and was in negotiations for repurchasing Otra- 
dnoye, which was one of Ms favorite dreams. 

Having been forced by necessity to manage his own estate, 
he quickly grew so passionately interested in farming that it 
came to be his favorite and almost exclusive occupation. 

Nikolai was a farmer of the simple old-fashioned school ; # he 
liked not innovations, especially the English ones, which at 
that time were coming into vogue; laughed at theoretical 
works on farming, disliked machinery, expensive processes, 
the sowing of costly grains, and as a general thing had no 

# Prastot khozydin : simple proprietor, landowner, householder, etc. 
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patience with occupying himself with only one side of farm- 
ing. He always kept before his eyes the idea of the estate as 
a whole, and favored no part of it to the exclusion of the 
rest. 

The chief element of success in an estate was not the azote 
and the oxygen found in the soil and in the atmosphere, or 
any especial form of plough or manure, but rather the principal 
instrument by means of which the oxygen and the nitrogen 
and the manure and the plough act, — the muzhik — the work- 
ing peasant. | 

When Nikolai took up the care of his estate and began to 
study the different parts of it, the muzhik especially attracted 
his attention. The muzhik seemed to him not only a tool and 
instrument, but the object and judge. From the very first he ! 
studied the muzhik, striving to comprehend what he wanted, 
what he considered good and bad, and only pretended to give 
orders and lay out work, while in reality he was learning of / 
the peasants, both from their ways and their words, and their \ 
judgment as to what was good or bad. I 

And only when at last he learned to understand the tastes ■ 
and aspirations of the muzhiks, learned to speak their speech, 
and comprehend the secret significance of their sayings, when 
he felt himself one with them, only then did he dare boldly to ; ' 
direct them, that is, to fulfil toward them the duties which: 
were demanded of him. i" 

And Nikolai’s management * brought about the most bril- 
liant results. 

When he undertook the management of the estate, Nikolai 
at once unerringly, by some gift of second sight, appointed as ; 
burmistr, or village bailiff, or as starosta, or as the peasant ! 
delegate, the very men who would have been chosen by tlrn 
muzhiks themselves, if the choice had been in their hands. 


and his appointees were never changed. 


Before he made investigations into tbe chemical propertie ’ 
of manures, before he entered into the question of “ debit an 
credit / 5 as he laughingly termed it, he learned about the num- 
ber of cattle that the peasants had, and increased it by all the 
means in his power. 

He tried to keep the families of the peasants as large as, 
possible, not permitting them to break up.f He kept a strict 


* Khozyaistvo , 

f The communal system of Russia is patriarchal, the head of the family ft 
having control of all the sons and daughters, married and single, living un- 1* 
der his roof. ® & ® 
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oversight upon the lazy, the dissolute, and the feeble, and 
tried to rid the community of such. During seed-time and 
hay-making and harvest, he gave the same careful attention 
to his own fields and those of his muzhiks. And few propri- 
etors got their seed in so early or averaged such good crops as 
Nikolai did. 

He liked not to have anything to do with the dvorovme or 
domestic serfs, called them drones , and, as every one said, paid 
no heed to them, and thus spoiled them ; when it was neees- 
Isary to do anything, or make any disposition concerning a 
domestic serf, especially when it was necessary to punish one, 
he was always undecided, and had to ask the opinion of all in 
the house ; only when it was possible to send a domestic serf 
as a soldier in place of a muzhik, he would do so without the 
slightest hesitation. 

\ But in regard to all the dispositions which he had to make 
Jconcerning the muzhiks, he never experienced the slightest 
hesitancy. He knew that any disposition that he might make 
concerning the muzhiks would be approved by all excepting 
perhaps one or a very few. 

u Likewise, he never allowed himself to overwork or punish a 
field hand out of any personal whim or caprice, or would he 
ease a man’s labors or reward him simply because such a 
.thing constituted his personal desire. He could not have said 
jwhere he got his rule of what was wise and what was unwise ; 
;but this rule was firm and inflexible in his heart. 

! Yet often, in vexation at some failure or disorder, he would 
Exclaim : u With this Bussian people of ours ! 77 and try to argue 
to his own satisfaction that he could not put up with the 
muzhik. 

But with all the strength of his heart he loved a this Bus- 
sian people of ours , 77 and their ways, and this reason alone 
*nade Mm appreciate and adopt the only way and method of 
* .anaging his estate which could bring him in good results. 

The Countess Mariya was jealous of her husband because of 
this love of his, and regretted that she could not share in it; 
but she could not understand the joys and annoyances which, 
for him, constituted this world so foreign and apart from her 
Dwn. She could not understand why he should be so pecul- 
iarly animated and happy, when, having arisen with the 
lawn and spent the whole morning in the field or the thresh- 
ng-floor, he came back from the sowing, the mowing, or the 
Harvest, to drink tea with her. 

She could not understand what should so kindle his enthu* 
7 von* 4* — 18. 
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siasm as lie told of the wealthy and enterprising muzhik 
Matvyei Yermi'shin, who had spent the whole night with his 
family in carrying sheaves, and who had his corn-stacks 
all made up, while as yet the others had not touched 
theirs. 

She could not understand why he was so glad, and smiled so 
radiantly, and winked, as he came from the window out upon 
the balcony, while the dense, warm rain fell upon the dry and 
thirsty young oats, or why, when during hay-making or har- 
vest time the wind drove away the threatening clouds, he 
would come in from the threshing-floor flushed, sunburnt, and. 
sweaty, and with the scent of wormwood and wild gentian in 
his hair, and, gayly rubbing his hands, exclaim. “Well, now, 
one more short day, and my grain and the peasants' will all 
be threshed” 

Still less was she able to understand why he, with his kind- 
ness of heart, with his never-failing readiness to anticipate 
her desires, was almost in despair when she presented to him 
petitions from peasant women or muzhiks who had applied to 
her for relief from some drudgery or other, — why he, this good 
Nicolas, was so obstinate in refusing to do so, and begged her 
sternly not to interfere in what was not her business. She felt 
that he had a special world of his own which he passionately 
loved, and which was governed by laws she could not under- 
stand. 

When, sometimes, in her endeavors to understand him, she 
would speak to him of the service he was rendering in doing 
so much good to his dependants, he lost Ms temper and re- 
plied : “ Not in the least ; it never entered my head, and I am 
not doing anything for their good. That is all poetry and old 
woman's tales, all this talk about kindness to one's neighbor. 
What I want is, that our children should not become beggars ; 
what I want is, to get our property on a satisfactory basis* 
while I am alive : that is all. And to do that, order is neces- 
sary, and so is sternness. That's all there is of it,” said he, 
clinching his sanguine fist “ — and justice,” he added. “Be- 
cause if the peasant is naked and hungry, and has only one : 
little horse, then he will work neither for himself nor 
for me.” 

And there can be no doubt that for the very reason that 
Nikolai allowed himself not to think that he was doing any- 
thing for others, in the way of a benefactor, that all he did 
was so abundantly successful; his property quickly multi- 
plied ; neighboring muzhiks came to him and begged Mm to 
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buy them, and, long after he was dead and gone, a devout 
memory of his regime obtained among the peasantry. 

“ He was a manager * Pie looked after his peasants 7 affairs 
first, and then his own. And he did not show too much indul- 
gence either. In one word, he was a manager . 77 


CHAPTER Till. 


One thing sometimes troubled Nikolai in relation to his ad- 
ministration of affairs, and this was his quick temper and a 
propensity, which was a relic of his old life as a hussar, to 
make use of his fists. At first, he saw nothing reprehensible 
in this ; but in the second year of his married life his views, in 
regard to this form of inflicting punishment underwent a 
sudden change. 

One time during the summer the starosta of Bogucharovo, 
the successor of Dron, who was now dead, was summoned over 
to Luisiya Gorui charged with various rascalities and villa* 
nies. Nikolai met him on the porch, and at his first reply the 
sounds of cries and blows rang through the vestibule. 

On going into the house for breakfast, Nikolai joined his 
wife, who was sitting with her head bent low over her em- 
broidery frame, and began to tell her, as his wont was, about 
all that occupied him that morning, and, among other things, 
about the starosta of Bogucharovo. The Countess Mariya, 
turning red, then pale, and compressing her lips, sat with her 
head still bent, and made no reply to her husband’s words. 

“ Such an impertinent scoundrel ! 77 exclaimed he, growing 
hot at the mere recollection. “If he had only told me that 
he was drunk — I never saw — but what is the matter, 
Marie ? 77 he suddenly asked. 

The countess raised her head and tried to say something, 
but again hastily drooped her head, and compressed her lips, 

“What is it ? What is the matter, my darling ? 77 

Plain as the Countess Mariya was, she always grew pretty 
when tears were in her eyes. She never wept because of pain 
or annoyance, but always from melancholy and pity. And 
when she wept her liquid eyes acquired an irresistible charm. 

The moment Nikolai took her by the hand, she could no 
longer restrain herself, but burst into tears. 

“Nicolas, I saw* — he is at fault, but, oh, Nicolas, why did 
you ? 77 — And she hid her face in her hands. 

* Khozydin . 
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Nikolai turned crimson, made no reply, and, turning away 
from her, began to pace up and down the room. He under- 
stood what made her weep ; but suddenly he found that he 
could not agree with her in his heart, that what he had been 
used to looking upon since childhood as a customary thing 
was wrong. 

“ Is it her amiability and feminine weakness, or is she 
right ? ” he asked himself. Not being able to decide this 
question for himself, he once more looked into her suffering, 
loving face, and suddenly realized that she was right, and that 
he had been wrong even in his own eyes for a long time. 

“ Marie,” said he gently, and he came to her, “this shall 
never happen again ; I give you my word. Never ! ” he re- 
peated, in a trembling voice like a lad asking forgiveness. 

The tears rolled faster than ever from the countess’s eyes. 
She took her husband’s hand and kissed it. 

“ Nicolas, when did you break your cameo ? ” she asked, 
for the purpose of changing the conversation, and examining 
his hand, on which he wore a ring with a Laokoon’s head. 

“ To-day ; it’s all the same story. Akh ! Marie, don’t speak 
of it again.” He flushed once more. “ I give thee my word 
of honor that this sha’n’t happen again. And let this always 
be a reminder to me,” he added, pointing to the broken ring. 

From that time forth, when he had to enter into explana- 
tions with the starostas or overseers, and the hot blood flew 
into his face, and he began to clinch his fists, Nikolai would 
turn the broken ring round on his finger and drop his eyes 
before the man who was angering him. However, once or 
twice a year, he would forget himself, and then, when he came 
into, his wife’s presence, he would confess, and again give his 
promise that it should be the last time. 

“ Marie, truly you will despise me,” he would say to her. 
“'I deserve it.” 

“You should go away, go away as fast as you can if you 
find that you have not the strength of mind to restrain your- 
self,” said the Countess Mariya, in a tender voice, trying to 
console her husband. 

Nikolai was respected but not liked among the gentry of 
the _ province. He did not care about the interests of the 
nobility. And on this account some considered him proud ; 
others, stupid. 

During the summer, he spent all his time in the manage- ■ 
ment of his farms, from the hour that the seed was put in 
until the crops were garnered. 
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During the autumn, he gave himself up to hunting with the 
same practical seriousness which he showed in the care of his 
estates, and, for a month or two, he would ride out with the 
hounds. 

During the winter, he rode off to visit his other villages, 
and occupied himself with reading. His reading consisted, 
principally, of historical works, for the purchase of which he 
spent a certain amount each year. He -was forming for him- 
self, as he said, a “ serious library/’ and he made it a rule to 
read through every hook which he purchased, 
t With a grave face, he would shut himself up in his library 
for this reading, which, at first, he imposed upon himself as a 
duty ; but in time it came to be his ordinary occupation, fur- 
nishing him with a certain kind of satisfaction, and the con- 
sciousness that he was occupied with a serious task. 

Except for the time that he spent out of doors, in the pros- 
ecution of his affairs, during the winter he was mostly in the 
house, entering into the domestic life of the family, and tak- 
ing an interest in the little relations between the mother and 
children. He kept growing closer and closer to his wife, each 
day discovering in her new spiritual treasures. 

Sonya, since the time of Nikolai’s marriage, had been an 
inmate of his house. Some time before his marriage, Nikolai, 
laying all blame on himself, and praising her, had told the 
Princess Mariya what had occurred between him and Sonya. 
He had begged the Princess Mariya to be kind and good to 
his cousin. The Countess Mariya fully realized her husband’s 
fault. She also felt that she was to blame toward Sonya; she 
realized that her own position had influenced Nikolai’s choice, 
and she could not see that Sonya was in any way blameworthy, 
and she wanted to love her ; 'but not only did she not love 
her, but often found bitter feelings against her arising in her 
soul, and she could not overcome them. 

One time she was talking with her friend Natasha about 
Sonya and about her own injustice toward her. 

“Do you know,” said Natasha, — “you have read the New 
Testament a great deal, -— there is one place that refers directly 
to Sonya.” 

“ What is that ? ” asked the Countess Mariya, in amazement. 

“ ‘ For unto every one that hath shall be given , but from him 
that hath not shall be taken away even that which he hath . 7 Do 
you remember ? She is the one that hath not. Why, I do not 
know ; it seems to me she has no selfishness about her, I 
don’t know, somehow, but it is taken away from her — every- 
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thing has been taken away from hen I am terribly sorry for 
her sometimes ; I used to be terribly anxious for Nicolas to 
marry her, but I always had a sort of presentiment that it 
would never be. She is a sterile flower ; you have seen them 
in the strawberry patch, haven’t you ? Sometimes I am sorry 
for her, but then, again, I think that she doesn’t feel it as we 
should.” 

And although the Countess Mariya explained to Natasha 
that these words from the Gospel must have a different mean- 
ing, still, as she looked at Sonya, she agreed with the expla- 
nation which Natasha gave to them. 

It really seemed to her that Sonya was not troubled by her 
uncomfortable position, and was perfectly satisfied with her 
name of u sterile flower.” 

It seemed that she did not so much care for any special 
individual as for the family as a whole. Like a cat, she at 
tached herself, not to the household so much as to the house 
itself. She took care of the old countess, she petted and 
spoiled the children, was always ready to show such little 
services as she could ; but all this was accepted unwittingly, 
without any special sense of gratitude. 

The establishment at Luisiya Gorui had now been restored 
to good order, but not on the same footing as it had been dur- 
ing the late prince’s lifetime. The new buildings, begun dur- 
ing, the hard times, were more than simple. The enormous 
mansion-house, erected on the original stone foundations, was 
of wood, merely plastered on the inside. The great, spacious 
mansion, with its unpainted deal floors, was furnished with 
the most simple and coarse sofas and easy-chairs, tables and 
chairs made from their own lumber by their own carpenters. 
The house was capacious, with rooms for the domestics, and 
special suites for guests. 

The relatives of the Eostofs and Bolkonsky s oftentimes 
came to visit at Luisiya Gorui with their families and almost 
a score of horses, with dozens of servants, and would spend 
months there. ‘Moreover, three or four times a year, on the 
name-day or birthday festivals of the host and hostess, a hun- 
dred guests would be present at once for several days. 

The rest of the year the regular life moved in its regular 
channels with the usual occupations — teas, breakfasts, din- 
ners, suppers, supplied from the resources of the estate. 
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CHAPTEB IX. 

It was the eve of St. Nicholas Day, in the winter # — the 
seventeenth of December, 1820. 

That year Natasha with her children and husband had come 
early in the autumn to visit her brother. Pierre was in Peters- 
burg, where he had gone on private business for three or four 
weeks, as he said, but where he had already spent seven. They 
were expecting him at any moment. 

On the seventeenth of December the Bostofs had, besides 
the Bezukhoi family, Nikolai's old friend, General Vasili 
Feodorovitch Denisof, who was now on the retired list. 

On the eighteenth, the day of the name-day celebration for 
which the guests had assembled, Nikolai knew that he should 
have to take off his beskmet or Tatar blouse, put on his 
dress-coat and tight, narrow-toed shoes, and go to the new 
church which he had just built, and then receive congratula- 
tions and offer lunch, and talk about the elections and the 
crops ; hut he felt that on the eve of his name-day he had the 
right to spend his time in the usual way. 

Just before dinner Nikolai had been verifying the accounts 
of the burmistr from the Biazan estate of his wife's nephew, 
had written two business letters, and had made the round of 
the granaries, the cattle-yard, and his stables. Having taken 
precautions against the general drunkenness which was to be 
expected on the morrow in consequence of it being a capital 
festival, he came in to dinner, and, without having, had .a 
chance for a few moments of private conversation with his 
wife, he took his seat at the long table set with twenty covers 
for his whole household. 

At the table were his mother, the old Mrs. Byelova, who 
still lived with her, his wife, his three children, their gov- 
erness, their tutor, his nephew with his tutor, Sonya, Denisof, 
Natasha, her three children, their governess, and the little 
ol<J Mikhail Ivanuitch, the prince's architect, who lived at 
Luisiya Gorui on a pension. • 

The Countess Mariya was sitting at the opposite end of the 
table. As soon as her husband took his place she knew by 
the gesture with which he took his napkin and quickly pushed 

* Nikola zimnii (as the peasants call it) comes Dec. 5, O. S. ? m contradis- 
tinction to Nikola lyetnii or St. Nicholas Day in the summer, the 9th (21st) 
May. . 
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away the tumbler and wine-glass that were set before' him, 
that be was in bad bum or, as was apt to be tbe case with 
him especially before soup, and when be came directly from 
his work to dinner. 

Tbe Countess Mariya knew perfectly well this disposition 
of bis, and, when she herself was in her usual good spirits, 
she calmly waited until be should have finished bis soup, and 
not till then would she begin to talk with him and make him 
realize that bis ill-temper was groundless ; but on tbe present 
occasion she bad entirely forgotten this observation of hers ; 
it hurt her to feel that be was angry with her without cause, 
and she felt that she was innocent. * 

She asked him where be bad been. 

He told her. 

Then again she asked him if be found everything in good 
order. He scowled disagreeably at her unnatural tone, and 
answered hastily. 

“So I was not mistaken,” thought tbe Countess Mariya. 
“ How, why is be vexed with me ? ” 

By tbe tone in which be answered her tbe Countess Mariya 
detected what she thought was ill will toward herself, and a 
wish to cut short tbe conversation. She realized that her 
own words bad been unnatural, but she could not refrain from 
asking several other questions. 

The conversation during dinner, thanks to Denisof, quickly 
became general and animated, and tbe Countess Mariya bad 
no chance to say anything to her husband. When they left 
tbe table and went to thank tbe > old countess, the Countess 
Mariya held out her hand and kissed her husband and asked 
him why he was vexed with her. 

“You always have such strange ideas ! — I had no thought 
of being vexed with you,” said he. But this word always 
said with sufficient clearness to the Countess Mariya : “ Yes, 
I am angry and I won’t tell you.” 

Nikolai lived so harmoniously with his wife that even 
Bony a and the old countess, who out of jealousy might have 
been happy to see some discord between them, could not find 
any excuse for reproach; but still they had their moments of 
hostility. Sometimes, especially after their happiest times, 
they were suddenly assailed by the feeling of repulsion and 
animosity ; this feeling was particularly liable to occur when 
the Countess Mariya was with child. She was now in this 
condition. 

“Well, messieurs et mesdcrnies,” said Nikolai, in a loud and 
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apparently gay tone* — it seemed to the Countess Mariya that 
it was on purpose to hurt her feelings, — “I have been on my 
feet ever since six o’clock. To-morrow I shall have to endure 
a good deal, and now I’m going to rest.” 

And, without saying anything more to the Countess Mariya, 
he went into the little divan-room and lay down on the sofa. 

“That’s the way it always is,” thought the Countess 
Mariya. “He talks with all the rest, but not with me. I 
see, I see that I am antipathetic, especially when I am in 
I this condition.” 

i She looked at her changed figure, and caught sight in the 

I mirror of her yellowish pale, thin face, with her eyes more 

| prominent than ever. 

| And everything seemed disagreeable to her: Denisofs 

| shouts and laughter, and Hatasha’s talk, and especially the 

| look which Sonya hastily threw after her. 

Sonya was always the first pretext which the Countess 
Mariya took to excuse her irritation. 

I After sitting down for a little with her guests, and not 

| comprehending a word of what they said, she softly got up 

| and went to the nursery. 

The children were on chairs, “ going to Moscow,” and they 
hegged her to join them. She sat down and played with 
them, but the thought of her husband and his causeless vexa- 
tion tormented her without ceasing. She got up and went to 
the little divan-room, painfully trying to walk on her tiptoes. 

“ Perhaps he is not asleep ; I will have a talk with him,” 

, said she to herself. 

Andryusha, her oldest boy, imitating her, followed her on 
his tiptoes. The Countess Mariya did not notice him. 

“ Chh'e Mkr-ie , il dort, je crois ; il est si fatigue” said Sonya 
'4* from the large divan-room; it seemed to the countess as if 

she met her everywhere ! “ Andryusha might wake him.” 

The Countess Mariya looked round, saw Andryusha at her 
heels, and felt that Sonya was right : this very thing made 
her angry, and it was evidently with difficulty that she 
j restrained herself from a sharp reply. 

I She said nothing, and, affecting not to have heard her, she 1 

S'. made a gesture with her hand to Andryusha not to make a | 

noise, but to follow her, and went to the door. 1 

L s Sonya passed through another door. J 

Prom the room where Nikolai was sleeping could be heard I 

his measured breathing, so well known to his wife, even to its I 

slightest shadow of change. J 
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As she listened to his breathing she could see before her 
his smooth, handsome brow, his mustache, his whole face, at 7 

which so often she had gazed in the silence of the night, while * 

he was asleep. 

Nikolai suddenly started and yawned. And at that same 
instant Andryusha cried from the door, — 

“ Papenka, mamenka is there ! ” 

The Countess Mariya grew pale with fright, and started to 
make signs to her son. He became still, and for an instant 
the silence, so terrible to the Countess Mariya, continued. j* 
She knew how Nikolai disliked being awakened. 

Suddenly in the room were heard, fresh yawns, rustling, and 1 

Nikolai’s dissatisfied voice said, — { 

■ Can’t I have a moment’s rest ! Marie, is it you ? What ; 
made you bring him here ? ” f 

“I only came to see if — I did not see him — forgive r 

me ” — 

Nikolai coughed, and said nothing more. The Countess ! 

Mariya went away from the door, and led her son to the 
nursery. , A 

Five minutes later, the little, dark-eyed, three-year-old 
Natasha, her father’s favorite, learning that her papenka was 
asleep and her m&menka in the divan-room, ran to her father 
unobserved by her mother. The dark-eyed little maid boldly 
pushed the door open with a slam, ran on her energetic little j 

stumpy legs up to the sofa, and, after attentively looking at 
her father, who was lying with his back turned towards her, 
she raised herself on her tiptoes and kissed his hand, on which 
his head was resting. Nikolai, with a fond smile, turned over. 

“Natasha ! Natasha ! ” the Countess Mariya was heard say- ! 

mg in a terrified whisper outside the door, “ papenka wants 
to get a nap.” 4* 

u No, mamma 1 he doesn’t want a nap,” replied the little 
Natasha, in a tone of settled conviction. “He’s laughing.” 

Nikolai put down his feet, sat up, and took his daughter in 
his arms. « Come in, Masha,” said he to his wife. 

The Countess Mariya went in and sat down near her hus- 
band. 

. “ 1 not see that lle was tagging behind me,” said she 
timidly. “ That’s the way with me.” 

Nikolai, . holding Ms daughter in one arm, looked at his wife, 
and, perceiving the apologetic expression in her face, he put ? 

his other arm around her and kissed her on the hair. 

“ May I kiss mamma ? ” he asked Natasha. I 
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Natasha smiled shyly. 

r “ Again ! ” said she, with an imperative gesture designating 
the spot where Nikolai, should kiss his wife. 

“ I don’t know why you should think that I am out of sorts/’ 
said Nikolai, answering the question which he knew was in 
his wife’s heart. 

“You cannot imagine how unhappy, — how lonely I am, 
when you are so ! It seems to me all the time ” — 

“ Marie, stop ! What nonsense ! Aren’t you ashamed of 
yourself ? ” he asked gayly. 

“ It seems to me that you cannot love me, that I am so plain 
— always — - but now — in this con ” — 

“ Akh ! how absurd you are ! Beauty does not make sweet- 
ness, but sweetness makes beauty ! It is only such women as the 
Malvinas who are loved for their beauty. Do I love my wife ? 
I don’t love her in that way — but I can’t explain it. With- 
out thee — or even if a cat should run between us, I should be 
quite lost and shouldn’t know what to do. Well, then, do I 
love my little finger ? I don’t love it, but — just try it — cut 
it oil ” — 

“ No, I’m not like that, but I understand you. And so you 
are not vexed with me ? ” 

“Oh, yes, I am — horribly vexed,” said he, smiling; then 
getting up and smoothing his hair, he began to pace up and 
down the room. “You know what I was thinking about,” he 
began, now that peace had been made, immediately beginning 
to think aloud in bis wife’s bearing. He did not ask whether 
she were ready to listen to him ; it was all the same to him. 
If he’ had any thoughts she must have the same. And he told 
her Ms intention of inviting Pierre to remain with them till 
spring. 

The Countess Mariya listened to him, made some observa- 
tion, and began in her turn to think her thoughts aloud. Her 
thoughts were about her children. 

“ How the woman can he seen in her already ! ” said she in 
French, alluding to the little Natasha. “ You accuse us women 
of being illogical. Well, there she is — she illustrates our 
logic. I say, ‘ Papa wants to get a nap,’ but she says , 4 No, he 
is laughing.’ And she is right,” said the Countess Mariya, 
with a happy smile. 

“Yes, yes,” and, taking his daughter by his strong hands, he 
lifted her up in the air, set her on his shoulder, holding her 
by the feet, and began to walk up and down the room with 
her. The faces of father and daughter alike expressed the 
most absurd happiness. 
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"“But you are apt to be partial. You love this one more 
than the others/ 5 whispered the Countess Mariya in French. 

“ But how can I help it ? I try not to show it.” 

At this instant sounds of slamming doors and steps were 
heard in the vestibule and anteroom, as though there was an 
arrival. 

“ Some one has come.” 

“ I think it must be Pierre. Pll go and find out/’ said the 
Countess Mariya, and she left the room. 

During her absence Nikolai permitted himself to give his 
little daughter a gallop around the room. 

All out of breath, he quickly set down the laughing child 
and pressed her to his heart. His gambols reminded him of 
dancing, and, as he gazed into the little maid’s round, radiant 
face, he thought of the future, when he should be a nice old 
man and lead her out and dance the mazurka with her, as his 
own father had once danced Daniel Cooper with his daughter. 

“ Yes, ’fcis he, ’tis he, Nicolas,” said the Countess Mariya, 
returning to the room after a few minutes. “ Now our Natasha 
has got back her spirits. You ought to see how happy she is ! 
and how he caught it for having staid so long ! But come, 
let us go and see him, come ! Do let him go,” said she, look- 
ing with a smile at her daughter, who clung to her father. 

Nikolai started off, holding the little girl by the hand. 

The Countess Mariya remained in the divan-room. 

“ Never, never, would I believe that I could be so happy,” 
she whispered to herself. Her face was radiant with a smile ; 
but at the same time she sighed, and a gentle melancholy 
showed itself in her deep eyes. It was as though over and 
above that happiness which she now experienced there were 
another kind of happiness, unattainable in this life, and she at 
that moment involuntarily remembered it. 


lif- 
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CHAPTEB X. 


Natasha had been married in the early spring of 1813, and 
in 1820 she had already three daughters and one son — the 
child of her desires, whom she was now suckling. 

She had grown plump and fleshy, so that it would have been 
difficult to recognize in the strong matron the slender, viva- 
cious Natasha of yore. The features of her face had grown 
more marked, and bore an expression of sedate gentleness and 
serenity. Her face had lost all of that ever flashing light of 
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animation which, had formerly constituted her chief charm. 
Now it was often merely her face and her bodily presence 
that was seen, without anything of the animating soul. It 
was only a healthy, handsome, fruitful female. 

It was very rarely now that the old fire flashed forth. This 
happened at times when, as now, her husband returned from a 
journey, or when a child was recovering, or when she and the 
Countess Mariya talked over old memories of Prince Andrei 
(she never talked about him with her husband, imagining that 
he might be moved by some jealousy of such memories), and 
ah the very rare times when something enticed her to sing, 
though, since her marriage, she had entirely abandoned this 
accomplishment. And at these rare moments, when the old 
lire flashed forth, she, with the beauty of her mature develop- 
ment, was even more fascinating than before. 

Since the time of her marriage, Natasha and Pierre had 
lived off and on at Moscow, at Petersburg, and their Pod-Mo s- 
kovnaya estate, and with her mother, or rather with Nikolai. 

The young Countess Bezukhaya was seen little in fashion- 
able society, and those who met her were not attracted by her. 
She was neither genial nor careful of pleasing. It was not 
that she liked solitude — she knew not whether she liked it 
or not, it even seemed to her that she did not — hut while en- 
gaged in the bearing and nursing and rearing of children, 
and sharing in each moment of her husband’s life, she could 
not satisfy these demands otherwise than by denying herself 
society. 

All who had known Natasha before her marriage were amazed 
at the change that had taken place in her, as though it were 
something extraordinary. Only the old countess, who knew 
by her maternal insight that all Natasha’s impulses of enthu- 
siasm had their origin merely in the need of having a family, 
of having a husband, as she had cried more in earnest than in 
jest that winter at Otradnoye. The mother was amazed at the 
amazement of people who did not understand Natasha, and she 
insisted that she had always known that Natasha would be a 
model wife and mother. 

“Only she carries her love for her husband and children to 
extremes,” the countess would say, “so that it even seems 
stupid in her.” 

Natasha did not follow that golden rule preached by clever 
men, especially the French, to this effect, that when a young 
lady marries she must not neglect, must not abandon her tal- 
ents, must even more zealously than when she was a girl cub. 
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tivate lier personal adornment, must charm her husband as 
much after as she did before marriage. 

Natasha,, on the contrary, abandoned all at once all her 
accomplishments, even the one that was most of an accom- 
plishment — her singing. She abandoned it for the very 
reason that it was an accomplishment. 

Natasha took no pains either with her deportment or the 
elegance of her language, nor did she try to give herself 
graces before her husband, or think about her toilet, or dream 
of not imposing irksome exactions upon her husband. 

She proceeded in direct opposition to this rule. 

She felt that those witcheries which instinct had taught her 
to employ before would now be absurd in the eyes of her hus- 
band, to whom she had surrendered entirely from the first 
minute — that is, with her whole soul, not leaving one single 
corner secret from him. She felt that the bond between her 
and her husband was held not by those poetic feelings which 
had attracted him to her, but by something else, vague and 
undefined, but irresistible, like the union of her own soul and 
body. 

To shake her curls, to put on robronui , # and to sing ro- 
mances in order to attract her husband to her, would have 
seemed to her as ridiculous as to adorn herself for the purpose 
of giving herself pleasure. 

To adorn herself to please others, possibly, might have been 
pleasing to her — she knew not — but she never did such a 
thing. The chief reason that she did not indulge in singing 
or the witcheries of the toilet, or in using elegant language, 
was that she had absolutely no time to indulge herself in 
these things. 

It is a fact that man has the capaciey of completely im- 
mersing himself in any object, no matter how insignificant that 
object may be. And it is a fact that any such object, however 
insignificant, may expand into infinite proportions, through 
concentrating the attention upon it. 

The object in which Natasha was absolutely absorbed was 
her family, that is to say, her husband, whom she had to hold 
so that he would cling to her and his home, — and her children, , 
who had to be born, nursed, and reared. 

And the more she studied, not with her intellect but with 
her whole soul, her whole being, into this object which absorbed 
her, the more this object waxed in her estimation, and the 
weaker and more insignificant seemed to her her own powers, 

* French, robe ronde , a kind of dress, fashionable many years ago. 
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* so that she concentrated them on one and the same thing, and 
still did not succeed in accomplishing what seemed to hex so 
necessary. 

The discussions and criticisms on the rights of women, on 
,, the relations of marriage, on the liberty and the rights of htis- 

| band and wife, although at that period they had not yet begun 

| to be called questions, were nevertheless just the same as they 

are at the present time ; but not only did these questions not 
I interest Natasha, but she really failed to understand them, 

i These questions, even then just the same as at the present 

time, existed only for those who looked for nothing but that 
sensual gratification in marriage which husband and wife afford 
each other: that is, merely the beginning of marriage, and not 
i its whole significance — the family. 

| These arguments and the present-day questions are analo- 

gous to the question how can one get the most possible enjoy- 
t ment from dinner? and at that time did not exist any more 

I. than they do now for men whose object in eating dinner is 

nourishment, and in marriage is raising a family. 

If the object of eating dinner is the nourishment of the 
body, then the person who should eat two dinners at a sitting 
would perchance attain great enjoyment, hut would not attain 
his object, since bis stomach would not digest the two dinners. 

If the object of marriage is a family, then the person who 
j should wish many wives (or husbands) would perhaps get 

l much enjoyment, but would not in any ease be likely to have 

j a family. 

The whole question, provided the object of a dinner is 

* nourishment, and the object of marriage is a family, is settled 
simply by not eating more than the stomach can digest, and 
by a person not having more husbands or wives than are neces- 
sary for a family ; that is, one. 

Natasha wanted a husband. The husband was given to her. 

And the husband gave her the family. And she not only saw 
no need of any better husband, but, since all the energies of 
her soul were directed toward serving her husband and family, 
she could not imagine, and saw no possible amusement in j 

imagining, what would have been if things had been otherwise. m 

Natasha cared not for society in general, but she clung all 
the more to the society of her relatives — the Countess Ma- 
riya, her brother, her mother, and Sonya. 

She took delight in the society of those whom she could 
run in to see, with unkempt liair, in her morning gown, right 
from the nursery, with happy face, to show them the yellow 
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instead of green stain on the baby linen, and to hear the 
comforting words that now the baby would soon be much 
better. 

Natasha was so neglectful of herself that her dresses, her 
mode of doing up her hair, her carelessly spoken words, her 
jealousy, — she was jealous of Sonya, of the governess, of 
every woman, whether pretty or plain, — were a common 
subject for amusement for the whole family. 

The general impression was that Pierre was “under his 
■wife’s slipper,” as the saying goes, and this was really so. 

During the very first days of her married life, Natasha laid 
down her demands. Pierre was greatly amazed at this idea 
of his wife’s, which was so absolutely new to him ; she in- 
sisted that every minute of his life belonged to her and Ms 
children ; Pierre was amazed at his wife’s demand, but he 
was flattered by it and submitted to it. 

Pierre’s submission lay in his acceptance of the implied 
prohibition of not merely paying attentions to other women, 
but even of talking and laughing with them, of going to the 
club to dinner or for the purpose of merely passing away 
the time, of spending his money on whims, or taking long 
journeys except on business, — and in this category his wife 
included his interest in scientific pursuits, to which she at- 
tributed great importance, though she had no understanding 
of such things. 

In return for this, Pierre had a perfect right to dispose of 
himself and his whole family as he might please : — Natasha, 
in her own home, placed herself on the footing of a slave 
toward her husband, and the whole house went on tiptoes 
when he was busy reading or writing in his library. Pierre 
had only to manifest any desire, and his wish would be 
instantly fulfilled. He had only to express a desire, and 
Natasha would make haste to have it carried out. 

The whole house was conducted according to the husband’s 
supposititious commands, in other words in accordance with 
Pierre’s wishes, which Natasha tried to anticipate. The 
style, the place of living, their acquaintances, their inter- 
course with society, Natasha’s occupations, the education of 
their children, — everything was done not merely in accord- 
ance with Pierre’s expressed will, but Natasha strove to find 
out what would elicit hints of his ideas when he was talking. 
And she actually discovered what constituted the essence of 
Pierre’s desires, and when she thus did, she firmly clung to 
what she had once adopted. When Pierre himself showed 
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signs of changing his mind, she would turn his own weapons 
against him. 

Thus, during the trying time, which Pierre never forgot, 
after the birth of their first child, which was ailing, and they 
were obliged three times to change wet nurses, and Natasha 
fell ill from anxiety, Pierre one time told her of the ideas of 
Rousseau, with whom he was always in perfect concord, as to 
the unnaturalness and harmfulness of wet- nurses. 

When the next child was born, Natasha, in spite of the 
opposition of her mother, the doctors, and her husband him- 
self, who revolted against her suckling the child, as at that 
time something unheard-of and harmful, she insisted on 
doing so, and from that time forth she always nursed all her 
children. 

Very often, in moments of irritation, it would happen that 
husband and wife would have animated discussions ; but long 
after the quarrel was forgotten, Pierre would find, to his joy 
and amazement, not only in what his wife said but in what 
she did, his own ideas, against which she had rebelled. And 
not only would he find his own idea, but find it purified of 
everything superfluous that had been elicited by the excite- 
ment of the argument. 

After seven years of married life, Pierre felt a joyous, 
settled consciousness that he was not a bad man, and this 
consciousness arose from the fact that he saw himself re- 
flected in his wife. In himself he felt that Ull that was good 
and bad was mixed together and confused. But, in his wife, 
only that which was truly good found expression; all that 
was not absolutely good was purged away in her. And this 
reflection resulted not along the line of logical thought, but 
from another mysterious, proximate reflection. 


CHAPTER XL 

Pierre, two months before, while he was still visiting the 
Rostofs, received a letter from Prince Peodor, urging him to 
come to Petersburg to help decide some weighty questions 
that were agitating the members of a society of which Pierre 
was one of the most influential members. 

On reading this letter, Natasha, — for she always read her 
husband’s letters, — hard as it was for her to hear her hus- 
band’s absence, herself was the first to urge him to go to 
Petersburg. Every intellectual, abstract interest of her hus- 
VOL. 4. — 19. 
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band’s she considered of immense importance, even though 
she did not understand it, and she was constantly afraid of 
being a hinderanee to this activity of her husband’s. In reply 
to Pierre’s timid, questioning look, on reading this letter, she 
begged him to go, but to make the time of his return as defi- 
nite as possible. And leave of absence of a month was 
given him. 

After this leave of absence had expired, a fortnight before, 
Natasha found herself in a state of constant alarm, depres- 
sion, and irritation. „ 

Denisof, now a general on the retired list, and greatly dis- 
satisfied with the actual state of affairs, had been visiting at 
the Bostofs’ for the past fortnight, and looked upon Natasha 
in amazement and grief, as upon an unlike portrait of some 
once beloved face. Dejected, melancholy looks, haphazard 
replies, and perpetual talk about the children, were all that 
were left of his former enchantress. 

Natasha was melancholy and irritable all the time, espe- 
cially when her mother, her brother, Sonya, or the Countess 
Mariya tried to excuse Pierre, and find reasons for his 
delay. 

“ All nonsense, trivial nonsense,” Natasha would say ; “ all 
these considerations of his, — leading to nothing, — and all 
these foolish societies,” she would say, in regard to those 
very things of the immense importance of which she was 
firmly convinced. And off she would go to the nursery to 
nurse her only son, the little Petya. 

No one could tell how consoling, how reasonable this little 
creature of only three months was when he lay at her breast, 
and she felt the motion of his mouth and the snuffling of his 
little nose. This being said to her : “ Thou art cross, thou art 
jealous, thou desirest vengeance, thou hast thy fears ; but here, 
— I am he ! , Oh, yes, I am he ! ” — And there was no answer 
to be made. It was more than the truth ! 

Natasha, during those two weeks of anxiety, went so many 
times to her baby for consolation, she made such a to-do over 
him, that she overfed him, and he had an ill turn. She was 
horror-struck at his illness, and at the same time it was the 
very thing that she needed. In caring for him, she more 
easily endured her husband’s absence. 

She was nursing him when a commotion, caused by Pierre’s 
arrival, was heard j and the nyanya, who knew how much it 
would delight her mistress, came running in noiselessly but 
►swiftly, with a beaming face. 
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“ Has lie come ? ” asked Natasha in a hurried whisper, 
afraid to move lest she should awaken the sleeping infant* 
“He’s come, matushka ! ” whispered the nurse* 

The blood rushed into Natasha’s face and her feet made an 
involuntary movement; but it was impossible to jump up and 
run. The child again opened his eyes and looked up at her. 
“ Art thou here ?” he seemed to say, and again smacked his 
lips. 

Cautiously withdrawing the breast, Natasha rocked him a 
little, and then handed him to the nyanya and ran swiftly to 
the door. But at the door she paused, as though her con- 
science reproached her for having, in her joy, too hastily given 
up the child, and she looked round. The nyanya, with her 
elbows in the air, was just putting the baby safely into its 
cradle. 

“Yes, go right along, go right along, matushka, have no 
fears, go right along,” whispered the nyanya, smiling with the 
familiarity which always exists between nurse and mistress. 
And Natasha with light steps ran to the anteroom. 

Denisof, with his pipe, coming from the library into the 
hall, now for the first time recognized the Natasha of yore. 
A bright, gleaming light of joy poured forth in streams from 
her transfigured face. 

“ He’s come ! ” she called to him as she flew along, and 
Denisof felt that he was enthusiastic over Pierre’s arrival, 
though lie had never had any great love for him. 

As Natasha came running into the anteroom, she caught 
sight of the tall form in a shuba, untying his scarf. 

“ Here he is ! Here he is! Truly, he is here!” she said 
to her own heart, and, flying up to him, she threw her arms 
around him, pressed him to herself with her head on his 
breast, and then, pushing him away, she gazed into Pierre’s 
frost-covered, ruddy, happy face. — “Yes, here he is! happy 
and satisfied ! ” — 

And suddenly she recalled all the torments of disappointed 
expectation which she had endured during the last two weeks ; 
the radiance of joy beaming from her face was suddenly 
clouded; she frowned, and a stream of reproaches and bitter 
words was poured out upon Pierre. 

“Yes, it’s very fine for you; you are very glad, very happy ! 
f But how is it with me ? You’ve had a great longing for your 

1 children! I nurse them, and the milk was spoilt because of 

I you. — Petya almost died. And you are very gay — yes, you 

I are very gay ” — ' vA 


T 



Pierre knew that it was not his fault, because it was impos- 
sible for him to return sooner; he knew that this explosion 
of hers was unbecoming, and he knew that within two minutes 
it would be all over ; he knew, chief of all, that he himself felt 
gay and happy. He would have preferred to smile, but he 
had no time to think about it. He put on a scared, timid face, 
and stooped down to her. 

“It was not in my power— but how is Petya ? ” 

“ He is all right now ! Let us go to him. But aren’t you 
ashamed? Didn’t you know how I missed you, how I was 
tormented without you ? ” — 

“Are you well ? ” 

“Come, let us go, come,” said she, not letting go of his 
hand. 

And they went to their rooms. 

When Nikolai and his wife came to inquire after Pierre, he 
■was in the nursery and was holding on the huge palm of his 
right hand his babe, now awake, and was tending him. A 
jolly smile hovered over his broad face with its toothless 
mouth. The storm had long since passed over, and the 
bright sun of joy shone in Natasha’s face as she gazed 
tenderly at her husband and son. 

“And so you talked everything over satisfactorily with 
Prince Feodor,” Natasha was saying. 

“Yes, admirably.” 

“Do you see, he’s holding it up!” — Natasha meant the 
baby’s head. — “Well, how he startled me ! ” 

“And did you see the princess? Is it true that she’s in 
love with that ” — 

“ Yes, you can imagine ” — 

At that instant, Nikolai and the Countess Mariya came in. 
Pierre, not putting down his little son, stooped down and 
kissed them and replied to their questions. 

But evidently, notwithstanding the much that was interest- 
ing that they had to talk over, still the baby in its cap, with 
its vain efforts to hold up its head, absorbed all Pierre’s 
attention. 

“How sweet!” exclaimed the Countess Mariya, looking 
at the child and beginning to play with it. “There’s one 
thing I can’t understand, Nicolas,” said she, turning to her 
husband, “and that is, why you can’t appreciate the charm 
of these marvellous little creatures.” 

“I don’t and I can’t,” said Nikolai, looking at the baby 
with indifferent eyes. “A lump of flesh. Come, Pierre.” 
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“But really he is such an affectionate father/’ said the 
Countess Mariya, apologizing for her husband. “Only at 
that age, before they are a year old” — 

“No, but Pierre makes a splendid nurse,” said Natasha. 
“He says that his hand was made on purpose for a baby’s 
back. Just look ! ” 

“Well, not for that alone,” said Pierre suddenly, with a 
laugh, and, seizing the baby, he handed him over to the nurse. 


CHAPTER XII. 

At the Luiso-Gorsky home, as in every genuine family, 
there lived together several absolutely distinct microcosms, 
which, while each preserved its own individuality and made 
mutual concessions, united into one harmonious whole. 

Every event that happened to the household was alike glad 
or sad — alike important — for all these microcosms ; but each 
one had its own personal, independent reasons for joy or sor- 1 

row at any particular event. 

Thus, Pierre’s coming was one of these happy, important 
events, and it affected the members of the household in some- 
what this way : — 

The servants (who are always the most reliable judges of 
their masters, because they judge not by words and the 
expressions of feelings, but by actions and the manner of 
life) were glad at Pierre’s return, since they knew that when 
he was there, the count would cease to make the tour of the 
estate every day, and would be jollier and kinder, and still 
more because all would receive rich presents on the holidays. 

The children and governesses were delighted at Pierre’s 
* return, because there was no one like Pierre to keep up the 

general life of any occasion. He alone was able to play on 
; the harpsichord that Ecossaise — his one piece I — at winch 

: they could dance, as he said, all possible dances, and then 

besides he would probably make them, too, holiday presents. 

Nikdlenka, who was now a thin, sickly, intellectual lad of 
fifteen, with curling flaxen hair and handsome eyes, was glad, 

■ because “Uncle Pierre,” as he called him, was the object of 

his admiration and passionate love. No one had tried to 
\ instil in the lad a special love for Pierre, and he had only 

l seen him a few times. His aunt and guardian, the Countess 

| Mariya, exerted all her energies to make Nikolenka love her 

husband as she loved him ; and Nikolenka did love his uncle, 

§§!! ; \V^:avU'V,' - iw : ; v.' 
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but bis love bad au almost perceptible tinge of scorn in it. He 
worshipped Pierre. He bad no desire to be a hussar or a cava- 
lier of St. George ; be preferred to be a learned, good, and intel- 
lectual man like Pierre. In Pierre’s presence, bis face always 
wore a look of radiant delight, and be flushed and choked 
when Pierre addressed him. He never lost a word that Pierre 
uttered ; and afterwards, when with Dessalles or even alone by 
himself, be recalled and pondered over the meaning of every 
word. 

Pierre’s past life, bis misfortunes before 1812 (concerning 
which be bad formed a vague poetic idea from bints that bad 
been dropped), bis adventures in Moscow, bis imprisonment, 
Platon Karatayef (of whom be bad beard from Pierre), bis 
love for Natasha (whom also the boy loved with a peculiar 
love), and, above all, bis friendship for bis father, whom 
Nikblenka did not remember, — all this made of Pierre a 
hero and a sacred being for the boy. 

Prom snatches of conversation concerning bis father and 
Natasha, from the emotion which Pierre always showed when 
be spoke of the lamented prince, from the guarded tone of 
veneration and affection with which Natasha spoke of him, 
the lad, who was only just beginning to have an idea of love, 
gathered that his father had loved Natasha, and in dying had 
bequeathed her to his friend. 

This father of his, whom the lad did not remember, seemed 
to him a divinity whom it was impossible to picture to him- 
self, and he never thought of him except with an oppression 
of the heart and with tears of tenderness and enthusiasm. 

And this boy also was glad at Pierre’s return. 

The guests were glad, because Pierre was always a man 
full of life, and a bond of union in any sort of society. 

The adult members of the household, to say nothing of his 
wife, were glad of a friend who made life easier and smoother. 

The old women were glad, because of the presents which he 
brought, and principally because his coming gave Natasha 
new life. 

Pierre felt the effect upon himself of these varying views 
of the varying microcosms, and hastened to give to each 
what each expected. 

Pierre, the most abstracted, the most forgetful of men, now, 
by the advice of his wife, took a memorandum, and, without 
forgetting a single item, executed the commissions of her 
mother and brother, buying such things as the dress for 
Byelova and toys for his nephews. 
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i When he was first married, this demand of his wife that 

l f he should do all her errands and not forget a single thing 

that he had undertaken to purchase seemed very strange to 
him, and he was greatly amazed at her grave displeasure 
when, on his first journey from home, he forgot absolutely every- 
thing. But afterwards he became used to it. Knowing that 
Natasha never ordered anything for herself, and ordered for 
, the others only when he himself suggested it, he now took a 

boyish enjoyment, quite unexpected to himself, in these pur- 
chases of gifts for the whole household, and he never 
| forgot anything any more. If he deserved reproaches from 

I Natasha, it was solely because he bought needless and over- 

| expensive gifts. In addition to her other deficiencies — as 

I they seemed to the majority— -her slackness and negligence 

! — qualities, as they seemed in Pierre’s eyes, Natasha had also 

that of excessive frugality. 

( From the time that Pierre began to live on a grand scale, 

| and his family demanded large outlays, he noticed, much to 

I his surprise, that he spent only half as much as before, and 

\ that his affairs, which had been in great confusion of late, 

( especially through his wife’s debts, were beginning to 

t improve. 

It was cheaper to live, because his life was tied down ; 
since the most expensive luxury consists in a style of life 
that can at any minute be changed, Pierre no longer went into 
this extravagance, and had no longer any wish to do so. He 
felt that his style of life was determined now until death, 
that to change it was not in his power, and consequently this 
!, style of life was cheap. 

- Pierre, with a jovial, smiling face, unwrapped Ms purchases* 

j* “ How much do you suppose ? ” he asked, as, like a shop- 

I keeper, he unwrapped a roll of cloth. 

‘ Natasha was sitting opposite him holding her oldest 

' ’ daughter on her lap, and swiftly turning her shining eyes from 

: her husband to what he was exhibiting. 

“Is that for Byelova? Splendid!” She examined the 
niceness of the material : — 

“That cost about a ruble, didn’t it ? ” 

Pierre told her the price. 

“Too dear,” said Natasha. — “Well, how glad the children 
I and maman will be. — Only ’twas of no use to buy that for 

| me,” she added, unable to restrain a smile, as she looked at a 

gold comb set with pearls, which were just then becoming 
, k ' fashionable. , ■ N; .- V? N K ; -C-N:' :.N 
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“Adele tried to dissuade me: I didn’t know whether to 
buy it or not/’ 

“ When should I wear it ? ” 

Natasha took it and put it in her braid. “And you 
brought this for Maslienka : perhaps they’ll wear them again. 
Come, let us go.” 

And, having decided upon the disposition of the gifts, 
they went first to the nursery, and then to the countess’s 
room. 

The countess was sitting as usual with Byelova, playing 
grand-patience , when Pierre and Natasha, with their parcels 
under their arms, came into the drawing-room. 

The countess was now sixty years old. She was perfectly 
gray, and wore a cap which framed her whole face in ruching. 
Her face was wrinkled, her upper lip sunken, and her eyes 
were dimmed. 

After the loss of her son, followed so quickly by that of 
her husband, she felt herself unexpectedly forgotten in this 
world, — a being without aim or object. She ate, drank, 
slept, sat up, but she did not live. Life left no impression 
upon her. 

She asked nothing from life except repose, and repose she 
could find only in death. But till death should come she had 
to live, that is, employ all her vitality. She exemplified in 
a high degree what is noticeable in very young children and 
very old people. Her life had no manifest outward aim, but 
was merely, so far as could be seen, occupied in exercising 
her own individual proclivities and peculiarities. She felt 
the necessity upon her to eat and drink, to sleep a little, to 
think a little, to talk, to shed a few tears, to do some work, 
to lose her temper occasionally, and so on, simply because she 
had a stomach, brains, muscles, nerves, and a liver. 

All this she did, not because action was called forth by 
anything external, not as |>eople in the full vigor of life do, 
when above and beyond the object for which they are striving 
is the unnoticeable object of putting forth their strength. 

She talked, simply because she felt the physical necessity 
of exercising her lungs, her tongue. She wept like a child, 
because she had to blow her nose and the like. What for 
people in the full possession of their faculties was an object 
and aim, was evidently for her only an excuse. 

Thus in the morning, especially if the evening before she 
had eaten anything greasy, she manifested a disposition to 
show temper, and then she would choose the handiest pretext, 
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Byelova’s deafness. She would begin to say something in a 
low tone of voice from the other end of the room. 

“It seems warmer to-day, my love,” she would say in a 
whisper, and when By el ova would reply j “ Wliat, has lie- 
come ? ” she would grumble, — 

“ Oh, dear me, * how stupid and deaf ! ” 

Another pretext was her snuff, which she complained of, as 
being now too dry, now too damp, now badly powdered. 

After these displays of temper her face would show that 
there had been an effusion of bile, and her maids had infalli- 
ble signs to know when it would be the deaf Byelova, and 
when it would he that the snuff was too damp, and when she 
would have a bilious countenance. 

J ust as it required some preparations for her bilious fits, so 
also she had to exert herself for her other peculiarities, — the 
pretext for thinking would be “patience.” 

When she had occasion to shed tears, then the pretext would 
be the late count. 

When she wanted to he anxious, her pretext was Nikolai 
and his health. 

When she wanted to speak sarcastically, then her pretext 
was the Countess Mariya. 

When she wanted to exercise her voice, — this was generally 
about seven o’clock, after her digesting nap, in her darkened 
room, — then the pretext was forever the same old stories, 
which she would always tell to the same audience. 

This state of second childhood was understood by all the 
household, though no one ever mentioned it, and all possible 
endeavors were made to gratify her desires. Only occasional 
glances, accompanied by a melancholy half-smile, exchanged 
between Nikolai and Pierre, Natasha and the Countess Mariya, 
would express the reciprocal comprehension of her state. But 
these glances also said something else : they declared that she 
had already played her part in life, that what was now to be 
seen in her was not wholly herself, that all would at last come 
to be the same, and that it was a pleasure to yield to her, to 
restrain ourselves for this poor creature who was once so dear, 
who was once as full of life as we ourselves. 

Memento mori said these glances. Only the utterly depraved 
and foolish people and little children would fail to understand 
this, and find cause for shunning her. 
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CHAPTEB XIII, 


Wheh Pierre and his wife came into the drawing-room, the 
countess found herself, as usual, absorbed in what she consid- 
ered the intellectual labor of working out her grand-patience , 
and therefore, according to her custom, she spoke the words 
which she was sure to speak on the return of Pierre or her son, 
namely, “Late, late, my dear; we have been expecting you. 
Well, thank the Lord ; ” and when she was given the presents, 
she said other perfunctory words : “Wasn’t it too expensive 
a present for me, my dear boy ? Thanks for remembering the 
old lady ” — 

But it was evident that Pierre’s intrusion was distasteful to 
her at that moment because it distracted her attention from 
her unfinished game of grand-patience. She completed the 
laying out of the cards, and then only turned her attention to 
her gifts. 

The gifts consisted of a beautifully carved card-casket, a 
bright blue Sevres cup with a cover and adorned with a pas- 
toral scene, and, finally, a gold snuff-box with a portrait of 
the late count, which Pierre had commissioned a Petersburg 
miniaturist to paint (the countess had been long wishing for 
one). 

She was not now in one of her tearful moods, and therefore 
she looked with indifference on the portrait, and took more 
interest in her card-casket. “ Thank you, my dear ; you have 
cheered me up,” said she, just as she always said. “ But, best 
of all, you have brought yourself back. But you can’t imagine 
how naughty it was, you ought to give your wife a good scold- 
ing. Why ! she was like a crazy person while you were away ! 
She hadn’t any eyes or any memory for anything ! ” said the 
countess in the usual strain. “ Look, Anna Timofeyevna, see 
what a beautiful casket my dear son has brought to us.” 

Byelova lauded the gifts, and felt of the silk that was her 
gift. 

Although Pierre, Natasha, Nikolai, the Countess Mariya, 
and Denisof were anxious to talk over many things that they 
were not in the habit of discussing in her presence, not be- 
cause they wanted to keep anything from her, but because 
she was so out of the ordinary current of life that when any 
topic of conversation was brought up in her presence, it was 
always necessary to answer her questions, however untimely, 
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and repeat for her benefit what liad already been many times 
repeated, — tell her who was dead, who was married, and other 
things that she could not seem to get through her mind, — -they 
sat down as usual to tea in the drawing-room, around the 
samovar, and Pierre replied to all the countess’s questions, 
which were wholly unnecessary to her, and uninteresting to 
every one else : as to whether Prince Yasili began to show 
his age, and whether the Countess Marya Alekseyevna sent 
any message to her, and the like. 

Conversation of this sort, though interesting to no one, was 
unavoidable, and lasted all through their tea-time. All the 
adult members of the family were gathered for tea at the round 
table, over which Sonya presided. 

Tlie children, the tutors, and the governesses had already 
finished drinking their tea, and their voices were heard in the 
ad j oining divan-room. 

While the elders were at tea, all sat in their accustomed 
places: Nikolai near the stove, at the little stand, where they 
handed him his glass. The old Borzaya Milka — Milka the 
swift (daughter of Milka I.) — lay on the chair near him, with 
her perfectly gray face, from which occasionally bulged forth 
a pair of great black eyes. Denisof, with his curly hair, his 
mustaches, and side whiskers fast turning gray, sat next the 
Countess Mariya, with his general’s coat unbuttoned. Pierre 
sat between his wife and the old countess. He was relating 
what, as he knew, would greatly interest the old lady and be 
comprehensible to her. He was telling her of the superficial 
events of the society and about those people who had once 
formed the circle of the old countess’s intimate friends, who, 
in days gone by, had been an active, lively, distinct u coterie,” 
but who now were, for the most part, scattered here and there, 
like herself waiting for the final summons, gathering the last 
gleanings of what they had sowed in life. 

But these were the very ones, these contemporaries of hers, 
who seemed to the old countess the only important and actual 
world. 

Natasha knew by Pierre’s excitement that his journey had 
been interesting, that he had much that he wanted to talk 
about, but did not dare to mention in the old countess’s 
presence. 

Denisof, who had not been a member of the family long 
enough to understand the cause of Pierre’s caution, and, more- 
over, because of his disaffection was greatly interested in what 
was going on in Petersburg, kept urging Pierre to tell about 
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the trouble in the Semyonovsky regiment, which had just 
then broken out, and about Arakeheyef, and about the Bible 
Society. Pierre was occasionally drawn away and would be- 
gin to tell about these things, but Nikolai and Nastasha would 
always bring him back to the health of Prince Ivan or the 
Countess Marya Antonovna. 

“Now tell me, what is all this nonsense about Hosner and 
Tatarinof ? ” asked Denisof. “ Is' it going to last always ? ” 

“ Last always ? ” screamed Pierre, “ it’s worse than ever. 
The Bible Society has absorbed the whole government.” 

“What is that, mon cher ami?” asked the countess, who 
had finished drinking her tea, and was now evidently anxious 
to find some excuse for peevishness after her meal. “ What 
is that you said about the government ? I don’t understand.” 

“Yes, you know, maman,” put in Nikolai, who knew how to 
translate what was said into language suitable for his mother’s 
comprehension, “ Prince A. N. Golitsuin has started a society, 
and he is now a man of great influence, they say.” 

“Arakeheyef and Golitsuin,” said Pierre, incautiously, 
“ are now the real heads of the government. And what a 
government ! They affect to see plots in everything ; they 
are afraid of their own shadows.” 

“ What ! Prince Aleksandr Nikolayevitch * in any way blame- 
worthy ! He is a very fine man. I met him once at Marya An- 
tdnovna’s,” said the countess in an offended tone, and she grew 
still more offended because no one made any further reply. 
She went on, “Nowadays, they’re always criticising every- 
body. What harm is there in the Gospel Society ? ” 

And she got up (all the rest also arose), and, with a stern 

face, sailed into the divan-room, to her own table. 

Amid the gloomy silence that ensued could be heard the 
talking and laughter of the children in the adjoining room. 
Evidently there was some joyous excitement going on among 
the little ones. 

“It’s done! It’s done!” rang out little' Natasha’s merry 
shriek above all the others. 

Pierre exchanged glances with the Countess Mariya and 
Nikolai (his eyes were always on Natasha), and smiled gayly. 

“That is wonderful music !” said he. 

“ Anna Makarovna must have finished a stocking,” said the 
Countess Mariya. 

“ Oh, I’m going to see ! ” cried Pierre, jumping up. “ You 
know,” he added, as he paused by the door, “why I specially 
* Golitsuin (Galitzin). 
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love that kind of music — they make me know for the first 
time that everything is well. To-day, on my way home, the 
nearer I come, the more afraid I am. As soon as I come into 
the anteroom, I hear little Andryusha’s voice, and of course I 
know that all’s well.” 

“ I know, I know what that feeling is,” attested Nikolai. 
“ But I can’t go with you, for you see those stockings are to 
be a surprise for me ! ” 

Pierre joined the children, and the shouts and laughter 
grew still louder. 

“Well, Anna Makarovna,” Pierre’s voice was heard saying, 
“now HI stand in the middle here, and at the word — one, 
two — and when I say three, you come to me. Clap your 
hands ! Now, then, one — two ” — cried Pierre. 

There was perfect silence. “ Three ! ” and a rapturous shout 
of children’s voices rang from the room. “Once more! once 
more ! ” cried the children. 

There were two stockings which, by a secret which she kept 
to herself, Anna Makarovna had been knitting at the same 
time, and it was always her habit triumphantly to produce the 
one out of the other, in the children’s presence, when the 
stockings were done. 


CHAPTER XIV. 

, Shortly after this the children came in to say good-night. 

The children kissed all round, the tutors and governesses 
bowed and left the room. Dessalles and his charge were 
alone left. The tutor whispered to his charge to go down- 
stairs. 

5 “ Non, M. Dessalles , je demandemi a ma tante de rosier ” 

replied Nikolenka Bolkonsky, also in a whisper. — “Ma tante , 
let me stay,” pleaded Nikolenka, going to his aunt. His face 
was full of entreaty, excitement, and enthusiasm. 

The Countess Mariya looked at him and turned to Pierre. I 

> “ When you are here, he cannot tear himself away,” said 

she. : 

I “ Je vous le ramenerai tout-d Vheure M. Dessalles ; bon soir 

I said Pierre, giving the Swiss gentleman his hand, and then, 

turning with a smile to Nikdlenka, he said: “Really, we 
haven’t had a chance to see each other. Marie, how much he 
is growing to resemble ” — * he added, turning to the Countess 
Mariya. 
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(( My father ? 99 asked the boy, flushing crimson, and survey- 
ing Pierre from head to foot with enraptured, gleaming eyes. 
Pierre nodded, and went on with his story, which had been 
interrupted by the children. 

The Countess Mariya was working on her embroidery ; 
Natasha, without dropping her eyes, gazed at her husband. 
Nikolai and Denisof had got up, asked for their pipes, were 
smoking, and getting an occasional cup of tea of Sonya, who 
was sitting downcast and in gloomy silence behind the samo- 
var, and asked questions of Pierre. 

The curly-headed, sickly lad, with gleaming eyes, sat unob- 
served by any one in the corner, and merely craned his slender 
neck from his turned-down collar, so as to look toward Pierre, 
occasionally starting, or whispering something to himself, and 
was evidently under the influence of some new and powerful 
emotion. 

The conversation turned on the contemporary gossip about 
the higher members of the government, in which the majority 
of people usually find the chief interest in internal politics. 

Denisof, who was dissatisfied with government on account 
of his lack of success in the service, was rejoiced to learn of 
the follies which, in his opinion, were being committed at that 
time at Petersburg, and his comments on Pierre’s remarks 
were made in keen and forcible language. 

u Once upon a time you had to be a German : now you must 
dance with Tatawinova and Madame Kwiidener, and wead 
Eckarsthausen and the like. Okh ! if we could only set our 
bwave Bonaparte upon ’em ! He would dwive the folly out of 
’em ! Now, I’d like to know what’s the sense of giving the 
Semyonovsky wegiment to a man like Schwartz ? ” he cried. 

Nikolai, though he had no wish at all to find fault with 
everything, as Denisof did, felt that it was thoroughly digni- 
fied and worth his while to make some criticisms on the gov- 
ernment, and he felt that the fact that A. was appointed 
minister in this department, and that B. was appointed gov- 
ernor-general of this city, and that the sovereign said this or 
that, and this minister something else, and all these things, 
were very important. And he considered it necessary to take 
an interest in these things, and to question Pierre. 

Owing to the questions of the two men the conversation did 
not get beyond that general character of gossip concerning the 
upper spheres of the administration. 

But Natasha, who knew her husband’s every habit and 
thought, saw that Pierre ' had been long futilely wishing to 
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lead the conversation into another path, so that he might 
speak his mind and tell why he had gone to Petersburg to 
consult with his new friend, Prince Feodor, and she tried to 
help him with a question : — 

How had he got along with Prince Feodor ? 

“ What is that ? 55 asked Nikolai. 

“Oh, it 5 s all one and the same thing/ 5 said Pierre, glancing 
around him. “All see that affairs are so rotten that they 
cannot he allowed to remain so, and that it is the duty of ail 
honorable men to oppose them to the best of their ability/ 5 
1 “What can honorable men do ? 55 asked Nikolai, slightly 

contracting his brows. “What can be done ? 55 

“ This can 55 — 

“Come into the library/ 5 suggested Nikolai. 

Natasha, who had been for some time expecting to be called 
to nurse the baby, heard the nyanya’s call, and went to the 
nursery. The Countess Mariya went with her. 

The men went into the library ; and Nikdlenka Bolkonsky, 
unobserved by his uncle, went with them, and sat down in the 
shadow by the window, at the writing-table. 

“ Well, then, what are you going to do ? 55 asked Denisof. 

“Forever visionary !” exclaimed Nikolai. 

\ “ This is what/ 5 began Pierre, not sitting down, but striding 

through the room, occasionally pausing and making rapid 
motions with his hands while he spoke. “This is what: — 
the state of affairs in Petersburg is like this : the sovereign 
takes no part in anything. He is wholly given over to rnysti- 
cism (Pierre could not pardon mysticism in any one now). 

1 All he asks for is to be left in peace, and this peace can be 

given him only by the men sans foi ni lot , who are perfectly 
- unscrupulous in their rough and cruel treatment of every one : 

fs Magnitsky, Arakeheyef, e tutti quant L You must admit that 

; if you yourself were not busy with your management of the 

estate, but merely wanted comfort and peace, the more savage 
your bailiff was, the more quickly you would attain your 
aim/ 5 said he, addressing Nikolai. 

I “ Well, now, why do you say that ? 55 demanded Nikolai. 

I “ Well, everything’s going to pieces. Eobbery in the courts : 

\ the army under the rod : discipline — transportation — tortur- 

ing the people — - civilization crushed. All the young men 

I and the honorable are persecuted. All see that this cannot 
go on so. The strain is too great, and there must be a break/ 5 
said Pierre (as men have always said about the deeds of any 
government, and will always say so long as governments shall 
' last). “I told them one thing at Petersburg * 5 — 
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"Told whom ? ” asked Denisof. 

" Why, you know whom,” exclaimed Pierre, giving him a 
significant look from under his brows. "Prince Peodor and 
all of them. To make rivals of enlightenment and charity is 
a fine thing, of course. The aim is admirable and all that, 
but something else is necessary in the present circumstances.” 

At this moment, Nikolai noticed that his nephew was pres- 
ent. His face became wrathful 5 he went over to him : — 

" Why are you here ? ” 

"Why, let him stay,” said Pierre, taking Nikolai by the 
hand and proceeding : — " ‘ That’s not all/ said I to^ them, 
‘something else is necessary. While you stand and wait, this 
strained cord breaks j while we are all expecting some immi- 
nent change, we ought to be gathering closer together, and 
taking hold of hands, more and more of us, in order to prevent 
the general catastrophe. All that is young and vigorous is 
crowding * here and becoming corrupt. One is seduced by 
women ; another, by ambition and grandeur ; a third, by van- 
ity or money; and then they go over to the other camp. 
There are getting to be no independent, free men at all, like 
you and me. I say — widen the circle of the society : let the 
mot cVordre be not merely virtue, but also independence and 
activity.’ ” 

Nikolai, who had let his nephew remain, angrily moved his 
chair, sat down in it, and while he listened to Pierre he invol- 
untarily coughed and scowled still more portentously. 

"Yes, but what is to be the object of this activity?” he 
cried. " And what position do you hold toward the govern- 
ment ? ” 

"What position? The position of helpers. The society 
might not remain a secret one if the government would give 
us its favor. It is not only not hostile to the government, but 
this society is composed of genuine conservatives. It is a soci- 
ety of gentlemen * in the full meaning of the word. We exist 
merely to prevent Pugaehof f from coming to cut the throats 
of my children and yours, and Arakcheyef from sending me to 
one of his military colonies ; for this purpose we have banded 
together, with the single aim of the general welfare and the 
general safety.” 

"Yes, but a secret society must necessarily be harmful and 
prejudicial — is bound to produce nothing but evil.” 

* Dzhentelmenof. 

t Emilian Pugachof, a vagabond Cossack, during the reign of Catherine 
the Great, gave himself out for Peter III., and, after about a year of vary- 
ing success, was captured and quartered in J anuary, 1775. 
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u Why so? Bid the Tugendband, which saved Europe” 
(even then they dared not imagine that it was Russia that 
saved Europe), “did that produce anything harmful? Tu- 
gendbund — that means a society of the virtuous : it was love, 
mutual aid, it was what Christ promised on the cross.” 

4 Natasha, who had come into the room in the midst of the 
discussion, looked joyfully at her husband. It was not that 
she was pleased with what he said. It did not even interest 
her, because it seemed to her that it was all so perfectly sim- 
ple, and that she had known it all long before — it seemed so 
to her because she knew so well the source from which it all 
came, from Pierre’s mind — but she was pleased because she 
looked into his lively, enthusiastic face. 

With still more joyful enthusiasm, the lad, who again had 
been forgotten by all, gazed at Pierre, craning his thin neck 
from his turned-down collar. Every word that Pierre spoke 
made his heart glow, and, with a nervous motion of his lingers, 
without knowing what he was doing, he broke the pens and 
pieces of sealing-wax on his uncle’s table. 

u Rut I beg of you not to think that the German Tug end- 
bund and the one to which I belong are at all alike.” 

“Come, now, bwother, this Tugendbimd is well enough for 
the sausage-eaters, but I don’t understand it, and I don’t say 
anything against it,” cried Denisof, in his loud, decisive tones. 
“Everything’s wotten, and going to wuin, I admit, but as for 
your Tngendbund , I know nothing about it, and I don’t like 
it — give us a weal wevolt, # that’s the talk! Je suis vofe 
homme.” 

Pierre smiled, Natasha laughed, but Nikolai still further 
knitted his brows and tried to prove to Pierre that there was 
no revolution to he apprehended, and that all the danger of 
which he spoke existed only in his imagination. 

Pierre argued to the contrary ; and as his powers of reason- 
ing were stronger and better trained, Nikolai felt that he was 
driven into a corner. This still further incensed him, since, 
in the bottom of his heart, not through any process of reason- 
ing, but by something more potent than logic, he knew the 
indubitable truth of his opinion. 

“Well, this what I tell you,” he cried, rising, and with ner- 
vous motions putting his pipe in the corner and finally throw- 
ing it down. “I can’t prove it to you. You say that every- 
thing is all rotten, and that there will be a revolution : I 
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pun an the original: bunt (a revolt), from German Bund> and pro- 
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don’t see it ; but you say that an oath of secrecy is an essen- 
tial condition, and in reply to this I tell you: You are my 
best friend, — you know it, — but if in founding a secret soci- 
ety you should undertake anything against the administra- 
tion, whatever it was, — I know that it would be my duty to 
obey it. And if Arakcheyef should order me to go against 
you, instantly, and cut you down, I should not hesitate a 
second, but should start. So, then, decide as you please.” 

An awkward silence followed these words. 

Natasha was the first to speak : she took her husband’s side 
and opposed her brother. Her defence was weak and clumsy, 
but her object was attained. The discussion was renewed on 
a different topic, and no longer in that hostile tone with which 
Nikolai’s last words had been spoken. 

When all got up to take supper Nikolenka Bolkonsky went 
to Pierre with pale face, and gleaming, luminous eyes. 

“ Uncle Pierre — you — no — if my papa were alive he 
would agree with you, wouldn’t he ? ” he asked. 

Pierre suddenly realized what a peculiar, independent, com- 
plicated, and powerful work must have been operating in this 
lad’s mind during this discussion ; and when he recalled what 
had been said, he felt a sense of annoyance that the lad had 
listened to them. However, he had to answer him. 

“ I think so,” said he reluctantly, and left the library. 

The lad bent his head, and then for the first time seemed to 
realize what mischief he had been doing on the writing-table. 
He flushed, and went to Nikolai. 

“ Uncle, forgive me for what I have done. I did not mean 
to,” said he, pointing to the broken pens and pieces of sealing- 
wax. 

Nikolai gave an angry start. 

“ Bine work, fine work,” said he, flinging the fragments of 
pens and wax under the table. And, evidently finding it hard 
to restrain the anger that overmastered him, he turned away. 

“ You ought never to have been here at all,” said he. 


CHAPTER XY. 


At supper, the talk no longer turned on politics and secret 
societies, but, on the contrary, proved to be particularly inter- 
esting to Nikolai, owing to Denisof bringing it round to 
reminiscences of the war of 1812, and hero Pierre was partic- 
ularly genial and diverting. And the relatives parted for the 
night on the most friendly terms. 
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% When, after supper, Nikolai, after having changed his 

clothes . in his library and given orders to his overseer, who 
was waiting for Mm, returned in his khalat to his sleeping- 
room, he found his wife still at her desk : she was writing 
Jf; , something. 

“ Wliat are you writing, Marie ? '' asked Nikolai. 

The Countess Mariya reddened. She feared that what she 
was writing would not be understood and approved by her 
husband. She would have preferred to conceal from him 
what she had been writing, but at the same time she was glad 
that he had found her and that she had to tell him. 

“ It is my diary, Nicolas,” said she, — a bluish note-book 
written in a fair round hand. 

“ A journal ! ” exclaimed Nikolai, with just a shade of 
irony in his tone, and he took the note-book. It was written 
in Trench. 

Bee. 16, To-day, Andryusha [her oldest son], when he woke up, did 
not wish to be dressed, and. Mile. Luisa sent for me. He was ca- 
pricious and wilful, and when I tried to threaten him, he only grew 
the more obstinate and angry. Then I took him to my room, left him 
alone, and began to help the nurse get the rest of the children up, but I 
I told him that I should not love him. He was silent for a long time, as 

l though in amazement; then he jumped up, ran to me in nothing hut Ills 

I little night shirt, and sobbed so that it was long before I could pacify 

him. It was evident that he was more grieved because he had troubled 
me than by anything else! Then when I put him to bed this evening, 
and gave him his card, he again wept pitifully, and kissed me. You can 
do anything with him through his affections. 

“ What do you mean by ‘ bis card ? ? ” asked Nikolai. 

a I have begun to give the older children cards in the even- 
s' ing, when they have been good.” 

Nikolai glanced into the luminous eyes that gazed at him, 
f and continued to turn the leaves and read. In the diary was 

! written everything concerning the children's lives that 

: seemed important in the mother's eyes as expressing the char- 

f actor of the children, or that suggested thoughts concerning 

their education. These were, for the most part, the most 
! insignificant trifles, but they seemed not such to the mother 

or the father when now, for the first time, he read this journal 
about his children. 

The entry for the seventeenth of December was : — 

| Mitya played pranks at table: papa would not let pastry he given to 

j him. It was not given to him, but he looked so eagerly and longingly at 

f the others while they were eating! I think that it is a punishment not 

| to let him have a taste of the sweets, — only increases his greediness, 

:• Must tell Nicolas. '? : iA 


808 


WAR AND PEACE . 


Nikolai put down the book and looked at his wife. Her 
radiant eyes looked at him questioningly : did he approve, or 
disapprove, of the diary ? There could be no doubt of his 
approval or of his admiration for his wife. 

“ Perhaps there was no need of doing it in such a pedantic 
manner, perhaps it was not necessary at all,” thought 
Nikolai ; but this unwearied, everlasting, sincere effort, the 
sole end and aim of which was the moral welfare of the chil- 
dren, roused his admiration. If Nikolai could have analyzed 
his feelings, he would have discovered that the chief basis of 
his firm, tender, and proud love for his wife was found in his 
amazement at her cordial sincerity and her spiritual nature, 
at that lofty moral world in which his wife always lived, but 
which was almost unattainable for him. 

He was proud that she was so intelligent and so good, 
acknowledging his inferiority to her in the spiritual world, 
and rejoicing all the more that she in her soul not only 
belonged to him but formed a part of him. 

“ I approve and thoroughly approve, darling,” said he, with 
a meaning look. And, after a little silence, he added : u I 
have behaved very scurvily to-day. You were not in the 
library. Pierre and I had a discussion, and I lost my temper. 
Yes, it’s incredible. He’s such a child. I don’t know what 
would become of him if Natasha did not hold him in leading 
strings. Can you imagine why he went to Petersburg ? — 
They have started there a ” — 

“ Yes, I know,” interrupted the Countess Mariya; “Nata- 
sha told me about it.” 

“ 'Well, then, you must know,” pursued Nikolai, growing- 
hot at the mere memory of the quarrel, “ he wanted to make 
me believe that it is the duty of every honorable man to go 
against the government, even though he has taken the oath of 
allegiance. — I am sorry that you were not there. But they 
were all against me, — Denisof and Natasha. Natasha is ludi- 
crous. You know how she keeps him under her slipper, but 
when there is anything to be decided, she can’t speak her 
own mind at all. She simply says what he says,” added 
Nikolai, giving way to that vague tendency which men have 
to criticise their nearest and best friends. Nikolai forgot 
that, word for word, what he said about Natasha might be 
said about him and his wife. 

“Yes, I have noticed it,” said the Countess Mariya. 

“ When I told him that my duty and my oath of allegiance 
were above everything, he tried to prove Heaven knows what 
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Pity that you -weren’t there, I should like to know what you 
would have said.” 

“ In my opinion, you were perfectly right. I said so to 
Natasha. Pierre says that all are suffering, persecuted, cor- 
rupt, and that it is our duty to render help to our neighbors. 
Of course, he is right,” said the Countess Mariya, “but he 
forgets that we have other obligations, nearer still, which 
God himself has imposed upon us, and that we may run risks 
for ourselves but not for our children.” 

“ There, there, that is the very thing I told him,” cried 
Nikolai, who actually thought that he had said that very 
thing. “But they made out that this was love to the neigh- 
bor, was Christianity, and all that, before Nikolenka, who 
stole into the library and broke up everything there was on 
my table.” 

“ Akh ! do you know, Nicolas, Nikolenka so often makes me 
anxious,” said the Countess Mariya. “ He is such an extraor- 
dinary boy. And I am afraid that I am too partial to my 
own children and neglect him. Our children have both father 
and mother, but he is absolutely alone in the world. He is 
always alone with his own thoughts.” 

“ Well, now, it seems to me that you have nothing to 
reproach yourself with in regard to him. All the most affec- 
tionate mother could do for her son, you have done and are 
doing for him. And of course I am glad of it. He is a 
splendid, splendid boy. To-day, he listened to Pierre, and 
had no ears for anything else. And you cau imagine : as we 
were going out to supper, I look, and lo ! he has broken into 
flinders everything on my table, and he instantly told me. I 
never knew him to tell an untruth. Splendid, splendid boy,” 
repeated Nikolai, who really, at heart, did not like the lad, 
though he always took pains to call him sldvnui , — splendid* 

“Well, I am not like a mother to him,” said the Countess 
Mariya; “I feel that I am not, and it troubles me. He’s a 
wonderful lad, but I’m terribly anxious about him. More 
society would be a good thing for him.” 

“Well, it won’t be long; this summer Pm going to take 
him to Petersburg,” said Nikolai. “Yes, Pierre always was 
and always will be a dreamer, a visionary,” he went on to say, 
returning to the discussion in the library, which had evidently 
greatly agitated him. “Now, what difference does it make to 
me that Arakcheyef is not good and all that ? What differ- 
ence did it make to me when I was married and had so many 
debts that I might have been put into the sponging-house, and 
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mother, who could not see it and understand ? And then you 
and the children and my affairs ? Is it for my own enjoyment 
that I spend the whole day from morning till night in attend- 
ing to lousiness and in the office? Ho, I know that it is my 
duty to work in order to soothe my mother’s last days, to pay 
you back, and so as not to leave the children in such a condi- 
tion of beggary as I was ! ” 

The Countess Mariya wanted to tell him that not by bread 
alone is manhood nourished, that it was possible to set too 
great store in these affairs of his, but she knew that it would 
be unnecessary and unprofitable to say this. 

She only took his hand and kissed it. He accepted this act 
of his wife’s as approval and confirmation of his words, and, 
after some little time of silent meditation, he went on aloud 
with his thoughts. 

“Do you know, Marie,” said he, “Ilya Mitrofanuitch” — 
this was their man of business — “came to-day from our 
Tambof estate, and told me that they would give eighty 
thousand for the forest there.” 

And Hikolai, with animated face, began to speak about the 
possibilities of being very soon able to buy back Otradnoye. 
“If only I live ten years longer, I shall leave the children — in 
a splendid position.” 

The Countess Mariya listened to her husband and under- 
stood all that he said to her. She knew that when he thus 
thought aloud, he sometimes asked her what he had said, and 
was vexed to find that she had been thinking of something 
else.^ But she had to use great effort over herself, for she was 
not in the least interested in what he said. 

She looked at him, and if she was not thinking of something 
I she had other feelings. She felt an obstinate, tender 

love for this man, though he would never be able to under- 
stand what she understood, and, as it were, from this very 
reason she loved him all the more, with a touch of passionate 
affection. • 

Beside this feeling, which entirely absorbed her, and made 
her enter into all the details of her husband’s plans, her mind 
was filled with ideas which had no connection with what he 
was talking about. She was thinking of her nephew — the 
story that her husband told of his excitement at Pierre’s re- 
marks had powerfully impressed her — and the various char-; 
acteristics of his tender, sensitive nature arose to her mind, 
^ ie thought about her nephew made her think of her own 
children. She made no comparison between her nephew and 
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her own children, but she compared her respective feelings 
**■ toward them, and found to her sorrow that there was some- 

thing lacking in her feeling for Nikolenka. 

Sometimes the thought came to her that this difference 
arose from the difference in their ages, but she felt that she 
was blameworthy toward him, and in her heart she vowed 
that she would clo better and would make every effort : that 
is, that during her life she would love her husband and her 
, children and Nikolenka and all her neighbors as Christ loved 

the human race. 

The Countess Mariya’s soul was always striving toward the 
Infinite, the Eternal, and the Absolute, and therefore she 
could never rest content. Her face always wore the stem 
expression of a soul kept on a high tension by suffering, and 
’ becoming a burden to the body. 

Nikolai gazed at her. 

“ My God ! what would become of us if she should die, as 
it sometimes seems must be when her face has that expres- 
sion ? ” he said to himself, and, stopping in front of the holy 
pictures, he began to repeat his evening prayers. 


j CHAPTER XVI. 

Natasha and her husband, left alone, also talked as only 
wife and husband can talk, namely, with extraordinary clear- 
ness and swiftness, recognizing and communicating each other’s 
j thoughts, by a method contrary to all logic, without the aid 

of reasoning, syllogisms, and deductions, but with absolute 
j freedom. Natasha had become so used to talking with this 

! freedom with her husband that the surest sign, in her mind, 

> that there was something wrong between her and him was for 

; Pierre to give a logical turn to his arguments with her. When 

j he began to bring proofs and to talk with calm deliberation, 

and when she, carried away by his example, began to do the 
same, she knew that they were surely on the verge of a quarrel. 

From the moment that they were entirely alone, and Na- 
tasha with wfide, happy eyes went quietly up to him, and 
suddenly, with a swift motion, taking his head between both 
her hands, pressed it to her breast, and said : “Now, thou art 
all mine, mine ! Thou wilt not go ! ” — from that moment 
f began that intimate dialogue, contrary to all the laws of logic, 

? — contrary simply because the talk ran at one and the same 

time upon such absolutely different topics. 
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This simultaneous consideration of many things not onlv 
did not prevent their clearly understanding each other buf 
other. 8 COntrary ’ was the surest si S n tha t they understood each 

P ±! n Zfr ilhlS ? T y> absurd > and incoherent 

except the feeling which is the guide of the vision, so in this 

intercourse, so contrary to all the laws of logic, the phrases 

utt .® red were not iogical and clear, while the feeliim that 
guided them was. 6 IIiat 

on ^tasha t°M Pierre about her brother’s mode of life, how 
she had suffered and found it impossible to live while he her 
husband, was absent, and how she had grown fonder than ever 

was ^ and h ° W Mane was m eyery res P ect better than she 

tw ^ ^ftasha was genuine in her acknowledgment 

that she saw Marie’s superiority, but, at the same time, in say- 
X - sbe claime ^ from Pierre that he should still prefer her 
to Mane and all other women, and now again, especially after 

taKK" 7 “ Peteb ”S, that he should 

Pierre, in answering Natasha’s words, told her how unen- 
dumblo it „us for him to go to dinners and p.rffos S 

l»“ I „ 1 S d . reall . r f ” r S»tten how to folk with the ladies,” said 
• t was simply a bore. Especially when I was so busy ” 
Natasha gazed steadily at him and went on : _ 7 ' 

Marie ! she is so lovely ! ” said she. “How well she knows 
how to treat the children ! It seems as though she only read 

to be contrary ”-— eTCDing ’ f ° r example ’ litide Mi'tenka begaJ 

“But how like his father he is !” interrupted Pierre. 

Natasha understood why he made this remark about the 
likeness between Mitenkalnd Nikolai the remembrant of 

^dhewsX/t 1 * h hlS brothe . rdn - law disagreeable to himf 

“wftxi i d t hea ; r ter °P lmon in regard to it. 

■» lias th.e weakness of not accepting anythin^ 

urdess it is received by every one. But I apprehend you St 

reneatiSl Up011 ' A ’ J >0Ur ouvrir une carriere,” said she, 

repeating words once spoken by Pierre. ’ 

reasoninp^nq^ 11 tbmg , is ’ Nikolai looks upon thought and 
P&iTe almost ^ a waste of time,” said 

rule for biSseTf never^to h mS a and h& has ma de a 

through Sr i \ t0 bu y a new book until he has read 
rou e h what he has already bought — Sismondi and Bousseau 
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and Montesquieu,” added Pierre with a smile. “ Why, you 
t know Mm as well as I do.” He began to modify Ms words, 

but: Natasha interrupted him, giving him to understand that 
this was unnecessary. 

“So you think that he considers pure thought mere 
trifling ” — 

. “Yes, and for me everything else is mere trifling. All the 
time that I was in Petersburg it seemed to me as though I 
saw all men in a dream. When I am engaged in thinking, 
then everything else seems a sheer waste of time.” 

“ Akh ! what a pity that I did not see you greet the 
children ! Which one do you love most of all ? — Liza, I 
suspect.” 

“ Yes,” said Pierre, and he went on with what was engross- 
ing his attention. — “ Nikolai says that we have no business 
to think. Well, I can’t help it. Not to mention that I felt 
in Petersburg — l ean tell you — that if it were not for me, 
everything, all our scheme, would go to pieces, every one was 
pulling in his own direction. But I succeeded in uniting all 
parties, and, besides, my idea is so simple and clear. You 
see, I don’t say that we ought to act in opposition to this one 
or that one. We may be deceived. But I say: Let those 
who love what is right join hands, and let our whole watch- 
word be action and virtue. Prince Sergii is a splendid man 
and very intelligent.” 

Natasha had no doubt that Pierre’s idea was grand, but 
one thing confused her. This was that he was her hus- 
r band. “ Can it be that a man so important, so necessary to 

! the world, can at the same time be my husband ! How did 

f this ever come about ? ” 

I She wanted to express this doubt to him. “Whoever 

\ should pass judgment on this question, he would be so much 

) more intelligent than them all, wouldn’t he ? ” she asked lier- 

I self, and in her imagination she reviewed the men who were 

Sj very important to Pierre. None of all these men, judging by 

j: Ms own story, had such an important effect upon Min as 

| Platon Karatayef. 

| “ Do you know what I was thinking about ? ” she asked. — 

| “About Platon Karatayef! How about him? Would lie 

! approve, now ? ” 

• Pierre was not at all surprised at this question. He under- 

stood the trend of his wife’s thoughts. 

■ “ Platon Karatayef ? ” he repeated and pondered, apparently 

honestly endeavoring to realize what Karatayef s opinion con- 
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ceraing this matter would be. “He would not understand, 
but still I think he would approve — yes ! ” 

“I love thee awfully!”* said Natasha suddenly. “Aw- 
fully ! Awfully ! ” 

“No, he would not approve,” said Pierre after a little 
reconsideration. “What he would approve would be this 
domestic life of ours. He so liked to see beauty, happiness, 
repose, in everything, and I should be proud if I could show 
him ourselves. — Now you talk about parting ! But you can- 
not understand what a strange feeling I have for you after 
being separated from you ” — 

“ Why, — was it ” — began Natasha. 

“ No, not that. I shall never cease to love thee. It would 
be impossible to love thee more ; but this is peculiar. — Well, 
yes ! ” — But he did not finish his sentence, because their eyes 
met and said the rest. 

“What nonsense,” suddenly cried Natasha, “that the 
honeymoon and real happiness are only during the first part 
of the time ! On the contrary, now is the best of all. If 
only you would never go away from me ! Ho you remember 
how we quarrelled ? And it was always I who was at fault. 
Always I. But as to what we quarrelled about, I am sure I 
don’t remember ! ” 

“Always about one thing,” said Pierre, smiling. “ Jealo” — 

“No, don’t mention it, I can't endure it,” cried Natasha, 
and a cold, cruel light flashed into her eyes. “Hid you see 
her ? ” she added after a little silence. 

“ No, and if I had seen her I should not have recognized 
her.” 

They were both silent. 

“Akh! do you know, when you were talking in the 
library, I was looking at you,” pursued Natasha, evidently 
trying to drive away the cloud which had suddenly risen. 
“ Well, you and our little lad are as alike as two drops of 
water.” Our little lad — mdlchik — -was what she called her 
son. “ Akh ! it is time for me to go to him — I’m sorry to 
have to go ! ” 

They were silent for several seconds. Then suddenly they 
turned to each other, and each began to make some remark at* 
the same instant. 

Pierre began with self-confidence and impulsive warmth, 
Natasha with a quiet, blissful smile. Their words colliding,, 
they both stopped to give each other the chance to speak. 

* Uzliazno: literally, 
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/ “ No, what was it ? tell me ! tell me ! 79 

$ “No, you tell me, — what I was going to say was only 

nonsense,” said Natasha. 

Pierre went on with what he had begun to say. It was a 
continuation of his self-congratulatory opinion concerning the 
success of his visit at Petersburg. It seemed to him at that 
moment that he was called to give a new direction to all 
* Russian society and to the whole world, 

j “ I was only going to say that all ideas which have porten- 

tous consequences are always simple. My whole idea con- 
sists in this ; that if all vicious men are bound together and 
constitute a force, then all honorable men ought to do the 
same. How simple that is!” 

“ Yes.” 

( e: And what were you going to say ? ” 

“ Only a bit of nonsense ! ” 

No, tell me what it was ! ” 

“Oh, nothing, a mere trifle J” said Natasha, beaming with a 
still more radiant smile. u I was only going to say some- 
thing about Petya To-day the nurse was going to take him 
j from me. He began to laugh, then scowled a little and clung 

to rue — evidently he thought that he was going to play 
peek-a-boo — Awfully cunning. — There lie is crying ! Well, 
good-night ! ” and she left the room. 


At the same time below in Nikolenka Bolkonsky’s apart- 
ment, in his sleeping-room, the night-lamp was burning as 
always (the lad was afraid of the darkness and they could 
not break the lad of this fault — Dessalles was sleeping * 
high on his four pillows, and his Roman nose gave forth the 
measured sounds of snoring). 

Nikolenka, who had just awakened from a nap, in a cold 
perspiration, with wide-opened eyes sat up in bed and was 
looking straight ahead. 

A strange dream had awakened him. In his dream he had 
seen himself and Pierre in helmets such as the men wore in 
his edition of Plutarch. He and his uncle Pierre were march- 
ing forward at the head of a tremendous army. This array 
was composed of white, slanting threads, filling the air, like 
the cobwebs which float in the autumn, and which Dessalles 
called lefil de la Vierge — the Virgin’s thread. 

Before them was glory, just exactly like these threads, only 
much stouter. They — he and Pierre — were borne on lightly 
and joyously, ever nearer and nearer to their goal. Suddenly 
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the threads which moved them began to slacken, to grow con- 
fused ; it became trying. And his uncle Nikolai Ilyiteh stood 
in front of them in a stern and threatening posture. 

. “ What have you been doing ? ” he demanded, pointing to 
his broken sealing-wax and pens. “ I loved you, but 
Arakcheyef has given me the order, and I shall kill the first 
who advances.” 

Nikolenka looked round at Pierre, but Pierre was no 
longer there. In place of Pierre was his own father, Prince 
Andrei, and his father had no shape or form ; but there he 
was, and in looking at him Nikolenka felt the weakness of 
love ; he felt himself without strength, without bones, — as it 
were, liquid. His father petted him and pitied him. But 
his uncle Nikolai Ilyiteh came ever closer and closer to him. 
Horror seized Nikolenka and he awoke. 

“Bather,” he thought. “Bather ! ” (although there were in 
the house two excellent portraits, Nikolenka had never 
imagined Prince Andrei as existing in human form). “ My 
father was with me and caressed me. He approved of me. 
He approved of Uncle Pierre. Whatever he says I will do. 
Mucius Scsevola burnt his hand. But why should I not do as 
much in my life ? I know they want me to study, and I will 
study. But when I am grown up then I will do it. I 
will only ask one thing of God : that I may have in me what 
the men in Plutarch had, and I will do likewise. I will do 
better. All will know me, all will love me, all will praise 
me.” And suddenly Nikolenka felt the sobs fill his chest, and 
he burst into tears. 

“ Etes-vous indispose ? ” asked Dessalles’s voice. 

“Non” replied Nikolenka, and he lay back on his pillow. 
“He is good and kind, I love him,” said he of Dessalles, “but 
Uncle Pierre ! Oh, what a wonderful man ! But my father ! 
my father! my father! Yes, I will do whatever he would 
approve.” 



PART SECOND. 


CHAPTER I. 

The object of history is the life of nations and of humanity. 
To grasp and express proximately in words — that is, to de- 
pict the life, not of humanity, but simply of a single people, 
is an impossibility. 

r All the historians of former times employed exactly the 

same way of grasping and describing the life of a nation. 
They described the actions of the individuals who ruled over 
a nation, and the actions of these individuals, they supposed, 
were an epitome of the activity of the nation. 

| To the questions, How could individuals make a whole na- 

tion act in accordance with their wills, and, How was the will 
1 of these men themselves controlled ? the historians of old an- 

; swered the first by proclaiming a divine will which subor- 

dinated nations to the will of a single chosen man ; and the 
second question, by declaring that this divinity directed the 
will of the chosen man toward a predestined end. 
j For those of old times all such questions were answered by 

I a belief in the immediate interference of the Divinity in 

I human actions. 

f The new school of history has in theory abandoned both 

I- these positions. 

| It would seem that after having abandoned the old faith in 

I ’ the subordination of man to the Divinity, and in the doctrine 

of predestined ends to which nations are led, the Hew History 
ought to study, not the manifestations of power, but the causes 
I • which are the source of power. 

1 But the Hew History has not done this. 

I After theoretically abandoning tbe views of the old school, 

? it follows them in practice. 

In place of men clothed with divine power and governed 
* directly by the will of the Divinity, the Hew History repre- 

sents either heroes endowed with extraordinary, superhuman 
qualities, or simply men of the most varied talent, from mon- 
archs to journalists, directing the masses. 

m 
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Instead of finding in the special, divinely pre-ordained mo- 
tives of any nation — Jewish, Greek, or Boman — the motive 
for human action in general, as was the custom of the histo- 
rians of old, the New History discovers its motives in the wel- 
fare of the French, the English, the Germans — and, in its 
loftiest abstraction, in the welfare of the civilized world and 
of the whole of humanity, by which is generally meant the 
nations occupying the little northwest corner of the continent. 

Modern history has abandoned the old theories without 
establishing any new views in place of them, and the logic of 
their position has compelled the very historians who have 
rejected the hypothesis of the divine right of kings and the 
j Fatum of the ancients to reach by a different route the same 
point : the assertion (1), that nations are guided by individu- 
als, and (2), that there is a special object toward which the 
nations and humanity are moving. 

In all the works of the most recent historians, from Gibbon 
to Buckle, notwithstanding their apparent disagreement and 
the apparent novelty of their views, at bottom lie these two * 
old theories, from which they could not escape. \ 

In the first place, the historians describe the actions of \ 

men who, in their opinion, have guided humanity. One 
counts as such only monarchs, generals, and statesmen; an- 
other, besides monarchs, takes orators, men of science, reform- 
ers, philosophers, and poets. 

In the second place, the historians believe they know the 
end toward which humanity is guided : — to one, that end is 
the greatness of the Boman, the Spanish, or the French em- 
pires ; to another it is liberty and equality, or the kind of 
civilization that obtains in the little corner of the globe called 
Europe. 

In 1789 a fermentation begins at Paris ; it grows, spreads, 
and results in a movement of peoples from west to east. 
Several times this movement is directed toward the east ; it 
meets with a counter-movement from east to west. 

In 1812 it reaches its final limit, Moscow, and with remark- 
able rhythmic symmetry occurs the counter-movement from 
east to west, which, like the former, carries with it the na- 
tions of Central Europe. This return movement reaches to 
the departing point of the preceding wave, Paris, and subsides. 

During this twenty-years period a tremendous number of 
fields remain miploughed, houses are burned, trade changes 
its direction, millions of men are ruined, are enriched, emi- 
grate, and millions of Christians who profess to obey the law 
of love to their neighbors kill one another. 
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What does all this mean? What is the cause of this? 
What forced these men to hum houses and kill their fellow- 
men ? What were the reasons for these events ? What force 
compelled men to act in this way ? 

Such are the ingenuous, involuntary, and most legitimate 
questions that humanity propounds to itself on meeting with 
the memorials and traditions of this movement in the past. 

For a solution of these questions the common sense of hu- 
manity looks to the science of history, the aim of which is to 
teach the nations and humanity self-knowledge. 

If history should assume the old point of view, it would 
reply, “The Divinity, as a reward or as a punishment of his 
people, gave power to Napoleon, and guided his will to the 
accomplishment of the divine purposes.” 

And this reply would he, at any rate, full and clear. One 
may or may not believe in the divine mission of Napoleon ; for 
one who does believe in it everything in the history of that 
time would be intelligible, and there would be no contra- 
diction. 

But the New History cannot reply in this way. Science 
does not recognize the view of the ancients as to the direct 
interference of the Divinity in human actions, and conse- 
quently must give another reply. 

The New History, in answering these questions, says, — * 
“You wish to know what the significance of this movement 
was. wiry it took place, and what forces produced these events ? 
Listen : — 

“ Louis XIV. was a very proud and self-confident man; 
he had such and such mistresses, and such and such ministers, 
and he governed France badly. 

“The*' successors of Louis* XIV. were also weak men, and 
they also governed France badly, and they also had such and 
such favorites, and such and such mistresses. 

“ Moreover, at that time, certain men wrote certain books. 

“Toward the end of the eighteenth century, there came 
together at Paris a score of men who began to declare that all 
men were free and equal. The result of this was that all over 
France men began to slaughter and ruin each other. These 
men killed the king and many others. 

“ At this same time there was a man of genius, named Napo- 
leon. He was everywhere successful ; that is to say, he killed 
many people, because he was a great genius. 

“And he went off to kill the Africans (for some reason or 
other), and he killed them so well, and was so shrewd and 
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clever, that, -when he came back to France he 

body to submit to him. a ice, lie oideied every. 

“And everybody submitted to him. 

Having made himself emperor he stnin , , 

the people in Italy, Austria, and Prussia?* * ° ff t0 klU 

And there he killed many. 

“ But in Russia there was the Emperor , , 

termmed to re-establish order in Pn,™o 6 f nder > wll ° dc ' 

he waged war with Napoleon But ii? /cuy^ d Ai COnse<a ^ e - 1 ntl d r ’ 
became friends and in ISii ^‘ r m 1807 they suddenly 

coition ™ st fte d, starter ot tie j5«e m ° pe mto » 

MSraSSSSsrf! 

emperor, or failing to show him all possiWe resnect °if 

five years before and a vear after that +i™t fn P ct > a ; lt ^ ou gfi 
as a bandit outside of the law ^ 11 regarded 

s ence of Ms ° ,d ^ 

they »■»“* q^led; 

but, at this moment Nanolerm w ;fi iiimg each other again, 
to France, and the ’French who 1 * lt 0 “ e battalion, came back 
submitted to him ; Wh ° hated hlm > immediately all 

m ® ® *S5ftS5 gnaJrt at tlliS ’ and once 

^ oftt^lllenT^ ^ geniUS ’ Calling 

And there an exile, separated from those dear to his heart 
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and from Ms beloved Prance, he died a lingering death on the 
rock, and bequeathed his great deeds to posterity. 

“ Meanwhile, in Europe, a re-action was taking place, and all 
the sovereigns began once more to oppress their peoples.” 

Think not that this is a parody or caricature of historical 
writings. On the contrary, it is the mildest expression of the 
contradictory answers which fail to answer, and are given by 
all History, whether in the form of Memoirs and histories of 
various kingdoms, or Universal Histories, and. the new kind, 

\ Histories of Culture , in vogue at the present time. 

' The strangeness and absurdity of these replies arc due to 

the fact that the Hew History is like a deaf man who answers 
questions that no one has asked him. 

; If the object of history is to describe the movements of 

; nations and of humanity, then for the first question,, and the 

one which, if left unanswered, makes all the rest unintelligi- 
ble, an answer will be as follows : — 

“What force moves the nations ? ?? 

To this question the Hew History replies elaborately either 
that Hapoleon was a great genius, or that Louis XI' V. was 
very proud, or that such and such writers published such and 
; such books. 

All this may, perhaps, be very true, and humanity is ready 
to assent, but it did not ask about that. 

| All this might be interesting if we acknowledge the divine 

power, self-established, and always the same, which governs 
its nations by means of Hapoleons, Louises, and the writers, 
but we do not recognize this power, and, therefore, before talk- 
ing about Hapoleons, Louises, and the writers, it is necessary 
to show the connecting link between these men and the move- 
ments of the nations. 

! If, in place of the divine power, a new force is to be substi- 

! tuted, then it is necessary to explain in what this new force 

consists, since it is precisely in this force that all the interest 
of history is concentrated. 

History seems to take it for granted that this force is a 
matter of course, known to all. But, in spite of all desire to 
recognize this new force as known, he who studies very many 
of the historical writings will, involuntarily, come to doubt 
s whether this new force, which is understood in so many dif* 

» ferent ways, is wholly clear to the historians themselves. 


i 
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CHAPTER II. 

What force moves the nations ? 

Ordinary biographers and the historians of distinct nations 
understand this force as the power inherent in heroes and 
rulers. According to their writings, events take place exclu- 
sively in accordance with the wills of the Napoleons and the 
Alexanders, or, in general, of those individuals whom the pri- 
vate biographer describes. 

The answers given by historians of this class to the ques- 
tion “ What force moves events ?” are satisfactory only so 
long as each event has but one historian. But so soon as histo- 
rians of different nationalities and views begin to describe one 
and the same event, then the answers given by them imme- 
diately become nonsensical ; since this force is understood by 
each one of them not merely in a different way, but often in 
an absolutely contradictory way. 

One historian affirms that an event took place by means of 
the power of Napoleon ; another affirms that it took place by 
means of the power of Alexander ; according to a third, it took 
place by means of the power of some third person. 

Moreover, the historians of this class contradict one another 
even irntheir explanations of that force wdiereon is based the 
power of one and the same man. . 

Thiers, a Bonaparfist, declares that Napoleon’s power was 
due to his virtue and genius. Lanfrey, a ^Republican, declares 
that it was due to his rascality and skill in deceiving the 
people. 

Thus the historians of this class, by mutually destroying 
each other’s position, in the same process destroy the con- 
ception of force producing the events, and give no answer to 
the essential question of history. 

General historians, who treat of all nations, seem to recog- 
nize the fallacy of the views held by the special historians in 
regard to the force that produces the event. They will not 
admit that force to be a power inherent in heroes and rulers, 
hut consider it to be the result of many forces variously 
applied. 

In describing a war or the subjugation of a nation, the 
general historian seeks for the cause of the event, not in the 
power of any one individual, but in the mutual influence upon 
. each other of many individuals who took part in the event. 
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According to this view, the power of historical personages 
who themselves represent the product of many forces, it would 
seem, cannot be regarded as the force which in itself produces 
the events. 

And yet the general historians, in the majority of cases, 
make use of a concept of power as a force which in itself pro- 
duces events and holds the relation to them of first cause. 
According to their exposition, the historical personage is 
only the product of various forces ; next, his power is a force 
producing the event. 

Gervinus and Schlbsser, for example, and others try to prove 
that Napoleon was the product of the Revolution, of the ideas 
of 1789, and so forth ; and then they say up and down that 
the campaign of 7 12, and other events which they disapprove, 
were simply the results of Napoleon’s misdirected will, and 
these very ideas of the year 1789 were hindered in their de- 
velopment in consequence of Napoleon’s opposition. 

The ideas of the Revolution, the general state of public 
opinion, brought about Napoleon’s power, and at the same 
time Napoleon’s power stifled the ideas of the Revolution and 
the general state of public opinion. 

This strange contradiction is not accidental. It is not only 
t arising at every step, but from, a continuous series of such con- 

tradictions all the writings of general history are composed. 
This contradiction results from the fact that on getting into 
the region of analysis the general historians stop half-way on 
their route. 

In order to find the component forces equal to the combina- 
tion or the resultant, it is necessary that the sum of the factors 
1 should equal the resultant. 

v This condition is never observed by the general historian, 

! and, therefore, in order to explain the resultant force, they 

[ are necessarily compelled to admit in addition to tlieir inade- 

( quate components a still unexplained force, which acts supple-, 
i me nt ary to the resultant. 

An ordinary historian describing the campaign of ’13 or the 
restoration of the Bourbons says in so many words that these 
‘ events were brought about by the will of Alexander, 

j But the general historian, Gervinus, refuting this view held 

by the ordinary historian, endeavors to prove that the cam- 
f paign of ? 13 and the restoration of the Bourbons had for their 

causes, not alone the will of Alexander, but also the activity 
| of Stein, Mettemich, Madame de Stael, Talleyrand, Fichte, 

• Chateaubriand, and others. 
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The historian evidently resolved Alexander’s power into its 
factors : Talleyrand, Chateaubriand, and the like. The sum 
of these factors, that is the mutual influence of Chateaubriand, 
Talleyrand, Madame de Stael, and the others, evidently does 
not equal the whole resultant : in other words, the phenome- 
non that millions of the French submitted to the Bourbons. 

From the fact that Chateaubriand, Madame de Stael, and 
others said such and such words to each other show merely 
their mutual relations, but not the submission of millions. 
And, therefore, in order to explain how from this fact of their 
mutual relations resulted the submission of millions, that is 
factors equal to A alone comes a resultant equal to a 
thousand times A, the historian is inevitably bound to admit 
that same force of personal power, which he professes to reject, 
by calling it the resultant of forces ; that is, he is bound to 
admit an unexplained force acting upon the factors. 

This is the very way in which the general historians reason. 
And in consequence of this they contradict, not only the biog- 
raphers, but themselves. 

Inhabitants of the country districts judging by whether 
they wish rain or line weather, and having no clear compre- 
hension of the causes of rain, say, “ The wind has scattered 
the clouds,” or “ The wind has brought the clouds.” 

In exactly the same way the general historians : sometimes, 
when they want a certain thing, when it fits in with their 
theory, they say that the power is the result of events ; but at 
other times, when it is necessary to prove the opposite, they 
will say that the power produces the events. 

A third class of historians, called the historians of culture , 
following on the track laid down for them by the general his- 
torians, recognizing sometimes writers and ladies as forces 
producing events, reckon this force in an entirely different 
way still. They see it in so-called culture, in intellectual 
activity. 

The historians of culture are thoroughgoing partisans in 
relation to their kinsfolk, the general historians, since if his- 
torical events can be explained by the fact that certain men 
such and such an effect upon one another, then why not 
explain them by the fact that certain men wrote certain 
books ? 

These historians, from the whole monstrous collection of 
manifestation accompanying every phenomenon of life, select 
the manifestation of intellectual activity and say that this 
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But, notwithstanding all their endeavors to prove that the 
^ cause of the event lay in intellectual activity, it is only by 
great concessions that we can agree that there is anything in 
common between intellectual activity and the movements of 
tlie nations, but we cannot admit in any case that intellectual 
activity directs the activity of men, since such phenomena as 
the cruel massacres of the French Revolution, which were the 
; outcome of the doctrine of the equality of men, and the wicked 

j wars and reprisals, which were the outcome of the doctrine of 

: love, do not support this proposition. 

But even admitting that all the ingenious hypotheses with J 

which these histories are filled are correct, admitting that the 1 

nations are led by some undetermined force which is called j 

the idea , the essential question of history still remains unan- j 

swered, since to this original power of mouarchs, and the influ- 
ence of contemporaries and other individuals adduced by the 
general historians, w T e must add still this new force of the 
idea , the relation of which to the masses demands to be ex- 
plained. I 

We may grant that Napoleon had power and therefore an 
; event took place ; with some concessions, we may moreover I 

| grant that Napoleon, together with other influences, was the I 

cause of an event ; but how the hook Contrat Social influenced | 

the French to destroy each other cannot be understood with- I 

! out an explanation of the connection between this new force j 

! and the event. J 

Undoubtedly, there exists a connection between all things 
existing at the same time, and therefore there is a possibility 
of finding some connection between the intellectual activity 
1 of men and their historical' movements, just as this connection 

can be found between the movement of humanity and trade, 
f handicrafts, horticulture, and what not. 

But why the intellectual activity of men furnishes the 
; historians of culture with the cause or the expression of I 

every historical movement, it is hard to comprehend. Only 4 

the following reasoning can bring historians to such a con- 1 

j elusion: — : 

f (1) That history is written by wise men, and it is natural 

and agreeable for them to think that the activity of their 
i. guild is the ruling element in the movement of all humanity, 

just as it is natural and agreeable for the merchant, the agri- 
culturist, the soldier, to think the same. (This fails to find 
j expression simply because merchants and soldiers do not 

write histories.) 
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fj And (2) that intellectual activity, enlightenment, civiliza- 

|! | tion, culture, the idea, — all these things are indeterminate 

1 1 ' ; concepts under which it is very convenient to employ words 

i U \ still more vague and therefore easily adapted to any theory. 

[ IS I But, not to reckon the intrinsic value of this class of his- 

j | ! ; tory (perhaps they may be useful for some people and for 

| j ;} - some purposes), the histories of culture, to which all general 

I n histories are beginning more and more to conform, are signifi- 

1 |1 cant for this reason, that in developing seriously and in 

1 | : ;j . detail various religious, philosophical, and political doctrines, 

I || , as the causes of the events, every time when it becomes neces- 

sary for them to describe some actual historical event, as, for 
example, the campaign of 5 12, they involuntarily describe it 
as the result of power, saying in so many words that this 
campaign was the result of Hapoleon’s will ! 

Speaking in this way, the historians of culture unwittingly 
contradict themselves, or prove that the new force which they 
have discovered does not explain historical events, but that 
the only means of understanding history is to admit that 
very same power which they affect to disclaim. 



CHAPTER, III. 

A locomotive is in motion. 

The question is asked, What makes it move ? 

The peasant answers, ? Tis the devil moves it. 

Another says that the locomotive goes because the wheels 
are in motion. 

A third affirms that the cause of the motion is to be found 
in the smoke that is borne away by the wind. 

The peasant sticks to his opinion. In order to refute him, 
some one must prove to him that there is no devil, or an- 
other peasant must explain to him that it is not the devil, but 
a German, who makes the locomotive go. 

Only then because of the contradictions will it be seen that 
they cannot both be right. 

But the one who says that the cause is the movement of 
the wheels contradicts himself, since, if he enters into the 
region of analysis, he must go further and further: he must 
explain the cause of the motion of the wheels. And until he 
finds the ultimate cause of the motion of the locomotive in 
the power of compressed steam, he will not have the right to 
pause in his search for the cause. 
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The one who accounted for the auction of the locomotive by 
^ the smoke borne back had noticed that the explanation re- 

* garding the wheels did not furnish a satisfactory cause, and so 

seized upon the first manifestation that attracted Ms atten- 
tion, and in his turn offered it as the cause. 

The only conception capable of explaining the motion of 
the locomotive is that of a force equivalent to the observed 
movement. 

; The only conception capable of explaining the movement 

| of nations is that of a force equal to the whole movement of 

the nations. 

And yet the forces assumed by the different historians to 
satisfy this conception are perfectly different, and in every 
case are not equal to the movement under observation. Some 
see in it a force independently inherent in heroes, as the 
j peasant sees a devil in the locomotive. Others see a force 

| proceeding from certain other forces, like the motion of the 

wheels. A third class — an intellectual influence, like the 
!. smoke borne away. 

So long as histories of individuals are written, — whether 
Caesars and Alexanders, or Luthers and Voltaires, — and not 
the histories of all , without a single exception of all the men 
who took part in events, there is no possibility of describing 
the movements of humanity without the conception of a force 
which obliges men to direct their activity toward a common end. 

And the only conception of this sort known to historians is 
1 Power. 

^ This idea of Power is the only handle by means of which it 
i is possible to manage the materials of history in the present 

state of the subject; and the one who should break this 
handle, as Buckle did, and not know any other way of dealing 
$ with historical material, would be deprived of his last chance 

j of dealing with it. " 1 

t _ The unavoidableness of the concept of Power in explaining 

historical events is shown better than any other way by the 
authors of universal histories and histories of civilization, who 
j affect to renounce the idea of power, and yet, inevitably, at 

j every step, make use of it. 

: Historical science, at the present time, in its relation to 

the questions of humanity, is like money in circulation, — > 

bank notes and coin. Biographies and the ordinary histories 
of nations are like bank notes. They may pass and circulate, j 

j satisfying their denomination without injury to any one, and \ 

| even, be of service, so long as the question does not arise | 

[ whether their value is assured. 
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If only we forget the question how the will of heroes 
brings about events, then the histories of the Thierses will be 
interesting, instructive, and, moreover, will have a touch of 
poetry. 

But, just as doubt with regard to the actual value of bank 
notes arises either from the fact that since it is so easy to 
make them many of them are made, or because there is a gen- 
eral desire to exchange them for gold, in exactly the same 
way doubt concerning the actual significance of historical 
works of this sort arises from the fact that they are too 
numerous, or because some one, in the simplicity of his heart, 
asks : “By what force was Napoleon able to do this ?” In 
other words, wishes to have his bank notes exchanged for the 
pure gold of the genuine concept. 

General historians and the historians of culture are like 
men who, recognizing the inconvenience of assignats, should 
resolve, in place of paper, to make coin out of some metal 
that had not the density of gold. And their money would 
actually have the ring of metal, but that would be all. 

Paper notes might deceive the ignorant, but coin which is 
spurious can deceive no one. 

Now, as gold is only gold when it can be used, not merely 
for exchange, but in practical business, so universal histories 
will become gold only when they will be able to reply to the 
essential question of history ; “ What is power ? 

Authors of universal histories contradict one another in 
their replies to this question, and historians of culture ignore 
it entirely and reply to something entirely different. 

And as tokens resembling gold can only be used among 
men who agree to take them for gold or who know not the 
properties of: gold, so the general historians and the historians 
of culture who do not respond to the essential questions of 
history have currency only at the universities and among 
the throng of readers who are fond of “ serious books, 7; as 
they call them. 


CHAPTER IV. 


Having renounced the views of the ancients as to the 
divinely ordained submission of the will of the j>eople to 
the one chosen man, and the submission of this one will to 
the Divinity, history cannot take another step without being 
involved in contradictions unless it make choice between two 
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alternatives; either to return to the former belief in the 
immediate interference of the Divinity in human affairs, or 
definitely to explain the meaning of this force which produces 
historical events, and is known as Power. 

To return to the first is impossible; the belief has been 
overthrown, and therefore it is necessary to explain the mean- 
ing of Power. 

Napoleon gave orders to raise an army and go out to battle. 
This notion is so familiar to us, we have become to such a 
degree wonted to this view of things, that the question why 
six hundred thousand men should go to war because Napoleon 
said such and such words seems to us foolish. He had the 
power, and consequently his orders were obeyed. 

This answer is perfectly satisfactory if we believe that the 
power was given to him by God. But, as soon as we deny it, 
we must decide what that power is that one man has over 
others. 

That power cannot be the direct power of the physical 
superiority of a strong being over the weak, — a superiority 
based on the application or threatened application of physical 
force- — like the power of Hercules. It cannot be founded 
either on the superiority of moral force, though certain histo- 
rians, in the simplicity of their hearts, declare that historical 
actors are the heroes ; that is, men gifted with peculiar force 
of soul and intellect, called genius. 

This Power cannot be based upon the superiority of moral 
force, since, without speaking of heroes like Napoleon, con- 
cerning whose moral qualities opinions are completely at 
variance, history shows us that neither the Louis Xlths, nor 
the Metternichs, who governed millions of men, had any spe- 
cial qualities of moral force, but, on the contrary, were, for 
the most part, morally weaker than any one of the millions of 
men whom they ruled. 

If the source of Power lies in neither the physical nor the 
moral qualities of the individual exercising it, then evidently 
the source of this power must be found outside the individ- 
ual, — in those relations between the- masses governed and 
the individual possessing the Power. 

In exactly this way, Power is understood by the science of 
Law, the self-same bank of exchange of history which promises 
to change the historical concepts of Power into pure gold. 

Power is the accumulation of the wills of the masses, trans- 
ferred avowedly or tacitly to the rulers chosen by the masses. 

In the domain of the science of Law which is composed of 
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dissertations on the requisite methods of building up a State 
and Power, if it were possible to do all this, this explanation 
is all very clear; but in its application to history this defini- 
tion of Power demands explanation. 

The science of Law regards a State and Power as the an- 
cients regarded fire, as something existing absolutely. Por 
Plistory the State and Power are only phenomena, just as in 
the same way as for the “ Physics ” of our day fire is not an 
element but a phenomenon. 

From this fundamental divergence of view between History 
and the Science of Law, it follows that Science of Law can 
relate in detail how in its opinion it would be necessary to 
build up Power, and what Power is existing immovably out- 
side of time ; but to the historical questions about the signifi- 
cance of Power modified by time it can give no reply. 

If Power is the accumulation of wills transferred to a ruler, 
then is Pugaehof the representative of the wills of the masses ? 
If he is not, then why is Napoleon I. such a representative ? 
Why was Napoleon III., when he was apprehended at Bou- 
logne, a criminal, and why were those whom he afterwards 
apprehended criminals ? 

In palace revolutions, in which sometimes two or three men 
only take part, is the will of the masses also transferred to 
the new monarch ? 

In international relations, is the will of the masses of the 
people transferred to their conqueror ? 

In 1808 was the will of the Ehine Convention transferred 
to Napoleon ? 

Was the will of the Bussian people transferred to Napoleon 
in 1809 when our troops, in alliance with the French, went to 
fight against Austria ? 

These questions may be answered in three ways : — 

(1) By acknowledging that the will of the masses is 
always unconditionally handed over to this or that rulei 
whom they have chosen, and that consequently every out- 
break of new power, every struggle against the Power once 
given over, must be regarded as an infringement of the real 
Power ; 


Or (2), by acknowledging that the will of the masses is 
transferred to the rulers conditionally, under known and defi- 
nite conditions, and by showing that all assaults, collisions, 
and even the destruction of Power, proceed from non-fulfil- 
ment of the conditions under which the Power was given to 
them : 
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Or (3), by acknowledging that the will of the masses is 
transferred to the rulers conditionally, but under unknown 
and undefined conditions, and that the outbreak of many new 
Powers, their conflict and fall, arise only from the more or 
less complete fulfilment of those unknown conditions accord- 
ing to which the will of the masses was transferred from 
some individuals to others. 

In these three ways the historians explain the relations of 
the masses to their rulers. 

Borne historians, not comprehending in the simplicity of 
their souls the question of the meaning of Power, — the 
| same ordinary and “ biographical historians ” of whom men- 

\ tion has been made above, — seem to acknowledge that the* 

| accumulated will of the masses is transferred unconditionally 

| to the historical personages, and therefore, in describing any 

| Power whatever, these historians suppose that this self-same 

1 Power is the one absolute and genuine, and that any other 

force rising in opposition to this genuine Power is not a 
Power, but a breach of Power — violence! 

Their theory, satisfactory for the primitive and simple 
| periods of history, when it conies to be applied to the compli- 

cated and stormy periods in the life of the nations, — during 
which simultaneously various Powers rise up and struggle 
together, — has the disadvantage that the legitimist historian 
will try to prove that the Convention, the Directory, and Bona- 
parte were only infringements of Power, while the Republican 
and Bonapartist will try to prove, the one that the Conven- 
i tion, and the other that the Empire, was the genuine Power, ^ 

( and that all the rest were only infringements of Power. 

Evidently since the explanations of Power given by these 
historians 'mutually contradict each other, they can prove 
► satisfactory only for children of the tenderest growth ! 

A second class of historians, recognizing the fallacy of this 
view of history, says that Power is founded on the conditional 
transfer of the accumulated wills of the masses to the rulers, 
and that historical personages have the Power only on con- 
dition of carrying out the program which with tacit con- 
sent has been prescribed by the will of the nation. But what 
goes to make up this program, these historians fail to tell 
us, or, if they tell us, they constantly contradict one another. 

To every historian, according to his view of what consti- 
1 tiites the object of the movement of the nations, this pro- 

i gram presents itself in the grandeur, liberty, enlightenment, 

: of the citizens of 'France or some other State. 
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But not to speak of the contradictions of the historians, or 
L.j of what this program is, even granting the existence of one 

1:1 j program common to all, still the facts of history almost uni- 

P ji versally contradict this theory. 

I If the conditions under which Power is granted consist in 

p j riches, liberty, the enlightenment of the nation, why, then, 

|| f. were the Louis XIYths and Ivan IYths * allowed to live 

I ; to the end of their reigns, while the Louis XYIths and 

|| * Charles Ists were put to death by their, nations ? 

;J These historians answer this question by saying that the 

I p activity of Louis XI Y., being contrary to the program, met 

ip with its punishment in the person of Louis XYI. 

But why was the punishment not visited upon Louis XIV. 
| . and Louis XY. ? Why should it have been visited especially 

upon Louis XYI.? And what is the length of time required 
for such a visitation ? 

To these questions there is and can be no answer. In the 
same way this view fails to explain the cause of the fact that 
the accumulated will of the people for several centuries is 
preserved by the rulers and their successors, and then sud- 
denly, in the course of fifty years, is transferred to the Con- 
vention, to the Directory, to Napoleon, to Alexander, to Louis 
XVIII., to Napoleon again, to Charles X., to Louis Philippe, 
to the republican administration, to Napoleon III. 

In their explanations of these rapidly occurring transfers 
of will from one individual to another, and especially in 
international relations, conquests, and treaties, these his- 
torians must, in spite of themselves, acknowledge that a part 
of these phenomena are not regular transfers of will, but 
accidental chances, dependent now upon cunning, now upon 
the mistakes or the ' deceitfulness or the weakness of diplo- 
mat or monarch or party director. 

. So that the greater part of the phenomena of history — 
civil wars, revolutions/conquests — appear to these historians 
certainly not as the products of the transfers of free wills, 
but as the products of the misdirected will of one man . or 
several men, in other words, again infringements of Power. 

And consequently historical events, even to historians of 
this class, appear as exceptions to the theory, 

These historians are like a botanist who, observing that 
certain plants come from seeds with dicotyledonous leaves, 
should insist upon it that everything that grew must grow in 
this bifoliate form, and that the palm and the mushroom and 
* Ioann or Ivan the Terrible, of Bussia, reigned from 1510 till 1584. 
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even the oak, which develop to their full growth and have no 
more resemblance to the dicotyledons, are exceptions to their 
theory. 

A third class of historians acknowledge that the will of the 
masses is conditionally transferred to the historical person- 
ages, but assert that these conditions are not known to ns. 
They say that the historical characters possess the power 
simply because they have to fulfil the will of the masses, which 
has been transferred to them. 

But in such a case, if the force that moves the nations is 
not inherent in the historical individuals, but in the nations 
themselves, then what constitutes the significance of these 
historical personages ? 

Historical personages, these historians say, are in them- 
selves the expression of the will of the masses ; the activity 
of the historical personages serves as the representative of 
the activity of the masses. 

But in this case the question arises : Does all the activity of 
the historical characters serve as the expression of the will 
of the masses, or only a certain side of it ? 

If all the activity of historical personages serves as the 
expression of the will of the masses, as some think, then 
the biographies of the Napoleons, the Catherines, with all the 
details of court gossip, serve as the expression of the life of 
the nations, which is evidently absurd. 

If only one side of the activity of the historical personage 
serves as the expression of the life of the nations, as is 
thought by other, so-called philosopher-historians, then in 
order to determine what side of the activity of the historical 
personage expresses the life of the nation, it is necessary first 
to determine what constitutes the life of the nation. 

Having met with this difficulty, the historians of this sort 
have invented a most obscure, intangible, and general expla- 
nation, under which to bring the greatest possible quantity of 
events, and they say that this abstraction covers the object of 
the movements of humanity. The most ordinary abstractions 
which are selected by the historians, almost without excep- 
tion, are : liberty, equality, enlightenment, progress, civiliza- 
tion, culture. 

Having thus established as the object of the movement of 
humanity some abstraction or other, the historians study the 
men who have left behind them the greatest quantity of 
memorials — tsars, ministers, commanders, authors, reformers, 
popes, journalists, according as these personages, in their 
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judgment, have contributed to help or to oppose the given 
abstraction. 

But since it has not been shown by any one that the object 
of humanity consisted in liberty, equality, enlightenment, or 
civilization, and as the connection of the masses with the rulers 
and propagators of enlightenment of humanity is based only 
on an arbitrary assumption, that the accumulation of the wills 
of the masses is always transferred to those individuals who 
are known to us, therefore the activity of millions of men, 
who are marching forth, burning houses, abandoning agricul- 
ture, exterminating each other, is never expressed in the 
description of the activity of a dozen men who have never 
burned houses, had nothing to do with agriculture, and did 
not kill their fellow-men. 

History shows this at every step. 

Can the fermentation of the nations of the west at the 
end of the last century, and their eager rush towards the 
east, be expressed in the activity of Louis XIV., Louis XV., 
or Louis XVI., or their mistresses, their ministers, or in the 
lives of Napoleon, Rousseau, Diderot, Beaumarchais, and the 
others ? 

Was the movement of the Russian people toward the east, 
to Kazan and Siberia, expressed in the details of the sickly 
character of Ivan IV. and his correspondence with Kurbsky ? 

Is the movement of the nations at the time of the crusades 
explained in the life and activity of the Godfreys and the St. 
Louises and their ladies ? For us still incomprehensible re- 
mains what it was that moved the nations from west to 
east, without any object, without leadership, — a crowd of 
vagrants, with Peter the Hermit. 

And still more incomprehensible remains the discontinuance 
of that movement at a time when the reasonable and holy 
object of the crusades — the liberation of Jerusalem — was so 
clearly set forth by the historical agents. Popes, kings, and 
knights incited the people to rally for the liberation of the 
Holy Land ; but the people would not go, for the reason that 
the unknown cause which before had incited them to the 
movement was no longer in existence. 

The history of the Godfreys and the Minnesingers evi- 
dently cannot in itself express the life of the nations. And 
the histories of the Godfreys and the Minnesingers remain the 
history of the Godfreys and the Minnesingers, while the his- 
tory of the lives of the nations and their mainsprings of 
action remain unknown. ' 
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J Btill less is tlio life of the nations explained for ns by the 

w histories of authors and reformers. 

The history of culture explains for us the awakening of 
the conditions of life and the thoughts of writers and re- 
formers. We learn that Luther had an irascible nature and 
uttered such and such sayings ; we learn that Rousseau was a 
sceptic and wrote such and such books, but we know not 
| why, after the Reformation, men cut each other’s throats, or 

j why, at the time of the French Revolution, they put each 

* other to death. If these two kinds of history are welded 

; together, as some of the most recent historians have clone, it 

will still be the histories of monarch® and writers, but not the 
[ history of the life of the nations. 


CHAPTER V. 

The life of the nations cannot be summarized in the lives 
of a few men, for the bond connecting such persons with the 
nations has not been discovered. The theory that this bond 
of union is based upon the will of the masses transferred to 
| historical personages is an hypothesis not confirmed by the 

experience of history. 

The theory of the transference of the will of the masses to 
the historical personages, perhaps, explains many things in 
the domain of Law, and is very possibly essential for its objects, 
but in relation to history, as soon as revolutions, civil wars, 
j conquests make their appearance, as soon as history begins, 

I this theory no longer explains anything. 

I This theory seems to be irrefutable, simply because the act J 

y of transference of the will of the nation cannot be verified, 

| since it never existed. 

i Ho matter what the event may be, or what personage may 

stand at the head of it, theory can always say that the per- 
sonage in question was at the head of the affairs for the rea- 
son that the accumulated will of the masses was transferred 
to him. 

The answers afforded by this theory to historical questions 
are like the answers of a man who, watching a herd of cattle 
j moving about, and not taking into consideration the varying 

r quality of the feed in different parts of the field or the whip 

of the drover, should attribute their movement in this or that 
direction to the animal at the head of the herd, 
i The herd go in that direction because the animal at the 
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liead leads tliem there, and the accumulated will of all the 
other animals is transferred to this leader of the herd.” 

Thus reply the first class of historians- — those who believe 
in the unconditional transference of power. 

“ If the animals moving at the head of the herd change their 
direction, it is because the accumulated will of all the animals 
is transferred from one leader to another according as this or 
that animal conducts them in the direction chosen by the 
herd.” 

Thus reply the historians who hold that the accumulated 
will of the masses is transferred to rulers under certain condi- 
tions which they consider indeterminate. (In such a method 
of observation it would often come about that the observer, 
drawing his conclusions from the direction taken by the herd, 
would consider certain animals at the side or even at the rear 
as the leaders, owing to changes of direction taken wholly by 
chance !) 

“ If the animals at the head of the herd constantly change 
about, and if the course of the whole herd constantly varies, 
it is from the fact that, in order to attain the direction -which 
we observed, the animals transfer their will to those other 
animals observed by us ; and, in order to study the move- 
ments of the herd, we must study all the animals under whose 
influence the herd is led from side to side.” 

Thus argue the historians of the third class, who believe 
that all historical personages, from monarchs to journalists, 
are the expressions of their own time. 

The theory of the will of the masses being transferred to 
historical personages is merely a periphrase — only the ques- 
tion expressed in other words ! 

What is the cause of historical events ? Power. 

What is power ? 

Power is the accumulated wills of the masses transferred 
to a given personage. 

Under what conditions are the wills of the masses trans- 
ferred to a given personage ? 

On condition that the personage expresses the will of the 
masses. 

That is, Power is Power. That is, Power is a word, the 
meaning of which is incomprehensible to us. 


If all human knowledge were comprehended within the 
domain of abstract reasoning, then humanity, having subjected 
to criticism the idea of Power which science gives, would come 
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Jf to the conclusion that Power is only a word, and does not 
ff exist, in reality, at all. 

; "For the knowledge of phenomena, however, man has besides 

: : abstract reasoning the tool of experience, by which he tests 

| the results of reasoning. And experience declares that Power 

| is not a mere word, but a thing actually existing. 

| Aside from the fact that without the concept of Power it is 

I impossible to describe the united action of men, the existence 

I of Power is proven, not only by history, but by the observation 

i of contemporary events. 

| Always, when an historical event takes place, there appears 

one man or several men, in accordance with whose will the 
event apparently took place. 

Napoleon III. gives his orders, and the French go to Mexico. 
The King of Prussia and Bismarck give their orders, and 
the troops enter Bohemia. 

•j Napoleon I. gives his orders, and the troops march into 

j I Russia. 

j Alexander I. gives his orders, and the French submit to the 

| Bourbons. 

* Experience shows us that whatever event has come to pass 

’ is always connected with the will of one man or several men, 

| who gave the commands. 

J Historians who, according to the old custom, recognize the 

| participation of the Divinity in the affairs of humanity, try 

to find the cause of an event in the expression of the will of 
■; the individual who is clothed with the Power, but this eonelu- 

? sion is confirmed neither by reason nor by experience. 

I On the one hand, reason shows us that the expression of 

I the will of a man — his words— is but a part of the general 

i activity expressed in an event, for example, a war or a revolu- 

fr tion ; and, therefore, without the acknowledgment of the exist- 

. 1 . ence of an incomprehensible, supernatural force — a miracle — 

i it is impossible to grant that mere words can be the proximate 

k cause of the movement of millions of men 5 on the other hand, 

1 if we grant that words can be the cause of an event, then his- 

J tory proves that in many eases the expression of the will of 

;j historical personages has been productive of no effect what- 

I ever — that is, not only have their decrees been often dis- 

obeyed, but sometimes the exact opposite of what they ordered 
^ has been brought to pass. 

Unless we grant that the Divinity participates in human 
s affairs, we cannot regard Power as the cause of events. 

Power, from the standpoint of experience, is merely the 
V ■ von, 4. — 22 . ';:; r A; 
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relationship existing between the expressed will of the indi- 
vidual and the accomplishment of that will by other men. 

To explain the conditions of this relationship, we must first 
of all establish the idea of the expression of will by referring 
it to man and not to the Divinity. - " b 

. Divinity gives commands, expresses his will, as the 
history written by the ancients would have us believe then 
the expression of this will is not dependent upon time, or con- 
ditioned by any determining cause, since the Divinity is 
wholly aloof from the event. 

But when we speak of decrees as the expression of the will 
of men who, in their acts, are subject to time and dependent 
upon one another, in order to understand the connection be- 
tween decrees and events, we must establish : — 

1. /The condition under which everything happens: con- 
tinuity in time of action, both of the historical movement 
and the person who gives the command ; and 

2. The condition of the inevitable connection between the 

personage who gives the co mm and and the men who carry out 
his command. J 


CHAPTER VI. 
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Oxly the expression of the will of the Divinity, which is 
independent of time, can be related to the whole series of 
events extending over a few years or centuries, and only the 
Divinity , which is unconditioned by anything, can by its own 
will alone determine the direction of the movements of hu 
inanity ; man, however, acts in time, and himself participates 
m events. x ' " 

Having established the first neglected condition — the con- 
dition of Time— we shall see that no command can be 
executed without the existence of some previous command 
making the fulfilment of the latter possible. ; 

. ^ command is never a spontaneous utterance, and it never 
includes m itself a whole series of events ; but each command 
has its source m another, and is never related to a whole series 
of events, but only to the one moment of the event. 

.hen we say, for instance, that Napoleon commanded his 
armies to go to war, we combine in one simultaneous expres- 
sion, command, a series of consecutive orders* dependent 
one upon another. f 

^ m-poleon could never have decreed the campaign to Eussia, 
and lie never did decree it. ’ 
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*' He gave orders one day to write such and such letters to 

I Vienna, to Berlin, and to Petersburg ; the next day certain 

? decrees and a orders 99 to the army, the navy, and the eomniis- 

I ' s'ariat department, and so on and so on, — millions of commands, 

forming a series of commands corresponding to a series of 
events, which brought the French army into Bussia. 

If Napoleon throughout the whole course of his reign eoi> 
l tinues to issue commands concerning the expedition against 

I England, and if on no single one of his designs he wastes. so 

! much time and energy, and yet during the whole course of his 

| reign not once attempts to carry out his intention, but makes 

the expedition to Bussia, with which, as he expressed himself* 
repeatedly, he considered it advantageous to be in alliance, 

• then this results from the fact that the first orders do not cor- 

i respond to any series of events, whereas the second do, 

• In order that a command should be genuinely carried put, it 

is necessary that a man. should express an order that can be 
carried out. To know what can and what cannot be carried 
out is impossible, not merely in case of a Napoleonic expedi- 
tion against Bussia in which millions participate, but even in 
the simplest event : since for the accomplishment of the one 
or the other, millions of obstacles may be encountered. 

For every command that is carried out, there are always 
enormous numbers that are not carried out. 

All infeasible commands have no connection with the event, 

* and are not carried out. Only those which are feasible be- 
come connected with consecutive series of commands accom- 
panying whole series of events, and are carried out. 

Our false conception that the command preceding the event 
is the cause of the event, arises from the fact that when an 
event has taken place, and only those out of a thousand com- 
f mands which are connected with the event are carried out, we 

l forget those which were not carried out because they could 

jf not be carried out. 

J Moreover, the chief source of our error in this way of 

| thinking arises from the fact that in historical narratives a 

! whole series of numberless, various, petty events, as, for exam- 

ple, what brought the French armies into Bussia, are general- 
ly ized into one event according to the result which proceeded 

; from this series of events, and, corresponding with this gener- 

> alization, the whole series of commands is also generalized 

] into one expression of will. 

We say : Napoleon wished and made an expedition against 
.. Bussia. , ' I/:'-;;';' ; ■ 
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In reality, we never find in all Napoleon's career anything 
like the expression of this will, hut we find a series of com- 
mands or expressions of his will in the most varied and inde- 
terminate sort of direction. 

Out of the numberless series of Napoleonic decrees that 
were never executed proceeded a series of commands concern- 
ing the campaign of 7 12 that were executed, not because these 
commands were in any respect different from the other com- 
mands that were not executed, but because the series of these 
commands coincided with a series of events which brought 
the French army into Russia, — just as by a stencil this or that 
figure is designed, not because it makes any difference on what 
side or how the color is applied, but because the color was 
smeared over the whole side, including the figure that had 
been cut out of the stencil plate. 

So that, by considering the relation of the commands to the 
events in time, we shall find that in no case can the command 
be the cause of the event, but that between the two exists a 
certain definite connection. 

In order to comprehend what this connection is, it is neces- 
sary to establish a second neglected condition of every com- 
mand that proceeds, not from the Divinity, but from a man ; 
and this is the fact that the man who gives the command must 
himself be a participant in the event. 

This relationship between the person giving the command 
and the one to whom the command is given is precisely that 
which is called Power. . 

This relationship consists in the following : — 

In order to undertake action in common, men always form 
themselves into certain groups in which, notwithstanding the 
variety of the objects which impel them to united action, the 
relation between the men who participate in the action is 
always the same. 

Having united into these groups, men always establish 
among themselves such a relationship that the greater num- 
ber of the men take the greatest direct part, and the smaller 
number take the smallest direct part, in the mutual action for 
which they have united their forces. 

Of all such groups into which men have ever joined them- 
selves for the accomplishment of a common activity, the most 
definite and clearly defined is the army. 

Every army is composed of the lower members, “ the rank 
and file 77 in military parlance, the privates, who always form 
the majority ; then of those who in military parlance hold higher 


WAR AND PEACE . 


341 


f rank — corporals, non -commissioned officers, less in number 

than the first ; then those still higher, the number of whom 
is still less, and so on up to the highest power of all, which is 
concentrated in ar single individual. 

The organization of an army may be expressed with perfect 
accuracy under the figure of a cone, in which the base, having 
the greatest diameter, is represented by the privates, the 
higher and smaller plane sections representing the higher 
ranks of the army, and so on up to the very top of the cone, 
the apex of which will be represented by the commander-in- 
ehief, 

> The soldiers forming the majority constitute the lowest por- 

tion of the cone and its base. The soldier himself directly 
does the killing, burning, pillaging, and always receives com- 
mands from those who stand above him; lie himself never 
gives commands. 

The non-commissioned officer — the number of non-commis- 
sioned officers is still less — more seldom than the soldier 
takes part in these acts, but he gives commands. 

The officer still more rarely takes part in the action 1dm- 
l self, and gives orders still more frequently. 

The general only commands the troops to march, and tells 
1 them where they are to go, hut he almost never uses weapons. 

The commander-in-chief never can take a direct part in the 
' action itself, but merely issues general dispositions concerning 

I the movements of the masses. 

| The same mutual relationship of individuals is to be noted 

j in every union of men for common activity— in agriculture, 

trade, and in every other enterprise. 

Thus, without elaborately carrying out all the complicated 
divisions of the cone and the grades of the army or of any 
f calling and establishment of any kind whatever, or of any 

L mutual business, from highest to lowest, the law everywhere 

I holds by which men, for the accomplishment of mutual aefcivi- 

j ties, join together in such a relationship that in proportion as 

{ they take a greater direct share in the actual work, a nd the more 

they are in numbers, the less they give orders, and in proper- 
i. tion as they take a less direct part in the work itself, the more 

, they give orders, and the fewer they are ; thus passing up 

from the lowest strata to the one man standing alone, taking 
y the smallest possible part in the work, and more than all the 

; others directing his activity to the giving of commands. 

This relationship of the individuals who command to those 
who are commanded is the very essence of the concept which 
we call Power. 
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Having established the conditions in time under which all 
events are accomplished, we have found that the command is 
executed only when it bears some relation to the correspond- 
ing series of events. 

Having established the inevitable condition of the connec- 
tion between the commander and the commanded, we have 
found that by its very nature those who most issue the com- 
mands take the least part in the event itself, and that their 
activity is exclusively directed toward commanding. 


CHAPTEB VII. 


When- any event whatever is taking place, men express 
their various opinions and wishes concerning the event, and, 
as the event proceeds from the united action of many men, 
some one of the expressed opinions or wishes is sure to be 
executed, even though it may be approximately. 

When one of the opinions expressed is fulfilled, this opinion 
seems to be connected with the event as a command preceding 
it. 

Men are dragging along a beam. Each expresses his opin- 
ions as to how and where it should be dragged. They drag 
the beam to its destination, and it is shown that it has been 
done in accordance with what one of them said. 

He gave the command. 

Here the command and the power are seen in their primi- 
tive form. 

The man who labored hardest with his arms could not so 
well think what he was doing, or be able to consider what would 
be the result of the common activity, or to command. 

The one who gave the most commands could, by reason of 
his activity with his words, evidently do less with his arms. 

In a large concourse of men who are directing their activity 
to one end, still more sharply defined is the class of those 
who, in proportion as they take a less active part in the gene- 
ral business, direct their activity all the more toward giving 
commands. 

A man, when he acts alone, always carries with him a cer- 
tain series of considerations which seem to him to have guided 
his past activity, and serve to facilitate his activity at the mo- 
ment, and to assist him in his plans for his future enterprises. 

In exactly the same way assemblages of men act, leaving 
those who take no part in the actual work to do their thinking 
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for them, and to justify their operations, and to make their 
plans for their future activity* 

For reasons known or unknown to us, the French, suddenly 
begin to ruin and murder each other, and the justification of 
it is found in the expressed will of the people, who declare 
that this was essential for the well-being of France, for liberty, 
for equality ! 

The French cease to murder each other, and the justification 
of it is found in the necessity for the unity of Power, for re- 
sistance to Europe and the like. 

Men march from the west to the east, killing their fellow, 
men, and this event is accompanied by the words : a the 
glory of France,” “ the humiliation of England,” and the like. 

History shows us that these justifications of events have no 
common sense, are mutually contradictory, like the murder of 
a man in consequence of the acknowledgment of his rights, 
and the massacre of millions in Russia for the humiliation of 
England. But these justifications have a necessary signifi- 
cance at the time they are made. 

These justifications release the men who brought these 
events about from moral responsibility. These temporary 
objects are like the cow-catchers, which serve to clear the road 
along the rails in front of the train: they clear the road of 
the moral responsibility of men. 

Without these justifications we could not answer the sim- 
plest questions which stand in the way of the examination of 
every event: “How did millions of men commit wholesale 
crimes — wars, massacres, and the like ? ”• 

Would it be possible in the present complicated forms of 
political and social life in Europe to find any event whatever 
that would not have been predicted, prescribed, ordained, by 
sovereigns, ministers, parliaments, newspapers ? Could there 
be any united action which would not find justification for 
itself in National Unity, in the Balance of Europe, in Civiliza- 
tion ? 

So that every accomplished event inevitably corresponds to 
some expressed wish, and, having found justification for itself, 
appears as the fulfilment of the will of one or several men. 

When a ship moves, whatever may be her course, there will 
always be visible, in front of the prow, a ripple of the sun- 
dered waves. For the men who are on board of the ship the 
movement of this ripple would be the only observable motion. 

Only by observing closely, moment by moment, the move- 
ment of this ripple, and comparing this movement with the 
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motion of the ship, can we persuade ourselves that each mo- 
ment of the movement of the ripple is determined by the 
motion of the ship, and that we were led into error by the 
very fact that we ourselves were imperceptibly moving. 

We see the same thing in following, moment by moment, 
the motion of historical personages (that is, by establishing 
the necessary condition of everything that is accomplished 
— the condition of uninterrupted motion in time) — and by 
not losing from sight the inevitable connection of historical 
personages with the masses. 

Whatever has happened, it always seems that this very 
thing has been predicted and pre-ordained. In whatever direc- 
tion the ship moves, the ripple, which does not guide or even 
condition its movement, boils in front of her, and will seem, 
to an observer at a distance, not only to be spontaneously 
moving, but even directing the movement of the ship. 


Historians, regarding only those expressions of the will of 
historical personages which bore to events the relation of com- 
mands, have supposed that events are dependent upon com- 
mands. 

Regarding the events themselves, and that connection with 
the masses by which historical personages have been bound, 
we have discovered that historical personages and their com- 
mands are dependent on the events. 

An undoubted proof of this deduction is given by the fact 
that, no matter how many commands are uttered, the event 
will not take place if there be no other causes for it; but so 
soon as any event — no matter what it is — is accomplished, 
then out of the number of all the continuously expressed wills 
of the various individuals, there will be found some which 
in meaning and time will bear to the event the relation of 
commands. 

In coming to this conclusion, we are able to give a direct 
and circumstantial reply to the two essential questions of his- 
tory, — 

(1) What is Power ? 

(2) What force causes the movement of the nations ? 

(1) Power is a relationship established between a certain 
person and other persons, in virtue of which this person, in 
inverse proportion to the part which he takes in action, ex- 
presses opinions, suppositions, and justifications concerning the 
common action to be accomplished. 

(2) The movement of the nations is due, not to Power nor 
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to intellectual activity, nor even to a union of the two, as 
some of the historians have thought, but to the activity of all 
the men who took part in the event, and who always group 
themselves together in such a way that those who take the 
greatest direct share in the event assume the least responsi- 
bility, and vice versa. 

In the moral relation Power is the cause of the event ; in 
the physical relation it is those who submit to the Power. 
But since moral activity is meaningless without physical ac- 
tivity, therefore the cause of an event is found neither in the 
one nor in the other, but in a combination of the two. 

Or, in other words, the concept of a cause is inapplicable to 
the phenomenon which we are regarding. 

In last analysis we reach the circle of Eternity, to that ulti- 
mate limit to which in every domain of thought the human 
intellect must come, unless it is playing with its subject. 

Electricity produces heat ; heat produces electricity. Atoms 
attract each other ; atoms repel each other. 

Speaking of the reciprocal action of heat and electricity 
and about the atoms, we cannot say why this is so, but we say 
that it is, because it is unthinkable in any other way, because 
it must be so, because it is a law. 

The same holds true about historical phenomena. 

Why are there wars or revolutions ? We know not ; we 
only know that for the accomplishment of this or that action 
men band together into a certain group in which all take a share, 
and we say that this is so because it is unthinkable otherwise, 
that it is a law. 
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_ If history had to do with external phenomena, the estab- 
lishment of this simple and evident law would be sufficient, 
and we might end our discussion. 

But the law of history relates to man. A particle of matter 
cannot tell us at all that it is unconscious of the attraction or 
repulsion of force, and that it is not true. 

Man, however, who is the object of history, declares stoutly, 
“I am free, and therefore I am not subjected to laws. 5 ’ 

The presence of the question of the freedom of the will, 
though not acknowledged, is felt at every step in history. 

All serious-minded historians have had, in spite of "them- 
selves, to face this question. All the contradictions, the ob- 
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scurities of history, that false route by which this science has 
travelled, are based upon the impossibility of solving this 
question. 

If the will of every man were free, that is, if every one could 
do as he pleased, then history w r ould be a series of discon- 
nected chances. 

If even one man out of millions, during a period of thou- 
sands of years, had the power of acting freely, that is, in con- 
formity with his own wishes, then evidently the free action of 
that man, being an exception to the laws, would destroy the 
possibility of the existence of any laws whatever for all 
humanity. 

If there were one single law which directed the activities of 
men, then there could be no free will, since the will of men 
must be subjected to this law. 

In this contrariety is included the whole question of the 
freedom of the will, a question which from the most ancient 
times has attracted the best intellects of the human race, and 
which from the most ancient times has loomed up in all its 
colossal significance. 

The question, at bottom, is this : — 

Looking at man as upon the object of observation from any 
standpoint that we please, — theological, historical, ethnical, 
philosophical — we find the general law of Fate or necessity to 
which he, like everything else in existence, is subjected. Yet, 
looking upon him subjectively, as upon something of which we 
have a consciousness, we feel ourselves to be free. 

This knowledge is a perfectly distinct source of self-con- 
sciousness, and independent of reason. By means of reason 
man observes himself ; but he knows himself only through 
consciousness. 

Without consciousness there could be no such thing as ob- 
servation or application of the reason. 

In order to understand, to observe, to reason, man must first 
recognize that he is existent. 

As a living being, man cannot recognize himself other than 
as a wishing one ; that is, he recognizes his own will. 

His will, which constitutes the essence of his life, man con- 
ceives and cannot conceive otherwise than as free. 

If, on subjecting himself to study, man sees that his will is 
always directed in accordance with one and the same law 
(whether he observe the necessity of taking food or the activ- 
ity of the brain, or anything else), he cannot understand this 
invariable direction of his will otherwise than as a limitation 
of it. 
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Whatever should he free could not be also limited. The 
will of man appears to him limited for the very reason that he 
can conceive of it in no other way than as free. 

You say, “ I am not free, yet I raised and dropped my 
hand.” Every one understands that this illogical answer is 

an irrefutable proof of freedom. , . . . . , 

This answer is the expression of consciousness, which is not 

subordinate to reason. 

If the consciousness of freedom were not a separate source 
of self-consciousness independent of reason, it would be sub- 
jected to reason and experience, but in reality such subordina- 
tion never exists and is unthinkable. 

A series of experiments and judgments shows every man 
that he, as an object of observation, is subordinate to certam 
laws, and man submits to them and never quarrels with the 
laws of gravity or impenetrability when once he has learned 

^But this series of experiments and argument proves to him 
that the perfect freedom of which he is conscious within him- 
self is an impossibility, that his every act is dependent upon 
his organization, his character, and the motives that act upon 
him, but man will never submit himself to the deduction from 

these experiments and arguments. , i 

Knowing from experiment and argument that a stone al- 
ways falls, man infallibly believes in this and m all circum- 
stances he expects to see the fulfilment of this law which e 

^Butj though he has learned just as indubitably that his 
will is subject to laws, he does not believe it and cannot 

^However many times experience and reason have shown a 
man that in the same circumstances, with the r tthon’ 

he will always act in the same way as before, he for the thou- 
sandth time coming, under the same conditions with the same 
characteiytoa deedwhich always ends in the same way, never- 
theless indubitably feels himself just as My convinced that 
Pp ac t as he pleases, as he did. before the experiment- 
Every man, whether savage or cultivated, however irrefra- 
eablv reason and experiment have taught him that it is uapos- 
SSfto Imagine two different courses of action m the same 
circumstances, feels that without his unreasoning idea (which 
constitutes the essence of freedom) he could not imagine 1 

P0 Hefeels that, however impossible it is, still it is true, since 
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without this notion of freedom he would not only not under- 
stand life, but could not live a single instant. 

He could not live, because all the aspirations of men, all the 
incitements to living, are only the aspirations towards enhance- 
ment of freedom. 

Riches, poverty ; fame, obscurity ; power, subjection ; strength, 
weakness ; health, sickness ; knowledge, ignorance ; labor, lei- 
sure ; feasting, hunger ; virtue, vice, — are only the greater or 
less degrees of freedom. 

To imagine a man not having freedom is impossible except 
he be deprived of life. 

If the concept of freedom seem to reason as a senseless con- 
tradiction, like the possibility of accomplishing two courses of 
action at one and the same time, or an effect without a cause, 
then this only goes to prove that consciousness does not belong 
to reason. 

This^ immovable, incontestable consciousness of freedom, 
which is not subject to experiment and reason, recognized by 
all thinkers and admitted by all men without exception, a 
consciousness without which any conception of man is non- 
sense, constitutes another side of the question. 

Man is the work of an omnipotent, omniscient, and infinitely 
good God. What is the sin the notion of which takes its 
origin from the consciousness of the freedom of man ? 

Such is the question of theology. 

The actions of men are subject to invariable general laws 
expressed by statistics. What constitutes man’s responsibility 
to society, the notion of which takes its origin from the con- 
sciousness of free will ? 

Such is the question of Law. 

The actions of man flow from his natural temperament and 
the motives acting upon him. What is conscience and the con- 
sciousness of the. good and evil of the acts that take their 
origin from .the consciousness of free will ? 

Such is the question of ethics. 

Man, relatively to the general life of humanity, seems to be 
subject to the laws that determine this life. But this same 
man, independently of this relation, seems to be free. Must 
the past life of nations and of humanity be regarded as the 
product of the free or of the unfree acts of men ? Such is 
the question of history, 

But in these self-confident days of the popularization of 
knowledge by that great instrument of ignorance, the diffu- 
sion of literature, the question of the freedom of the will 
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[ lias been taken into a field where it cannot be a question 
& at all. 

I In our time, most of the men who call themselves advanced 

I — that is, a mob of ignoramuses — accept the works of the 

| naturalists, who look at only one side of the question, as the 
solution of the question. 

“There is no soul, no free will, because the life of man is 
expressed by muscular movements, but these muscular move- 
ments are conditioned by nervous action ; there is no soul, no 
free will, because, in some unknown period of time, we came 
from monkeys.” 

This is spoken, written, and printed by men who do not 
even suspect that for thousands of years all religions, all 
thinkers have not only recognized, but have never denied, this 
I same law of necessity which they have been striving so 

| eagerly to prove, with the aid of physiology and comparative 

zoology. 

They do not see that in regard to this question the natural 
sciences are only to serve as a means of throwing light upon 
one side of it. 

Since from the standpoint of observation, reason and will 
are only secretions (secretions) of the brain, and man, fol- 
lowing the general law, may have developed from lower ani- 
mals in an indeterminate period of time, it only explains 
from a new side the truth which has been recognized for thou- 
sands of years by all religions and all philosophical theories, 
that from the standpoint of reason man is subject to the laws 
of necessity, but it does not advance by a single hair’s-breadidi 
the solution of the question which has another and contradic- 
tory side, based upon the consciousness of liberty. 

If men could have come from monkeys in an indeterminate 
} period of time, it is just as comprehensible that they could have 

- . been formed from a handful of clay during a determined period 

of time (in the first place, x is the time ; in the second, it is 
descent) $ and the question as to how far man’s consciousness 
of freedom can be reconciled with the law of necessity to 
which man is subject, cannot be solved by i>hysiology and 
zoology, for we can observe only the muscular activity of the 
frog, the rabbit, or the monkey, while in man we can observe 
f neiiro-niuscular activity and consciousness. 

The naturalists and their disciples, who think they have 
solved the question, are like masons commissioned to stucco 
one side of the walls of a church, and who, in a fit of zeal, 
taking advantage of the absence of the overseer, should put a 
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coat of plaster oyer the windows, the sacred pictures, the 
scaffolding, and the walls as jet uncemented, and should be 
delighted, from their plasterers’ standpoint, at having made 
the whole so even and smooth ! 


CHAPTER IX. 

In the decision of the question of Free Will and Necessity, 
History has the advantage over all the other branches of 
knowledge which have taken this question in hand, that for 
history this question touches not the very essence of man’s 
will, but the manifestation of the display of this will in the 
past and under certain conditions. 

History, by its decision of this question, stands toward 
other sciences in the position of an empirical science toward 
speculative sciences. 

History has for its object not the will of man, but our rep- 
resentation of it. 

And therefore the impenetrable mystery of the reconcilia- 
tion of the two contradictories, Free Will and Necessity, 
cannot exist for History — as it does for theology, ethics, and 
philosophy. 

History examines that manifestation of the life of man, in 
which the reconciliation of these two contradictions is already 
effected. 

In actual life, every historical event, every act of man, is 
understood clearly and definitely, without any sense of the 
slightest inconsistency, although every event appears in part 
free and in part necessitated. 

For deciding the question how freedom and necessity are 
united, and what constitutes the essence of these two con- 
cepts, the philosophy of history can and must pursue a route 
contrary to that taken by the other sciences. Instead of 
defining the concepts of Free Will and Necessity, and then sub- 
jecting the phenomena of history to the definitions prepared, 
History, from the enormous collection of phenomena at her 
service, and which always seem dependent upon Free Will and 
Necessity, is obliged to deduce her definition from the con- 
cepts themselves of Free Will and Necessity. 

Plowever we may regard the manifestation of the activities 
of many men or of one man, we cannot fail to understand it 
as the product, in part of the freedom of man, in part of the 
laws of necessity, . . ; ; " A ^ 
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When we speak of the transmigrations of nations and the 
invasions of barbarians, or of the arrangements of Nape 
leon III., or of a man’s act performed an hour ago, and con 
sisting in the fact that from various directions for his walk 
he chose one, we detect not the slightest contradiction. The 
measure of Tree Will and Necessity involved in the actions of 
these men is clearly defined for us. 

Very often, the manifestation of greater or less freedom 
varies according to the standpoint from which we regard the 
phenomenon ; but always and invariably every action of man 
presents itself to us as a reconciliation of Tree Will and 
Necessity., 

In every act that we take under consideration we see a 
certain share of Treedom and a certain share of Necessity. 
And always the more Treedom we see in any action, the less is 
there of Necessity, and the more Necessity the less Treedom. 

The relation between Treedom and Necessity diminishes 
and increases according to the standpoint from which the 
action is viewed; but this relation always remains propor 
tional. 

A drowning man, who clutches another and causes him to 
drown ; or 'a starving mother, exhausted in suckling her baby, 
who steals food ; or a soldier in the ranks, subjected to army 
discipline, who kills a defenceless man by command of his 
superior, — all appear less guilty, that is, less free, and more 
subjected to the law of Necessity, to one who knows the 'condi- 
tions in which these people were brought, and more free to 
the one who knows not that the man himself was drowning, 
that the mother was starving, that the soldier was in line, 
and so on. 

In exactly the same way, a man who, twenty years ago, 
should have committed a murder, and after that should have 
• lived peaceably and harmlessly in society, appears less guilty; 
his action is more subordinated to the law of Necessity for 
the one who should consider his crime after the lapse of 
twenty years, and more free to the one who should consider 
the same action a day after it had been perpetrated. 

And exactly in the same way every action of a lunatic, 
of a drunken man, or of a person under strong provocation, 
seems less free and more inevitable to the one who knows 
the mental condition of the person committing the act, and 
more free and less inevitable to the one who knows not. 

In all these cases the conception of Tree Will is increased or 
diminished, and proportionally the conception of Necessity is 
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increased or diminished, according to the standpoint from 
which the action is viewed. The greater appears the Neces- 
sity, the less appears the Freedom of the Will. 

And vice versa. 

Beligion, the common sense of humanity, the science of 
law, and history itself, accept in exactly the same way this 
relationship between Necessity and Free Will. 

All cases without exception in which our representation of 
Free Will and Necessity increases and diminishes may be 
reduced to three fundamental principles : — 

(1) The relation of the man committing the act to the out- 
side world. 

(2) To time. 

And (3) to the causes which brought about the act. 

The first principle is the more or less palpable relation of 
the man to the outside world, the more or less distinct con- 
cept of that definite place which every man occupies toward 
every other man existing contemporaneously with him. 

This is the principle which makes it evident that the 
drowning man is less free and more subject to Necessity than 
a man standing on dry land ; the principle which makes the 
acts of a man living in close connection with other men, in 
densely populated localities, the acts of a man bound by 
family, by service, by engagements, seem less free and more 
subjected to Necessity than the acts of a single man living 
alone. 

(1) If we examine an isolated man without any relations to 
his environment, then his every act seems to us free. But if we 
detect any relation whatever to what surrounds him, if we de- 
tect any connection with anything whatever, — with the man 
who talks with him, with the book that he reads, with the 
labor that he undertakes, even with the atmosphere that sur- 
rounds him, even with the light that falls upon surrounding 
objects, we see that each one of these conditions has some 
influence upon him, and governs at least one phase of his 
activity. 

. And so^ far as we see these influences, so far our representa- 
tion of his freedom diminishes and our representation of the 
necessity to which he is subjected increases. 
v (2) The second principle is the more or less visible rela- 
tion of man to the outside world in time; the more or less 
distinct conception of the place which the man’s activity 
occupies in time. 




853 


WAR AND PEACE . 

This is the principle whereby the fall of the first man, 
which had for its consequences the origin of the human race, 
seems evidently less free than the marriage of a man of our 
day. 

This is the principle in consequence of which the lives and 
'activities of men who lived a century ago and are bound with 
me in time cannot seem to me so free as the lives of con- ' 
temporaries, the consequences .of which are as yet unknown 
to me. 

The scale of apprehension of the greater or less Freedom 
or Necessity in this relation depends upon the greater or less 
interval of time between the accomplishment of the action 
and my judgment upon it. 

If I regard an act which I performed a moment before under 
approximately the same conditions in which I find myself 
now, my action seems to me undoubtedly free. 

But if I judge an act which I performed a month back, 
then finding myself in different conditions, I cannot help 
recognizing that if this act had not been performed, many 
things advantageous, agreeable, and even indispensable, would 
not have taken place. 

If I go back in memory to some act still further back, — 
that I did ten years ago and more, — then the consequences 
of my act present themselves to me as still more evidently 
necessitated, and it would be hard for me to imagine what 
would have happened if this act had not taken place. 

The further back I go in memory, or, what is the same 
thing, the longer I refrain from judgment, the more doubtful 
will be my decision as to the freedom of any act. 

In history we find also exactly the same progression of per- 
suasion as to the part that free will plays in the actions of 
the human race. A contemporary event taking place seems 
to us undoubtedly the product of all the eminent men; hut 
if the event is further away in time, we begin to see its inevi- 
table consequences, other than which we could not imagine 
flowing from it. And the further we go back in our investi- 
gation of events, the less do they seem to us spontaneous and 
free. 

The Austro-Prussian war seems to us the undoubted conse- 
quence of the acts of the astute Bismarck and so on. 

The Napoleonic wars, though with some shadow of doubt, 
still present themselves to us as the results of the will of 
heroes ; but in the crusades we see an event definitely taking 
• its place, an event without which the modern history of 
von. 4. —*23. , 
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Europe would be meaningless, and yet in exactly the same 
way this event presented itself to the chroniclers of the 
crusades as merely the outcome of the will of certain 
individuals. 

In the migration of the nations, even in our time, it never 
occurs to us that it depended upon the pleasure of Attila to 
reconstitute the European world. 

The further back into history we carry the object of our 
investigation, the more doubtful appears the freedom of the 
men who brought events about, and the more evident grows 
the law of Necessity. 

(3) The third principle is the greater or less accessibility 
to us of that endless chain of causes, inevitably claimed by 
reason, in which every comprehensible phenomenon, and there- 
fore every act of man, must take its definite place, as the 
result of what is past, and as the cause of what is to come. 

' This is the principle which makes our deeds and those of 

( < other men seem to us, on the one hand, the more free and the 

less subjected to Necessity, according as we know the physio- 
: ;[ ; logical, psychological, and historical laws to which man is 

i subject, and the more faithfully we examine the physiological, 

psychological, and historical causes of events: and, on the 
If! other hand, in proportion as the action under examination is 

;;} ■ simple and uncomplicated by the character and intellect of 

the man whose act we are examining. 

When we absolutely fail to comprehend the reasons of any 
| act, — in case of crime, an act of virtue, or even an act which 

has no reference to good and evil, — we are apt to attribute 
the greatest share of freedom in such a case. 

In the case of a crime, we demand especially for such an 
act the extreme penalty; in case of a good action we espe- 
cially reward such a virtuous deed. 

In the case of something unique, we recognize the greatest 
individuality, originality, freedom. 

But if a single one of the innumerable motives be known 
to us, we. recognize a certain degree of necessity, and are not 
so eager in our demand for the punishment of the crime ; we 
recognize less service in the virtuous action, less freedom in 
the apparently original performance. 

.The fact that a criminal was brought up among evil-doers 
mitigates his fault. The self-denial of a father or mother — 
self-denial with the possibility of a reward — is more compre- 
hensible than self-denial without reason, and therefore seems 
to us deserving of sympathy, — less free. 
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The founder of a sect or of a party, an inventor, surprises 
us less -when we know how and when his activity was pre- 
pared beforehand. 

If we have a long series of experiences, if our observation 
is constantly directed to searching into the correlation be- 
tween cause and effect in the relations of men, then the acts 
of men will seem to us proportionally more necessitated and 
less free, the more accurately we trace causes and effects in 
events. 

If the acts under consideration are simple, and we have for 
our study an enormous number of such acts, then our notion 
of their necessity will be still more complete. 

The dishonorable act of a man whose father was dishonor- 
able ; the evil conduct of a woman who has fallen in with 
low associates; the return of the drunkard to his drunken- 
ness, and the like, are cases which will seem to us less free 
the clearer we comprehend their causes. 

If, again, a man whose, actions we are examining stands on 
the lowest plane of mental development, — as a child, a 
lunatic, an idiot, — we who know the causes of his activity 
and lack of complexity in his character and intellect, see 
forthwith a decidedly large proportion of necessity and so 
little freedom of will that so soon as we know the cause that 
must have produced the act we can foretell the act. 

These three principles alone make possible the theory of 
irresponsibility for crime that is recognized in all codes, and 
that of extenuating circumstances. 

Kesponsibility seems greater or less in proportion to our 
greater or less knowledge of the conditions in which the man 
found himself whose crime is under judgment, in proportion 
to the longer or shorter interval of time between the perpe- 
tration of the crime and our judgment of it, and in proportion 
to our more or less complete comprehension of the causes of 
the act. 

CHAPTEB X. 

Thus our conception of Free Will and Necessity in the 
phenomenon of the life of man gradually diminishes and in- 
creases in proportion as we look at the greater or less connec- 
tion with the outer world, in proportion to the greater or less 
interval of time, and the greater ox less dependence upon the 
motives. 

So that if we consider the position of a man in whose case 
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the connection with the external world is best known, when 
the period of time between our judgment and the act is the 
very greatest possible, and the causes of the act most acces- 
sible, then we shall gain a conception of the most perfect 
necessity and the least possible freedom. 

Whereas if we consider a man who shows the least depend- 
ence upon external conditions ; if his act is consummated at 
the nearest possible moment to the present time, and the 
motives of his act are inaccessible to us, then we shall gain a 
conception of the least possible necessity and the greatest 
possible freedom. 

But neither in the one case nor the other, however we 
might change our standpoint, however clear we might make 
the connection between the man and the outer world, or how- 
ever inaccessible it might appear to us, however remote or 
however near might be the period of time, however comprehen- 
sible or incomprehensible for us the motives, we could never 
formulate to ourselves the idea of perfect Freedom or of com- 
plete Necessity. * 

(1) However hard we might endeavor to imagine a man 
freed from all influence of the external world, we could never 
conceive of such a thing as Freedom in space. 

Every act of a man is inexorably conditioned also by the 
fact that he is bounded by the very nature of his body. 

I raise my arm and drop it again. My action seems free, 
but, on asking myself, “ Can I raise my arm in every direc- 
tion ? ” I see that I have raised my arm in that direction where 
there would be the least resistance to such an action — either 
the human bodies around me or the organization of my own 
body. 

If among all possible directions I choose one, then I choose 
it because there were less obstacles in that direction. 

In order that my action should be free, it would be indis- 
pensable that it should meet no obstacles at all. In order to 
conceive of a man as being free, we should imagine him out- 
side of space, which is evidently impossible. 

(2) However close we may approximate the time of an 
event to the present, we can never gain the notion of Freedom 
in time. 

For if I witness an act which was accomplished a second 
ago, I am nevertheless obliged to recognize that the act was 
not free, since the act is conditioned by that very moment of 
time in which it took place. 

Can I raise my arm ? 
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I raise it, but I ask myself, Gould I have helped raising my 
arm at that moment of time already past ? 

In order to convince myself, at the next moment I do not 
raise my arm. But I did not refrain from raising my arm at 
that former moment when I asked the question about freedom. 

The time has passed, and to retain it was not in my power ; 
and the arm which I then raised, and the atmosphere in which 
I made the gesture, are no longer the atmosphere which now 
surrounds me, or the arm with which I now refrain from mak- 
ing the motion. 

That moment in which the first gesture was made is irrevo- 
cable, and at that moment I could make only one gesture, and, 
whatever gesture I made, that gesture could have been only 
one. 

The fact that in the subsequent moment of time I did not 
raise my arm is no proof that I might have refrained from rais- 
ing it then. And since my motion could have been only one, 
at one moment of time, then it could not have been any other ; 
In order to represent it as free, it is necessary to represent it 
at the present time, at the meeting point of the past and the 
future, that is to say, outside of time, which is impossible ; 
and 

(3) However much we may magnify the difficulty of com- 
prehending motives, we can never arrive at a representation 
of absolute freedom, that is, to au absence of motive. 

However unattainable for us may be the motive for the 
expression of will as manifested in an action performed by 
ourselves or others, the intellect first demands an assumption 
and search for the motive without which any phenomenon is 
unthinkable. 

I raise my arm for the purpose of accomplishing an act 
independent of any motive, hut the fact that I wish to per- 
form the act that has no motive is the cause of my act. 

But even if, representing to ourselves a man absolutely 
freed from all influences, regarding merely his momentary 
action as of the present, and not called forth by any motive, 
if we grant that the infinitely small residuum of Necessity is 
equal to zero, even then we should not arrive at the notion of 
the absolute freedom of man; since a being that does not 
respond to any influences from the outside world, exists out- 
side of time, and is independent of motives, is no longer man. 

In exactly the same way we can never conceive of the acts 
of a man without a share of freedom, and subjected only to 
the law of Necessity. - ^ 
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1H (1) However great may be our knowledge of the conditions 

i of space in which man finds himself, this knowledge can never 

he perfect, since the number of these conditions is infinitely 
jH great, in the same way as space is limitless. And conse- 

quently, so long as all the conditions that influence man are 
| not known, there can be no absolute Necessity, but there is a 

\ certain measure of Freedom. 

y\ j (2) However much we may lengthen out the period of time 

[.] ; between the act which we are examining, and the time when 

j our judgment is passed, this period will be finite ; but time is 
| ! f endless, and therefore in this relation there can never be 

. ' absolute Necessity. 

: .j.'l'j (8) However accessible may be the chain of motives for 

I I ! I any act whatever, we should never know the whole chain, 

j i'Jr ) since it is endless, and again we should never have absolute 

|"f|] Necessity. 

| But, moreover, even if, granting a residuum of the least pos- 

</■<. sible Freedom, equal to zero, we were to recognize, in any 

, ‘ j possible case, as for example a dying man, an unborn child, 
$ an idiot, absolute lack of freedom, then by that very act we 

| : i should destroy our concept of man which we were examining : 

; for without freedom of the will man is not man. 

I !,; And therefore our perception of the activity of man, subor- 

I i dinated only to the law of Necessity, without the slightest 

j I ] trace of Free Will, is just as impossible as the conception of 

1 | the absolute Freedom of the acts of man. 

f-j i Thus, in order to represent to ourselves the act of a man 

subjected only to the law of Necessity without any Freedom 
of the will, we must have knowledge of an infinite number of 
the conditions in space, an infinitely long period of time, and 
an infinite series of motives. 

In order to represent a man absolutely free and unsubor- 
dinated to the law of Necessity, we must represent him as one 
outside of space, outside of time , and outside of all dependence 
\ upon motives . 

In the first case, if Necessity were possible without Free- 
dom, we should be brought to define the laws of Necessity by 
Necessity itself ; that is, a mere form without substance. 

In the second case, if Freedom without Necessity were 
possible, we should arrive at absolute Freedom outside of 
space, time, and cause, which, for the very reason that it 
would he unconditional and illimitable, would he nothing, or 
substance without form. 
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We should have arrived in general terms at those two fun- 
damental principles on which man’s whole conception of the 
world depends, the searchless essence of life, and the laws 
which condition this essence. 

Eeason says, — 

(1) Space, with all its forms, which are given to it by its 
quality of visibleness , — matter, — is infinite, and cannot be 
conceived otherwise. 

(2) Time is endless motion without a moment of rest, and 
it cannot be conceived otherwise. 

f ) The chain of cause and effect can have no beginning 
can have no end. 

Consciousness says, — 

(1) I am one, and all that happens is only I ; consequently 
I include space ; 

(2) I measure fleeting time by the motionless moment of 
the present, at which alone I recognize that I am alive ; con- 
sequently I am outside of time, and 

(3) I am outside of motives, since I feel conscious that I 
myself am the motive of every manifestation of my life. 

Eeason expresses the laws of Necessity. Consciousness 
expresses the essence of Free Will, 

Freedom, unconditioned by anything, is the essence of life 
in the consciousness of man. 

Necessity without substance is the reason of man in its 
three forms. 

Freedom is that which is examined. Necessity is that 
which examines. 

Freedom is substance. Necessity is form. 

Only by sundering the two sources of knowledge which are 
related to each other, as form and substance, do we arrive at 
the separate, mutually excluding and inscrutable concepts of 
Free Will and Necessity. ■ . 

Only by uniting them* is a clear presentation of the life of 
man obtained. 

Outside of these two concepts, mutually by their union de- 
fining one another, — form and substance,— -any representa- 
tion of man’s life is impossible. 

All that we know of the life of man is merely the relation 
of Freedom to Necessity; that is, an avowal of the laws of 
Eeason. 

All that we know of the outer world of Nature is only a 
certain relationship of the forces of Nature to Necessity ; that 
is, the essence of life related to the laws of reason. 
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Tlie life forces of Mature lie outside of us, and are unknown 
to us, and we call these forces gravity, inertia, electricity, vital 
force, and so on; but the life forces of man are recognized by 
us, and we call them Freedom of tlie Will. 

But just as the force of gravitation, in itself unattainable, 
inscrutable, though felt by every man, is only comprehensible 
to us so far as we know the laws of Necessity to which it is 
subject (from the first consciousness that all bodies are heavy 
up to the laws of Newton), in exactly the same way incompre- 
hensible, inscrutable in itself, is the force of Free Will, though 
recognized by every one, and is only understood by us so far 
as we know the laws of Necessity to which it is subject (begin- 
ning with the fact that every man must die, up to the knowl- 
edge of the most complicated laws of political economy and 
history). 

All knowledge is but the bringing of the essence of life 
under the laws of Beason. 

Man’s Free Will is differentiated from every other force by 
the fact that man is conscious of this force; but Beason 
regards it as in no respect different from any other force. 

The forces of gravitation, electricity, chemical affinity, are 
only in this respect differentiated from one another that these 
forces are differently defined by Beason. Just so the force of 
man’s Freedom in the eyes of Beason differs from other forces 
of nature merely by the definition which this very Beason 
gives it. 

Freedom without Necessity, that is, without the laws of 
Beason which define it, is in no respect different from gravity, 
or heat, or the forces of vegetation ; for Beason it is a transi- 
tory, undefined sensation of life. 

And as the undefined essence of force moving the heawenly 
bodies, the undefined essence of the force of electricity and the 
force of chemical affinity and vital force, constitute the sub- 
stance of astronomy, physics, chemistry, botany, zoology, and 
so on, in exactly the same way the essence of the force of 
Freedom constitutes the substance of History. 

But just as the object of every science is the manifestation 
of this indeterminate essence of life, while this same essence 
may be only a subject for metaphysics, so the manifestation 
of the force of the Free Will of men in space, time, and causal- 
ity constitutes the object of history, while Free Will itself is 
the subject of metaphysics. 

In the empirical sciences that which we know we call the laws 
of Necessity ; that which we do not know we call vital force. 
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Vital force is only the expression of the unknown reserve of 
what we know of the essence of life. 

Just so in History ; that which is known to us we call the 
laws of ^Necessity, that which is unknown we call Free Will, 
Free Will or History is only the expression of the unknown 
reserve of what we know about the laws of the life of man. 


CHAPTER XI. 


History observes the manifestations of the Free Will of 
man in their relations with the external world, with time, and 
with causality ; that is, it determines this freedom by the laws 
of Reason, and therefore History is a science only in so far as 
it determines Freedom by these laws. 

For History to regard the Free Will of men as a force able 
to exert influence upon historical events, that is, as not subject 
to law, is the same thing as for astronomy to recognize freedom 
in the movement in the heavenly forces. 

This admission would destroy the possibility of the exist- 
ence of laws, that is, of any knowledge whatever. 

If a single body existed endowed with freedom of move- 
ment, then the laws of Kepler and Hewton would no longer 
exist, and we could have no conception of the movements of 
the heavenly bodies. 

If a single human action were free, there would be no his- 
torical laws, no conception of historical events. 

History is concerned only with the lines of the movement 
of human wills ; one end of which disappears in the unseen ; 
while at the other end appears consciousness of the Free Will 
of man in the present, moving in space, time, and causality. 

The more the field of movement opens out before our eyes, 
the more evident become the laws of this movement. 

To grasp and define these laws is the object of History. 

From the standpoint from which science now looks at the 
object of its investigations, along that route which it traverses 
in seeking the causes of events in the Free Will of men, the 
formulation of laws is impossible, for, however carefully we 
limit the Free Will of men, as soon as we recognize it as a 
force the existence of the law is impossible. 

Only by reducing Will to an infinitesimal, that is, regarding 
it as an infinitely small quantity, do we believe in the abso- 
lute accessibility of causes, and only then, instead of seeking 
for causes, History takes as its problem the search for laws. 
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The search for these laws has been undertaken in times 
past, and the new methods of thought which History must 
appropriate must be elaborated simultaneously with the self- 
destruction toward which the “old History” moves with its 
constant differentiation of the causes of phenomena. 

Along this route all the human sciences have travelled. 
Mathematics, the most exact of sciences, having reached 
the infinitely small, abandons the process of differentiation 
and makes use of a new process, that of summing up the un- 
known — the differential or infinitesimal calculus. 

Mathematics, giving up the concept of causes, seeks for 
laws ; that is, the qualities common to all of unknown, infini- 
tesimal elements. 

Though by another form, the other sciences have followed 
in the same route of thought. 

When Newton formulated the law of gravitation, he did not 
say that the sun or the earth had the property of attracting ; he 
!| Jj said that all bodies, from the largest to the smallest, possessed 

the property of attracting one another ; that is, putting aside 
the question of the cause of the movement of bodies, he sim- 
ply formulated a quality common to all bodies, from the 
infinitely great to the infinitely small. 

The natural sciences do the same ; putting aside the ques- 
tion of causation, they seek for laws. 

History also stands on the same path, and if history has for 
its object the study of the movements of peoples and of human- 
ity, and not a description of episodes in the lives of men, it 
must put aside the notion of cause, and search for the laws 
common to all the closely united, infinitesimal elements of 
Freedom. 


CHAPTEE XII. 

From: the time that the law of Copernicus was discovered 
and demonstrated, the mere recognition of the fact that the 
sun does not move, but the earth, has overturned the entire 
cosmography of the ancients. 

. It was possible, by rejecting the law, to hold fast to the old 
view of the motion of bodies but unless the law was rejected, 
it became impossible, apparently, to continue in the teaching 
of the Ptolemaic worlds. And yet, even after the discovery 
of the law of Copernicus, the Ptolemaic worlds were still 
taught. 
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Prom the time -when man first said and proved that the 
number of births or crimes was subject to mathematical laws, 
and that certain geographical and politico-economical condi- 
tions determined this or that form of government, that certain 
relations of the population to the soil produce the movements 
of the nation, from that time the fundamental principles 
whereon history was based were entirely subverted. 

It was possible, by rejecting the new laws, to hold to the 
former views of history ; but, unless they were rejected, it was 
impossible, apparently, to continue to teach that historical 
events were the product of the free will of men. 

Por if any particular form of government were established, 
©r any movement of a nation took place, as a consequence of 
certain geographical, ethnographical, or economical conditions, 
the wills of those men who appeared to us to have established 
the form of government can no longer he regarded as the cause. 

But still the old style of history continues to he taught 
side by side with the laws of statistics, of geography, of 
political economy, comparative philology, and geology, which 
directly contradict its tenets. 

Long and stubbornly the struggle between the old view and 
the new went on in the domain of physical philosophy. 

Theology stood on guard in behalf of the old view, and de- 
nounced the new for its destruction of Bevelation. But when 
truth won the day, Theology intrenched herself just as solidly 
in the new ground. 

Just as long and stubbornly at the present time rages the 
struggle between the old and the new view of history, and, 
just as before, Theology stands on guard in behalf of the old 
view, and denounces the new for its subversion of Bevelation. 

In the one case, just as in the other, passions have been 
called into play on both sides, and the truth has been ob- 
scured. On the one hand, fear and sorrow for all the knowl- 
edge elaborately built up through the centuries : on the other, 
the passion for destruction. 

Por the men who opposed the rising truth of physics, it 
seemed as if by their acknowledgment of this truth, their 
faith, in God, in the creation of the universe, in the miracle of 
Joshua the son of Nun, would he destroyed. 

Tc the defenders of the laws of Copernicus and Newton, to 
Voltaire, for instance, it seemed that the laws of astronomy 
were subversive of religion, and he made the laws of gravita- 
tion a weapon against religion. 

In exactly the same way now it is only necessary to recog- 
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nizethelaw of necessity and the idea of the soul, of good and 
evil, and all state and church institutions that revolve around 
these concepts would be subverted. 

Now, just as Yoltaire in his time, the uninvited defenders 
of the law of Necessity employ this law against religion ; and 
exactly the same way as the law of Copernicus in astronomy, 
so now the law of Necessity in history not only does not sub- 
vert, but even strengthens, the foundation upon which are 
erected state and ecclesiastical institutions. 

As at that time in the question of astronomy, so now in 
the question of history, every variety of view is based upon 
the recognition or non-recognition of the absolute unit which 
serves as the standard measure of all visible phenomena. In 
astronomy this standard was the immovability of the earth ; 
in history it was the independence of the individual — Free- 
dom of the Will. 

As for astronomy, the difficulty in the way of recognizing 
the immovability of the earth consisted in having to rid one’s 
self of the immediate sensation that the earth was immovable, 
and of a similar sense as to the motion of the planets ; so also 
in history the difficulty in the way of recognizing the subjec- 
tion of personality to the laws of space, time, and causality 
consisted in being obliged to rid one’s self of the sense of 
the independence of one’s personality. 

But, as in astronomy, the new theory says, — 

a It is true we are not conscious of the motion of the earth, 
but if we grant its immobility, we arrive at an absurdity ; 
whereas, if we admit the motion of which we are not conscious, 
we arrive at laws,” in the same way, in history the new view 
says,— 

u It is true we are not conscious of our dependence, but, by 
admitting the Freedom of the Will, we arrive at an absurdity ; 
whereas, by admitting our dependence upon the external 
world, time, and causality, we arrive at laws.” 

In the first case it was necessary to get rid of the conscious- 
ness of non-existent immobility in space, and to recognize a 
motion that was not present to our consciousness ; in the 
present case, in exactly the same way, it is essential to get 
rid of a Freedom of the Will that does not exist, and to recog- 
nize a dependence that is not present to our consciousness. 


mx> OF WAU AND PEACE. 


SYNOPSIS OF “ WAR AND PEACE." 


VOL. L — PART L (1805). 

CHAPTER I. Page 1. 

Soiree at Mile. Scherer’s. Discussion with Prince Vasili about politics. 
Mile. Scherer’s proposal that Anatbl Kuragin marry the Princess Mariya. 

CHAPTER II. P. 6. 

Mile. Scherer’s drawing-room. The old aunt The Princess Bolkonskaya, 
Pierre. Anna Pavlovna as mistress of ceremonies. 

CHAPTER III. P. 10. 

The various groups. The Viscount Montemart. Discussion of the mur- 
der of the Due d’Enghien. Ellen the beautiful. The story of the duke, 
meeting Napoleon at Mile. George’s. 

CHAPTER IV. P. 15. 

The Princess Drubdtskaya urges Prince Vasili to forward the interests of 
her son Boris. The value of influence. Discussion of the coronation of 
Bonaparte at Milan. The viscount’s views of matters in Franco. Pierres 
eulogy of Napoleon. Pierre’s smile. Prince Ippolit’s story. 

CHAPTER V. P.23. 

Description of Pierre. Pierre and Prince Andrei arguing about war and 
Napoleon. 

CHAPTER VI. P.27. 

The princess joins the gentlemen. Almost a family quarrel. Prince 
Andrei’s advice to Pierre never to marry, and his reasons. Pierre promises 
hot to join Anatol’s dissipations any more. 

CHAPTER VII. P. 33. 

Pierre breaks bis promise and goes once more. The scene at the Horse- 
truard Barracks. The wager between Stevens and Dolokhof. Character 
of Dolokhof. Dolokhof drains the bottle, and wins the fifty rubles. I lerre s 
frolic- with the bear. _ 

36o 


866 


SYNOPSIS OF “WAR AND PEACE: 



CHAPTER VIII. P. 39. 

Boris Drubetskoi attached to Semyonovsky regiment of the Guards. The 
Princess Drubetskaya visits at the Rostofs at Moscow. The Countess Ros- 
tova. Her dignity. The countess’s Name-day reception. Talk about the 
old Count Bezukho’i and his illegitimate son. Account of Pierre’s spree 
with Anatdl. Possibility of Pierre inheriting a name and fortune. 


CHAPTER IX. P. 43. 

Irruption of the children. Natasha Rostova at thirteen. Nikolai Rostdf. 
Characteristics of Boris Drubetskoi. 


CHAPTER X. P. 46. 

Sonya the niece; compared to a kitten. Her jealousy. The Countess 
Rostova and Mme. Karagina discuss children’s education. Appearance of 
the Countess Viera. 

CHAPTER XI. P. 49. 

Nikolai comforts Sonya in the conservatory. Natasha’s mischievous kiss. 
Her engagement to Boris. Viera shows her character to her brothers and 
sister. 

CHAPTER XII. P. 51. 

The countess and Anna Mikhailovna have a confidential talk. The prin- 
cess acknowledges her want of money. Determines to call upon Count 
Bezuklio'i. 

CHAPTER XIII. P. 55. 

Boris and his mother drive to Kirill Vladimirovitch’s. Anna Mikhai- 
lovna’s interview with Prince Vasili. Prince Vasili’s opinion of Count 
Rostdf. Boris sent to Pierre. 


CHAPTER XIV. P. 60. 

Pierre’s visit at his father’s house. The count’s three nieces receive him 
like “a ghost or a leper.” Pierre left severely to himself. Pierre and 
Boris. Pierre’s confusion. Anna Mikhailovna’s zeal for the old Count 
Bezukho'i’s salvation. 

CHAPTER XV. P. 65. 

Count Rostofs manner of raising seven hundred rubles. The countess 
presents the money to Anna Mikhailovna. 


CHAPTER XVI. P. 67. 

Marya Dmitrievna Akhrosimova. Shinshin and Berg. Berg’s defence 
of his ambition. His egotism. Arrival of Pierre. Description of Marya 
Dmitrievna, Her semi-humorous attack upon Pierre. The count’s dinner 
party. Girls in love. 



SYNOPSIS OF “WAR AND PEACE. 


367 


| CHAPTER XVII. P. 73. 

g ‘ Animated conversation. Colonel Schubert’s defence of the Emperor’s 
| manifesto. Nikolai’s interest in the war. His enthusiastic speech. Nata- 
| ska’s mischievous remark about the ices. 


CHAPTER XVIII. P. 70. 

Sonya’s sorrow- Natasha’s sympathy. Sonya offers to sacrifice herself. 
The four young people sing “ The Fountain.” Natasha dances with Pierre, 
Count Ilostof dances “ Daniel Cooper ” with Marya Dmitrievna. 


CPIAPTER XIX. P.S1, 

Count Bezukhoi receives his sixth stroke of apoplexy. Scenes at the 
mansion. Prince Vasili’s interview with the Princess Katish. Discussion 
of Pierre’s chances of the inheritance. Prince Vasili’s scheme for preventing 
it. 

CHAPTER XX. P. 88. 

Anna Mikhailovna takes Pierre to his dying father. She promises to look 
out for his interests. They discover Prince Vasili and the Princess Katish 
in consultation. Scene in the anteroom. 


CHAPTER XXI. P. 93. 

Glimpse of Count Kirill Bezukhoi. Description of the bedroom. The 
ceremony of extreme unction. Prince Vasili’s strange action. Pierre kisses 
his father’s hand. The count’s last look. 


CHAPTER XXII. P. 98. 

The midnight scene in the petit salon. Altercation between Anna 
Mikhailovna and Katish. Anna Mikhailovna rescues the mosaic portfolio. 
The struggle for the same. Death of the count. Effect of the count’s death 
on Prince Vasili. Anna Mikhailovnas account of the count’s death. Her 
hopes from Pierre. 

CHAPTER XXIII. P. 102. 

Prince Nikolai A. Bolkonsky at home. His character and notions. The 
prince at his lathe. His lesson to his daughter. His praise of mathematics. 
Julie Karagina’s letter to Princess Mariya. Julie’s description of Nikolai 
Rostof. Mariya’s reply. Conflicting ideas of Pierre. 


I CHAPTER XXIV. P. 111. 

I Arrival of Prince Andrei and his wife. Meeting of Liza and Mariya. 

I Prince Andrew’s annoyance. Prince Andrei and his father. The old prince 
j dressing, 'AA-Ax A;AAVv;v 

*U CHAPTER XXV. P. 116. 

I In the prince’s dining-room. The ancestral tree. Meeting of the old 

I prince and Liza. Discussion of politics at table. 


368 


SYNOPSIS OF “WAR AND PEACE: 


I 


I' 



1 


CHAPTER XXVI. P. 121. 

Prince Andrei’s preparations for departure. ^ Serious thoughts. Farewell 
interview between Mariya and Andrei. Mariya persuades Andrei to wear 
the blessed medallion. Mariya’s criticisms on her father’s religious views. 
Coquettish Mile. Bourienne. Liza’s flighty talk. Andrei’s farewell to his 
father. The prince’s memoirs. Farewell to Liza. 


PART II. (1 805). 

CHAPTER I. Page 130. 


The Russian army and Kutuzof near Braunau. Preparation for inspec- 
tion. Condition of the regiments. The regimental commander. A change 
of orders. Dolokhof cashiered. The blue capote. Captain Timdkhin of 
Company Three. 



CHAPTER V. P. 157. 

Nikolai refuses to apologize to the regimental commander. Discussion 
of the matter. Nikolai’s pride. End of inaction. 


CHAPTER VI. P. 160. 

Kutuzof in retreat. The army crossing the Enns. The scene. View 
from the hill. Firing from the battery. 


CHAPTER II. P. 134. 

Arrival of Kutuzof. The review. Prince Andrei and Nesvitsky. 
Zherkdf. The Hussar mimic. Prince Andrei reminds Kutuzof of Dolokhof, 
Timokhin’s account of Dolokhof. Regimental comments ori^ Kutuzof. 
** Singers to the front ! ” Zherkdf tries to make friends with Dolokhof. 


CHAPTER III. P. 142. 

Kutuzof and the member of the Hofskriegsrath. Kutuzof’s excuses for 
not taking an active part in offensive operations. Change in Prince Andrei; 
Kutuzof’s report of him to his father. How regarded by the staff. Arrival 
of the defeated General Mack. Le malheureux Mack. Preparations for 
the campaign. Zherkdf insults General Strauch. Prince Andrei’s resent- 
ment. 

CHAPTER IV. P, 149. 

Nikolai Rostof as yunker. Nikolai and his horse. His conversation with 
his German host. Description of Denisof. Lieutenant Telydnin. Disap- 
pearance of the purse. Nikolai forces Telyanin to refund. 


CHAPTER VII. P. 163. 

The Russians crossing the bridge. Nesvitsky on the bridge, Scraps of 
soldier talk. The German household. Denisof on the bridge. Military 
repartees. • 



SYNOPSIS OF “WAP AND PEACE , 


CHAPTER IX. P. 176. ■ 

Tlie retreat of the Russians. November 9, 1805. Condition of the 
Prince Andrei wounded. Sent with a special courier to the Austrian 
at Rriinn. Driving through the night. Weird sensations. Prince 1 
at the palace. Invited to meet the war-minister. Cool reception. Tin 
suggested by officialdom. 


CHAPTER X, P. 181. 

Prince Andrei entertained by the witty Bilibin. ! 
career. Diplomatic subtleties. Occupation of Vienm 
Bonaparte ? Illusions. 


His.; character and 
a. Buonaparte or 


Prince Andrei meets the fashionable set — “lcs ndtres.” Prince Ipp 
Kuragin and the others at Bilibin’s. Prince Ippolit, the butt, entangled. 


CHAPTER XII. P. 189. 

Prince Andrei at the levee. Received by the Emperor Franz. Over- 
whelmed with invitations. Invested with the order of Maria Theresa of the 
third degree. Hasty departure of the Court. Bilibin relates the story 
of the capture of the Thabor Bridge. 


• CHAPTER XIII. P. 191. 

Prince Andrei returns to the army. The confusion of the Russian army. 
The doctor’s wife. The drunken officer. Prince Andrei finds Nosvftsky. 
Kutuzof with Prince. Bagration and Weirother. The dispositions. Descrip- 
tion of Bagration. Kutuzof gives Bagration his blessing. Description of 
Kutuzof. Prince Andrei begs to join Bagration. ■ 


CHAPTER XI Y. P. 200. 


Kutuzof decides to retreat from Krems to Ztiaim and Olmiitz. Bagration 
sent across the mountains. *' The impossible possible. ” A trick that failed. 
The armistice. Bonaparte’s indignation at the delay. His letter to Prince 
Murat. Bagration’s four thousand. 


Prince Andrei reports to Bagration. Cordially received. Reconnoitres 
the position. The sutler’s tent. Captain Tushin with his boots off. The 
soldiers at the front. Punishment of the thief. Gossip with the French. 
Siddrof. Dolokhof spokesman. Siddrof s glibberish French. 

VOL. 4. — 24. 


m 



S70 SYNOPSIS OF “ WAR AND PEACE” 


CHAPTER XVI. P. 209. 

The scene from the MU. The lay of the land. Prince Andrei’s compre- 
hension of the position. Discussion of death. The cannon-shot. Captain 
Tushm again. 

CHAPTEE XVII. P. 211. 

The beginning of the action. Influence of the fact. The auditor. 
f< French pan-cakes.” The Cossack killed. Tushin’s battery. Setting 
Schongrahen on lire. Tushin’s covering forces withdrawn. Tushm forgot- 
ten. Importance of the general’s presence in spite of the fortuitousness of 
events. 

CHAPTEE XVIII. P. 216. 

Battle scenes. At the front. Effect of the battle on Bagration. The 
enemy’s charge. “Left! left! left!” Charge of the Sixth Jagers. The 
enemy yield. 

CHAPTEE XIX. P. 220. 

The Pavlograd hussars attacked by Lannes and defeated. Ordered to 
retreat. Quarrel between the two officers. The challenge. The test. Ros- 
tof’s squadron facing the enemy. The charge. Nikolai’s sensations. Niko- 
lai falls. The hook-nosed Frenchman. Nikolai runs. Escapes. A 
benumbed arm. 

CHAPTER XX. P. 226. 

Demoralization in the ranks. Timokhin’s firmness. Dolokhof’s gallantry. 
Tushm still at work. Death in the battery. Tushin’s gallantry. His im- 
agination. Matushka Matveyevna. Prince Andrei sent to recall Tushm, 
Sights on the battery. 

CHAPTEE XXI. P. 232. 

Nikolai given a ride on the gun-carriage of the Matveyevna. Bivouac. 
The living river. The night scene. After the battle. Rostof’s sensations. 
Scraps of talk. Tushm summoned to the general. Bagration at the cottage. 
The captured standard. The regimental commander’s story. True because 
he believes it true. Praise for the blameworthy. Blame for the praiseworthy. 
Tushm called to account. Prince Andrei defends Tushm. A splendid 
tribute. Nikolai’s illusion. The conjunction of forces effected. 



PART III. (1 8 06). 

CHAPTER I. Page 240. 

Prince Vasili’s character. His scheme to marry his daughter to Pierre. 
Pierre appointed gentleraan-in-wniting. Pierre in demand. The effect of 
wealth. Behavior of the long-waisted Katish. Pierre is generpus. Prince 
Vasili manages Pierre’s affairs. Keeps some for himself. Pierre warmly 
received in Petersburg, Another reception at Mile. Scherer’s. Ellen’s 
self-reliance. Pierre’s snuff-boxes. Ma tante . Ellen's sensuous beauty. 
Her power over Pierre. Pierre fits up bis Petersburg mansion. Pierre sums 
up Ellen’s character. Ugly stories about her. 



SYNOPSIS OF « WAR AND PEA CE. 


CHAPTER II. P. 219. 

Pierre realizes his danger. Fascinated. Prince Vasili’s tactics. Ellen’s 
name-day. The Princess Kurakina. Prince Vasili the life of the company. 
His anecdote of Sergyei Euzmttch Vyazmftinof and the Imperial rescript. 
Ellen and Pierre. Young love and its aloofness. Pierre absent-minded. 
Prince Vasili brings the affair to a crisis. “ Je vous dime” Pierre married. 


CHAPTER III. P. 257. 

Prince Vasili announces his coming to Lmsiya Gdrui. Prince Nikolai’s 
opinion of Prince Vasili. Out of sorts. The inspection. Alpatuitch has to 
shovel hack the snow. The prince at dinner. Liza at Lmsiya Gdrui. The 
4 4 minister. ’ ’ Mile. Bourienne’s audacity. Prince N ikolai visits his daughter- 
in-law. Arrival of Prince Vasili. Anatdl’s character. The Princess 
Mariya’s dread of her suitor. Liza and Mile. Bourienne endeavor to im- 
prove Mariya’s beauty. Their failure. Mariya’s day-dreams. God’s answer 
to her prayer. 


CHAPTER IV. P. 266. 

Princess Mariya comes down into the drawing-room. Anatolis self-reli- 
ance. His behavior toward women. Liza’s liveliness. General conversa- 
tion. ^ Prince Nikolai’s thoughts concerning the prospective suitor. Prince 
Bolkonsky takes offence at his daughter’s hair. Prince Vasili’s proposals. 
Effect of Anatdl on the women of the household. Mile. Bourienne’s aspira- 
tions. * 1 Ma pauvre mere.” Anatdl’s breach of etiquette misinterpreted. 


CHAPTER V. P. 274. 

Liza’s fretfulness. The old prince considers and makes up his mind. 
The princess consults with her father. ^ Princess Mariya granted perfect 
freedom of choice. She discovers Anatdl and Mile. Bourienne in the con- 
servatory. Princess Mariya’s adverse decision. Forgives Mile. Bourienne. 


CHAPTER VI. P. 280. 

At the Itostdfs’. Letters from Nikolai. Howto break the news to the 
countess. The girls try to recollect Nikolai. Petya’s superiority. The 
countess told. Letters to Nikolai. 


CHAPTER VII. P. 286. 

In camp near Olmixtz. Nikolai promoted to cornet. Nikolai visits Boris 
who is with Berg. Difference between the young men. Nikolai’s indigna- 
tion with Boris. Berg’s account of the Grand Duke. Nikolai tells about 
Schongraben. Unconscious exaggeration. Arrival of Prince Andrei. Nik- 
olai quarrels with him. Threatened duel. 


CHAPTER VIII. P. 295. 

The emperors review the troops. Nikolai’s enthusiasm. Nikolai on 
horseback. 


1 



CHAPTER XVII. P, 313. 

The right wing. Bagration sends Nikolai to Kutuzof. His exciting 
ride. The charge of the LeiMJklans. Narrow escape. Boris. Berg 
wounded. Evil presentiments. 


372 SYNOPSIS OF “ WAR AND PEACES 


CHAPTER IX. P. 300. 

Boris visits Prince Andrei at Olmiitz. Headquarters. The unwritten 
code. Prince Andrei and the general. Prince Andrei takes Boris to see 
Prince Dolgorukof. The council of war. Prince Dolgorukof’s anecdotes of 
Napoleon. The men who decide the fate of nations. 

CHAPTER X. P. 306. 

Ready for action. Nikolai in the reserve. The emperor again. Skir- 
mish at 'Wischau. The emperor inspects the field. The supper. Nikolai’s 
toast. 

CHAPTER XI. P. 311. 

Savary’s mission to the emperor. Dolgorukof sent to confer with Napo- 
leon. December, 1805. Comparison of an army to a great clock. Dolgorukof 
describes his visit to Napoleon. Weirother’s plan. Kutuzofis prophecy. 


CHAPTER XII. P. 316. 

Council of war. Comparison of Weirother to a horse attached to a loaded 
team. Drowsy Kutuzof. Weirother’s ‘‘disposition.” Discussion. After 
the council of war. Prince Andrei’s doubts. His forebodings. His aspira- 
tions. The servants teasing Kutuzof’s cook. 


CHAPTER XIII. P. 322. 

The Battle of Austeriitz (1805). Nikolai at the front. His sensations. His 
jeu de mots. Commotion among the French. “ Vive VEtnpereur!" Visit 
of Bagration. Nikolai sent to reconnoitre. Nikolai reports. Asks to be 
transferred from the reserve. Napoleon’s order to his army. 


CHAPTER XIV. P. 328. 

The morning of the battle. Limitations of a soldier. Compared to a 
ship. Gossip in the lines. Confusion. Beginning of the battle. View 
from the Pratzer. Napoleon and his marshals. The key of the situation. 
Napoleon gives the order to begin. 


CHAPTER XV. P. 333. 

Kutiizof at Pratzen. The marching of the troops. Prince Andrei’s 
emotions. Kutuzofs behavior toward the Austrian colleague. The empe- 
ror and Kutiizof. “Why do we not begin?” The Apsheron regiment. 
Miloradovitcli’s charge. 

CHAPTER XVI. P. 339. 

Unexpected appearance of the French. Kutuzof wounded. Defeat. 
Prince Andrei tries to save the day. Battle scenes. Prince Andrei 
wounded. Infinite depths of sky. 



SYNOPSIS OF “ WAR AND PEACE . 


CHAPTER XVIII. P. 318. 

led. Demoralization of the forces. The fatal held, 
sror, hut dares not address him. Rostdfs despair, 
Five o’clock p.m. The dike of Augest. Cannonade. 


CHAPTER I. Page 1, 

Nikolai goes home on furlough, 

Reception of Demsof. T 1 ~ t 

burns her arm for Sonya, 
determines to he a ballet-dancer. 

Nikolai. 

CHAPTER II. P. 9. 

Nikolai’s reception by his friends. He drifts away from Sonya. Count 
I. A, Rostdfs preparation for a dinner in honor of Prince Bagration. Anna 
Mikhailovna sympathizes with Pierre’s marital misfortunes. Doldkhofs 
baseness. The great banquet at the English Club. The leaders of society. 
The heroes of the war. Berg’s fame. 


* ’ Ju Arrival. Greetings. Sonya 
The next morning. Natasha’s delight. 
Nikolai’s decision concerning Sonya. 
Nikolai and Sonya. Deniso: 


CHAPTER III. P. 15. 

The guests. Pierre. Nariushkin’s story. Shinshin’s jest. Count I, A. 
Rostofs solicitude. Bagration’s appearance. Nikolai presented. Moscow 
hospitality personified. P. I, Kutuzof’s cantata. The toasts. 


CHAPTER IV, P. 20. 

The anonymous letter. Pierre’s doubts. Doldkhof and Ellen. Dold- 
ldiof’s insult. The quarrel. The challenge. No apology. The duel at 
Sokdlniki. , 

CHAPTER V. P. 25. 

The duel. Dolokhof wounded. Doldkhof s tenderness for his mother and 
sister. , 

CHAPTER VI. P. 27. 

Pierre’s reflections after the duel. His recollections of Ellen’s behavior. 
“Right and wrong?” Pierre and Ellen. Pierre’s righteous indignation. 


SYNOPSIS OF “WAR AND PR ACM: 


CHAPTER VII. P. 32. 

Disappearance of Prince Andrei. Kutuzof’s letter to the old prince. The 
old prince announces the news to his daughter. Princess Mariya tries to tell 
Liza. Effect of the news on the old prince. 


CHAPTER VIII. P. 35. 

Liza’s confinement. Princess Mariya in her room. The solemn event. 
The weather. The old nyanya’s tale. The dohlctor. Arrival of Prince 
Andrei. 

CHAPTER IX. P. 40. 

The baby. Death of Liza. The old prince and his son. The mute 
appeal. The christening of Nikolai Andreyitch. 

CHAPTER X. P. 4-2. 

Nikolai appointed adjutant to the Governor-General of Moscow. Niko- 
lai’s^ friendship with Doldkhof. Mrs. Doldkhof s admiration for her son. 
Doldkhof s lofty philosophy. The happy winter. The Rostofs’ home. Na- 
tasha’s judgment of Doldkhof. Of Bemsof. Young love. The coming war. 


CHAPTER XI. P. 4-3. 


Sonya and Doldkhof.^ Doldkhof proposes. Refused. Natasha’s predic- 
tion. ’Nikolai advises Sonya to reconsider. 


CHAPTER XII. P. 48. 

logel’s hall. The girls transfigured. Denfsofs enthusiasm. Natasha 
persuades Denfsof to dance with her. Denfsofs wonderful dancing. 


CHAPTER XIII. P. 52. 

Nikohfi invited to dine with Doldkhof. Cards and champagne. Rostof 
fleeced, 

CHAPTER XIV. P.55. 

Nikolai’s losses. “ When will you pay me ? ” 


CHAPTER XV. P. 58. 

The Rostofs at home. Denfsofs poem. Music. Nikolai’s thoughts. 
Suicide ? Natasha sings. Her voice and method. Her power. 


CHAPTER 'XVI. P. 62. . 

Nikolai confesses his “ debt of honor.” Denfsof proposes. Refused. His 
departure. 


SYNOPSIS OF “WAR AND PEACE: 



CHAPTER I. Page 66. 

Pierre’s journey to Petersburg. At Torzhok. Pierre’s reflections. 44 Right 
and wrong,” once more. The screw that would not hold. The little old 
man. The strange servant. The ring. 


The stranger speaks. Freemasonry. God. 
The Freemason’s advice. Bazdeyef’s influence. 


Belief. Highest wisdom, 


CHAPTER III. P. 75. 

Count Villarsky. Question anticipatory. The initiation. The seven 
virtues. The signs and symbols. 


The Fraternity. The ceremony 


CHAPTER Y. P. 86. 

The sacred square. Prince Y asili. Pierre refuses to submit to arbitration. 
Pierre’s departure. 

CHAPTER YI. P. 88. [1806.] 

Popular rumors about the duel. Ellen’s return to Petersburg. Received 
by society. Anna Pavlovna’s receptions. Boris Drubetskoi as a lion. 
Boris’s success. Boris relates his visit to the Prussian army. Ellen takes 
Boris up. 

CHAPTER VII. P. 92. 

Ippolit’s jest about 4 4 the king of Prussia. 5 ’ Political conversation. Boris 
invited to din© with Ellen. 


CHAPTER Till. P. U. 

Prince Bolkonsky appointed local commander-in-chief of the landwehr. 
Life at Luisiya Gorui. The monument to Liza. Prince Andrei at homo. 
Prince Andrei as nurse. The baby prince. Letter from the old prince. 


CHAPTER IX. P. 98. 

Bilibin’s letter. Account of the campaign. The baby prince out of dan- 
r. 4 4 All that is left me now.” 


CHAPTER X. P. 102, 

Pierre visits Kief. Plans for f economic reform, 
debts. Pierre’s life in the province. Fulfilling J: 
Difficulties. Visits his estates. Illusions. The chu 
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CHAPTER XI. P. 107. 

Pierre visits Prince Andrei at Bogucharovo. The estate. Change in 
Prince Andrei. Discussion of Pierre’s affairs. Living for one’s neighbor. 
Happiness iii life. Schools, Physical labor. Howto treat the peasantry. 
Prince Andrei's hatred of the military service. Prince Andrei’s account of 
Ms father. Inconsistencies, 

CHAPTER XII. P. 115. 

Journey to Luisiya Gorui. Discussion of man’s destiny, Freemasonry, 
The scene on the river. The ladder of existence. God. The lofty heavens 
again. , . 

CHAPTER XIII. P. 119. 

The “Men of God” (Bdzhiye Liudi). The pilgrim woman’s story. The 
miracle. Prince Andrei’s “blasphemy.” 


CHAPTER XIV. P. 123. 

The Princess Mariya’s solicitude about her brother. The old prince 
approves of Pierre. Received as one of the family. 

CHAPTER XV. P. 125. 

NikoMi returns to his regiment. The army life. Good resolutions. The 
Paviograd regiment (Favlogradsiu). The weather in April, 1806. Disease. 
The fatal root. Nikolai and the pretty Polka. Almost a duel. 


CHAPTER XVI. P. 129. 

Denisof and Nikolai at the front. The earth hut. Mashka’s sweetwort. 
Gaines, Denisof in trouble. Demsof’s indignation. His fit. Exaggerated 
account of Demsol’s behavior. Denisof s obstinate gallantry. Wounded. 


CHAPTER XVII. P. 131. 

Nikolai visits Denisof at the hospital. Hospital scenes. The dead 
soldier, 

CHAPTER XVIII. P. 138. 

The officer’s ward. Captain Tushin. Denisof s document. Asks pardon. 


CHAPTER XIX. P. 111. 

The interview at Tilsit (June 25, 1806). Boris on hand. Count Zhilin- 
sky’s dinner. The blue spectacles of high society. Nikolai’s inopportune 
visit. Nikolai and Boris. 

CHAPTER XX. P. 145. 

Nikolai tries to present Denisofs petition. Rebuffed. The Emperor. 
The Emperor’s decision; 

CHAPTER XXI. P. 149. 

The two emperors. Napoleon decorates Lazaref. Napoleon’s appear- 
ance. Comments among the soldiers. Nikolai’s painful reflections. Con- 
trasts. Nikolai’s violence at dinner. 
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PART III. 

CHAPTER I. Page 1 54. \ 

(1808.) Political complications. Prince Andrei’s life and labors in the 
country. _ His knowledge of affairs. His journey to Riazan. The bare oak. 
Pessimistic ideas. ■ 

CHAPTER II. P. 157. 

Prince Andrei calls upon Count I. A. Rostdf. The Rostofs’ life. The 
view from Prince Andrei’s window. Prince Andrei overhears Natasha and 
Sonya talking. 

CHAPTER III. P. 160. 

The oak in leaf . Rebirth of joy. Change in Prince Andrei. Decides to 
go to Petersburg. 

CHAPTER IV. P. 162. 

(August, 1809.) Speransky’s reforms. Liberal dreams. The Emperor’s 
disapproval of Prince Andrei. Count Arakcheyefs waiting-room. The 
minister of war. 

CHAPTER V. P. 165. 

Prince Andrei in society. The reception at Count Kotchubey’s. Prince 
Andrei’s emancipation scheme discussed. Prince Andrei introduced to 
Speransky. Montesquieu’s maxims. 

CHAPTER VI. P. 171. 

Prince Andrei’s absorption in affairs. Intimacy with Speransky. Sper- 
ansky’s personality. Prince Andrei appointed a member of the Committee 
on Revision of the Military Code. 


<1 


CHAPTER VII. P. 174. 

Pierre at Petersburg. Head of the Masons. Disillusions. The four 
classes of Masons. Pierre goes abroad. Pierre’s report of bis visit abroad. 
Dissatisfaction with Pierre’s theories. 

CHAPTER VIII. P. 178. 

Overtures for reconciliation with Ellen. Pierre’s melancholy. His diary, 
iosiph Alekseyevitch’s exposition of Masonic doctrines. Pierre receives his 
wife back. 

CHAPTER IX. P. 181. 

Petersburg cliques. Ellen’s salon. Her reputation as a clever woman. 
Her character. Boris Drubetsko'i. Society’s views of Pierre. 

CHAPTER X. P. 184. 

Pierre’s mystic diary. Pierre and Boris. Strange visions. 
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CHAPTER XI. P. 1ST. 

The Rostofs at Petersburg. Their finances. Berg becomes engaged to 
Viera. Berg’s boastfulness. Story of his engagement. The marriage por- 
tion. 

CHAPTER XII. P.191. 

Natasha and Boris. Boris charmed. Natasha apparently in love. 


CHAPTER XIII. P. 193. 

Natasha’s bedtime confidences. The old countess’s good advice. Nata- 
sha’s droll judgment of Boris and Pierre; on herself. Boils receives his conge. 


CHAPTER XIY. P. 19T. 

The Naruislikins’ ball. Preparations at the Rostofs’. The girls’ toilets. 
Count Ilya’s superb costume. Last stitches. 


CHAPTER XV. P. 201. 

On the way. The arrival. The notabilities. Countess Bezukhaya. 
Pierre. Prince Andrei. 


CHAPTER XYI. P. 201. 

Arrival of the Emperor and Empress. Natasha’s disappointment. A 
family gathering. Pierre introduces Prince Andrei to Natasha. Natasha’s 
maidenly charm. Natasha in demand. Pierre’s moroseness. 


CHAPTER XVII. P. 208. 

Prince Andrei dances a cotillion with Natasha. Reminds her of his visit 
to Otradnoye. Natasha’s naive enthusiasm. 


CHAPTER XVIII. P. 210. 

The gossip Bitsky. Account of the Imperial Council. Prince Andrei 
dines en famille with Speransky. The laughing statesmen, — Magnitsky, 
Gervais, and Stolufpin. Eunny stories. Prince Andrei’s disappointment in 
Speransky. 

CHAPTER XIX. P.215. 

Prince Andrei calls upon the Rostofs. Charming Natasha. Her singing. 
Her effect on Prince Andrei. 


CHAPTER XX. P. 217. 

Pierre invited to Berg’s little party. The Bergs at home. Desultory 
talk. A characteristic evening. 
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CHAPTER XXI. P. 220. 

Natasha and Prince Andrei. Viera’s subtile diplomacy. Impertinent 
suggestions. Discussion of Natasha’s character. 


Prince Andrei dines with the Rostofs. Natasha confides in her mother. 
The Countess Ellen’s rout. Pierre’s abstraction. Prince Andrei confides in 
Pierre. 


Prince Andrei visits his father. The old prince refuses his sanction. 
Natasha’s dejection. Prince Andrei’s unexpected arrival. His proposal A 
secret engagement. 


CHAPTER XXIV. P. 233. 


Relations between Natasha and Prince Andrei. Prince Andrei com- 
mends Natasha to go to Pierre for any help. And goes abroad. Effect on 
Natasha of his absence. 


Prince N. A. Bolkonsky's ill health. His treatment of the Princess 
Mariya. Princess Mariya’s letter to J ulie Karagina. 


Prince Andrei writes to his sister about his engagement. Princess 
Mariya consults with her father. The old prince’s attentions to Mile. 
Bourienne. Princess Mariya’s consolations. Her pilgrim outfit. 


CHAPTER I. Page 213. 

The curse of idleness. The attraction of the military service. Nikolai 
in 1809. His letters home. Leave of absence, The parting dinner. Niko- 
lai “ tossed.” Thoughts during a journey. Arrival at Otrudnoye. Sonya’s 
beauty. Changes in Natasha and Petya. The postponed marriage. 


CHAPTER II. P. 217, 


Nikolai undertakes to regulate the finances. Nikolai thrashes Mftenka. 
The note of hand. 


CHAPTER III. P. 219. 

(1810.) Country scenes in September. The dogs. Milka. Danilo in the 
house. 



jl 
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CHAPTER IV. P. 252. 


The hunt. The horses Donets, Vifl-yan-ka. The “Little Uncle.” Karai 
the wolf-hound. The buffoon, Nastasya Ivanovna. The wolf-hunt. The 
angry huntsman. 


1 

CHAPTER V. P. 258. 

If 9 

IS !. I;H 

Nikolai’s prayer. Milka and Liubim. The wolf. 

1 

i 

CHAPTER VI. P.262. 

l l l ' 

The fox-hunt. The Ilagins. The dispute. Ilagin’s courtesy. The hound 
Ydrza (Yorzanka). The “Little Uncle’s” Kugai (Rugaiushka). After 
hares. The rivalry. 

CHAPTER VII. P. 270. 

\m 

The visit at the “ Little Uncle’s.” A Russian proprietor. Anisya 
(Anisyushka) Teodorovna, the housekeeper. A zakuska. Russian music. 
Mxtka’s balalaika. The “ Little Uncle ” plays. Natasha dances. Would 
Prince Andrei approve ? The return home. Confidences. ■ 

i 

fill 

CHAPTER VIII. P. 279. 

■ 

The Rostof household. Pecuniary difficulties. Attempted retrenchment. 

The hunting establishment. The countess’s hopes for Nikolai. Julie 
Kar^gina. Nikolai objects. Gloomy days. 


}l| 

CHAPTER IX. P. 282. 


1 

The Christmas holidays at Otradnoye. Natasha’s loneliness: “I want 
him,” Natasha tries her power: rescues Mavrushka from Kondratyevna. 

Gives orders to the surly Foka. Madagascar. Natasha and Pdtya. Na- 
tasha and Sonya. 


S, i Hhka 

CHAPTER X. P.286. 

< 


Twelfth night. Confidential talk. ..Old recollections. The negro. 
Dimmler plays a Field nocturne. Talking philosophy. Fallen angels. 
Natasha sings. The maskers. The young folks masquerade. Projected 
visit to Mrs. Milyukova. Sonya’s costume. The sledge ride. The race. 

The enchanted castle. 



CHAPTER XI. P. 295. 


i 

The masqueraders re-enforced. The dances. Fortune-telling. Playing 
games. Nikolai and Sonya. The moonlight kiss. 

: 

CHAPTER XII. P. 300 

n 

The ride home. “Thou.” Nikolai tells Natasha. Enchantment. 
Twelfth Night magic. Sonya sees a vision. Re-action. 

■: ; 

. 

>! 
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CHAPTER XIII. P.303. 

; I R 

1 1‘P'i 

Nikolai confesses to his mother. The countess offended. The countess 
reproaches Sonya. The quarrel. Natasha as peacemaker. Nikolai rejoins 
his regiment. Natasha’s unsatisfactory letters. The Rostdfs’ return to Mos- 
cow. 'A 

. 1 

1 Vv 
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PART V. 

CHAPTER X. Page 307. 

Pierre’s unhappiness. Death of Iosiph Alekseyevitch, Pierre’s dissipa- 
tion; Pierre welcomed in Moscow. His generosity. Retired Court-Cham- 
berlains. The great question “ Why? ” Strong drink. The falsehood of 
life. 

CHAPTER II. P.312. 

Prince N. A. Bolkonsky in Moscow. His peculiar position. The inner 
life of the family. Princess Mariya’s sufferings. Her inherited temper. 
Princess Mariya and Mile. Bourienne. The prince’s treatment of the 
Frenchwoman. Princess Mariya’s compassion for her father. 


CHAPTER III. P. 316. 

Doctor Metivier. The old prince’s name-day, December 6 (18) 1811. The 
doctor beards the lion. The prince’s indignation. Threatens to send his 
daughter away. The dinner party. Count Rostopchin’s epigram. Discus-, 
sionof current politics. Boris expresses his opinion. Ccicoethes ScrihewM. 
General Chatrofs criticism. The prince’s treatment of his daughter. 
French ideas. The old prince agrees with Rostopchin. 


CHAPTER IV. P. 322. 

Pierre informs Princess Mariya of Born Drubotsko'i’s flattering atten- 
tions. Her surprise. Her tears. Discussion of Natasha. 


r 
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CHAPTER V. P.324. 


Boris in Moscow. The Karagins. Julie Karagina’s character. Capping 
verses. Boris’s sentimentality. The colossal estates turn the scale. June s 
diplomacy. Boris proposes to Julio. 


CHAPTER VI. P. 329. 


The Rostofs reach Moscow. Visit at Marya Dmitrievna’s Akhrosimova’s. 
Marya Dmitrievna’s character. Her warm reception. Gossip. Congratu- 
lations. Plans. 


CHAPTER VII. P. 333. 


Count Ilya Andreyevitch and Nat&sha call at Prince Bolkonsky’s. Na- 
tasha misinterpreted; The count beats an inglorious retreat. The old prince 
appears. Natasha’s humiliation. i t 


CHAPTER VIII. P. 336. 


The onera. Natasha longs for Prince Andrei. In the Rostofs box. 
Natasha’s beauty. Gossip. The audience. Dolokhof m Persian costume. 
Countess Ellen. 
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GHAPTEB IX. P.840. 

Mock description of the opera. The intoxication of success. Anatoi 
Kiiragin. Gossip. Pierre appears. The second act. Natasha sits in Ellen 'a 
box. The ballet. Duport. 

CHAPTER X. P. 346. 

Ellen presents her brother to Natasha. The barrier of modesty. Anatol’s 
audacity. Retrospect. Natasha needs her mother's counsel. 

CHAPTER XI. P. 349. 

Explanation of Anatdl’s position. His clandestine marriage- His char- 
acter. His intimacy with Dolokhof. His scheme. 

CHAPTER XII. P. 352. 

Marya Dmitrievna's unsuccessful attempt at mediation. Natasha's unhap- 
piness. New dresses. Ellen’s call. Her flattery. Her had influence. 
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CHAPTER XIII. P. 355. 

Ellen’s reception. Mile. Georges’s dramatic reception. The improvised 
hall. Anatol’s declaration. Natasha bewitched. 


CHAPTER XIV. P.358. 

Marya Dmitrievna advises the Rostofs to return to Otradnoye. Her 
proposal to Natasha. Princess Mariya’s letter. Anatol’s letter. 


CHAPTER XV. P.362. 

Sonya discovers Anatdl's letter. Natasha’s strange mood . Sonya’s doubt 
of Anatdl. Natasha breaks her engagement with Prince Andr&i. Count 
Ilya Andreyevitch visits his Podmoskovnaya estate. Sonya suspects Natasha 


CHAPTER XVI. P. 367. 


, Anatoi at Dolokhof’s. The proposed abduction. The witnesses, Khvose- 
i-kof and Makarin (Makarka). Dolokhof remonstrates. Anatdl’s argu- 
ments. The troika driver, Balaga. Reminiscences. 


CHAPTER XVII. P. 373 


Anatdl’s farewell, 
the fox-skin shuba. 


The gypsy girl, Matriona (Matridsha) Matveyevna and 
The signal. Betrayed. 


CHAPTER XVIII. P. 375. 

Sonya tells Marya Dmitrievna. Natasha scolded. Natasha’s condition. 
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Pierre returns to Moscow. Pierre’s judgment of Anatol. Pierre in- 
formed of the attempted elopement. Pierre’s amazement. Pierre’s inter- 
view with Natasha. 


CHAPTER XX. P. 382. 

Pierre in search of Anatol. A stormy interview. His apology. Anatol 
leaves Moscow. Natasha attempts to poison herself. 


Prince Andrei’s return. Speransky’s banishment. M. Bessalles, 
Prince Andrei sends hack Natasha’s letters. His excitement. 


CHAPTER XXII. P. 389. 

Pierre delivers Prince Andrei’s message. Pierre’s outburst of frankness. 
The comet of 1812. 


CHAPTER I. Page 1. 

The alleged causes of the war of 1812. Theory of Fatalism. Co-opera- 
tion of causes. Personal freedom and necessity. Emperors subordinated 
to laws. The complexity of causes. “Great Men.” Napoleon. 


Napoleon at Dresden, June, 1811. Joins the army on the Nienurn 
Crosses the river. Enthusiasm of the army. The Polish colonel of Uhlans. 
Crossing the Vistula. 


CHAPTER III. P. 10. 


Alexander I. at Vilno. The ball at Count Benigscn’s. Countess Ellen 
and Boris. General-adjutant Balashbf. Arrival of the news. Boris first 
to learn it. Alexander’s indignation. His letter to Napoleon. 


Balashof’s mission to Napoleon. Cavalier treatment. Interview with 
Murat. Taken to Davoust. 


CHAPTER V. P.18. 

Character of Davoust. Balaslxdf’s interview with Davoust. Kept wait- 
ing. Napoleon at Vilno. 
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CHAPTER VI. P. 21. 

Balashdf’s interview with Napoleon. Description of Napoleon. Napo- 
leon’s pretended desire for peace. The trembling leg. Kurakin’s passport, 
What might have been. Alexander’s reception of Napoleon’s enemies! 
Napoleon’s irritation. His threat. 


Balashof dines with Napoleon. Balashdf’s repartees. Napoleon pulls his 


Prince Andrei in search of Anatdl. Joins Kutuzof in Moldavia. His 
zeal. Transferred to the Western army. Visits Luisiya Gorui. Changes. 
Nikolushka. Strained relations. Plain talk with the old prince. Prince 
Andrei dismissed. His talk with Princess Mariya. Fate. 


CHAPTER IX. P. 37. 

Prince Andrei at the camp on the Drissa. Chilling reception by Barclay de 
Tolly. Prince Andrei studies the situation. The three armies. The com- 
manders. The essential idea. Theories. The eight great parties. Yermo- 
lof’s famous jest. The ninth party, Shishkdf urges the emperor to leave 
the army. 

CHAPTER X. P.45. 

Prince Andrei invited to meet the emperor. The council. Pfuhl, as a 
type of the German martinet. Types of conceit, French, English, Italian, 
German, and Russian. 


Prince Piotr Mikhailovitch Volkonsky. General Armfeldt’s criticisms on 
the armed camp. Colonel Toll. Paulucci. Woltzogen. Confusion. Panic 
fear of Napoleon. Prince Andrei’s sympathy with Pfuhl. Prince Andrei’s 
conclusions. Prince Andrei elects active service. 


CHAPTER XII. P. 54. 

Nikolai learns of the broken engagement. His letter to Sonya. His 
ideals. Promotion. Retreat of the army. The drunken camp. The thun- 
dershower. Story of the battle of Saltanovo. General Rayevsky’s gal- 
lantry. Value of personal example. Zdrzlunsky. Marie Heinriehoyua. 


CHAPTER XIII. P. 59. 

At the tavern. Getting dry. Marie Heinrichovna does the honors. 
Gallantry of the officers. The regimental doctor’s jealousy. Jolly times. 


CHAPTER XIV, P.62. 

Sunrise after the storm. Feelings before an engagement. Battle of 
Ostrovno. The charge. Count Ostermann-Tolstoi. 
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CHAPTER XV. P. 65. 

. Rostof’s gallant charge upon the French dragoons. Capture of the young 
officer. Be-action. Nikolai’s promotion. Thoughts suggested. 


CHAPTER XVI. P. 69. 

The Rostofs in Moscow. Natasha’s illness. The utility of doctors. Na- 
tasha’s symptoms. 

CHAPTER XVII. P. 72. 

Natasha’s mental condition. Improvement. Her affection for Petya. 
Relations to Pierre. Agrafena Ivanovna Bielova (i.e.White). Natasha’s devo- 
tions. Their effect. The doctor’s mistake. 


CHAPTER XVIII. P. 75. 

July, 1812. The emperor’s manifesto. Mass at the Razumdvsky chapel. 
Natasha’s conscious beauty. Her prayers. The new invasion prayer. 


! 


CHAPTER XIX. P. 80. 

Pierre’s passion for Natasha. Pierre and the Apocalyptic vision. The 
mystic (number ) 666. His excitement. His reasons for not entering the 
military service. 

CHAPTER XX. P.84. 

Pierre at the Rostof s’. Natasha’s singing. Petya’s anxiety to enter the 
army. Moscow gossip. Shfnshin’s jests. Reading the manifesto. Petya’s 
outbreak. Pierre almost betrays himself. 



CHAPTER XXI. P. 91. 

Arrival of the Tsar. Petya’s experiences at the Kreml. Crushed. Ser- 
vice at the Uspiensky (Assumption) Cathedral. The dinner at the palace. 
Petya gets the biscuit. And is allowed to enter the army. 


CHAPTER XXII. P.96. 

The Slobodsky palace (July 27, 1812). The meeting. Uniforms. Discus- 
sions. Pierre’s enthusiasm and hopes. Speeches. Pierre’s. Its effect. 
Glinka’s patriotism. Count Ilya Andreyevitch. 


CHAPTER XXIII. P.102. 

Arrival of the emperor. Rostopchin’s speech. 
The proposed levy. Pierre’s munificence. 

VOL. 4. — 25. 


The emperor’s words, 
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PART IL 

CHAPTER I. Page 105. 

Philosophy of Napoleon’s invasion. Theory of necessity. Criticism. 
Ex-post-facto prediction. Facts opposed to hypotheses. Statement of facts. 
History* as seen from the perspective of distance. Union of the armies. 
Bagration’s letter to Arakcheyef. 

CHAPTER II. P. 111. 


Andrei. The old prince’s incredulity. His forgetfulness. His will. 

CHAPTER III. P. 115. 

The prince’s instructions to Alpafcuitch. The prince retires. A vision of 
the past. Potemkin (Pat-yom-km). 

CHAPTER IV. P. 118. 

Princess Mariya writes to the governor. Alpatuitch’s departure. The 
hells. The crops. Journey to Smolensk (Smal-yensk). The tavern-keeper 
Ferapontof. Gossip. Alpatuitch’s interview with the governor. Baron 
Asche. The Baron’s message. Barclay de Tolly’s false “ order of the day.” 
Scenes in Smolensk. Ferapontof thrashes his wife. The price of wheat. 
Story of Matvydi Ivanuitch Platof. The cannonade. In the cellar. The 
conflagration. Plundering Ferapontofs shop. Prince Andrei meets Alpa- 
tuitch. Berg’s misplaced zeal. Prince Andrei’s message to his sister. 

CHAPTER V. r. 129. 

The retreat. The drought. Prince Andrei’s popularity. His detour to 
Lmsiya Gorui. Scenes on the place. The little girls and the plums. The 
men bathing. Chair a canon. Letter from Prince Bagration to Arakcheyef. 

. CHAPTER VI. P.135. 

Matter and form. Anna Pavlovna’s salon in 1812. Ellen’s clique. Prince 
Vasili as go-between* Vhomme de beancoup de merits. Criticisms on 
Kutuzof. Kutuzof made Prince (Kniaz). Change in opinion. Ill breeding 
of the homme de beaueonp de mdrite. 

CHAPTER VII. P. 140. 

Was Napoleon lured on to Moscow ? Thiers’s opinion. Napoleon’s order. 
Moscon! Napoleon’s conversation with Lavrushka. Thiers’s version of the 
; interview. 

* This peculiarity of Prince Bolkonsky is evidently imitated from Napoleon at St. 
Helena ; see Boumenne’s Memoirs. 
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CHAPTER VIII. p. 144. 

Prince Bolkonsky arms the landwohr. Princess Mariya refuses to 
The stroke of paralysis. Taken to Boguch&ovo. The chinS* lit 
hopes. Her remorse. Her farewell interview with her father. ' IBs affec 
tion for her. His death. His appearance on the death-bed. Onthe catt 

CHAPTER IX. P. 153. 

Characteristics of the Boguoharovo peasantry. The anrirmeh At a„« 
Christ. Drdnushka. The stlrosta. Hil excases for not S» >f h ^J* 
Conversation between Yakof Alpatuitch and liron mnK,iung horses. 

CHAPTER X. P. 158. 

Princess Mariya. Her interview with Mile. Bonrienne. Bouricnne 
urges her to accept General Rameau’s protection. Princess Mariya’s indie- 

ss- ssstrer 1 

CHAPTER XI. P. 163. 

The gathering of the peasants. Princess Mariya’s speech. The represen- 
tative of her family. Misunderstanding. p ne represon 

CHAPTER XII. P. 166. 

Princess Mariya’s retrospection. Midnight at Boguoharovo. Review of 
Il©r latll©r S 11 II 16 SS. 

CHAPTER XIII. P. 168. 

NftgWi and Ilyin visit Bogucharovo. Nikolai and the drunken men. 
Nikolai and Alpatuitch. Dron sides with the peasants. Nikolai’s interview 
with Princess Mariya. His courtesy. 

CHAPTER XIV. P. 1T3. . 

Nikolai manages the insurgent- peasants. Escorts Princess Marfva to 
Yankoyo. Her gratitude. Romance. Nikolai loses his temper. 

;|| ' • ' l CHAPTER XV. P. 178.' 

Prince Andrei joins Kutuzof at Tsareyo-Zaimishchi. Denisof again. 
Denisof s bold scheme. Arrival of Kutuzof.. His appearance. Sorrow at 
Prince Bolkonsky’s^death. Denisof broaches his scheme. Kutuzof trans- 
acts business. Kutuzof’s scorn of sense and science. German punctilio. 

CHAPTER XVI. P. 184. 

Interview between Prince Andrei and Kutuzof. Kutdzof cunctator. 

' lime and patience. 55 His genuine Russian character. “Don't. 55 

CHAPTER XVII. P.188. 

k*l e . ijl Moscow. The two voices. Bostdpehin's placards. Karnuslika 
Ch:gmn. Shmshin’s jest. Picking lint. Pines for talking French. Gos- 
sip concerning the Rostofs. Nikolai and Princess Mariya. 
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CHAPTER XVIII* 

False reports. Pierre's doubts. The princess's alarm. Pierre remains in 
Moscow. Difficulty in raising money. Leppich’s balloon, Alexander’s let- 
ter to Rostopchin. The flogging of a French cook. Pierre’s coachman Yev- 
staf yevitch . Pierre at Perkhushkovo. Pierre hears of the battle of Borodinu. 
Pierre at Mozhaisk. The joy of sacrifice. 


CHAPTER XIX. P. 198. 

Borodino, September 7, 1812. Discussion of the advantages of Borodino. 
The result. Risk to Napoleon. Comparison between war and checkers. 
Absurdity of the historians. Description of the battle. Sketch of the battle- 
field. The fallacy. Proofs. Necessity of shielding Kutuzof . The real state 
of the case. 

CHAPTER XX. P. 20-1. 

Pierre leaves Mozhaisk. The train of wounded. The cavalry regiment. 
The singers. Pierre and the soldier's. Pierre and the doctor. Pierre’s reflec- 
tions before the battle. Pierre reaches Gorki. The landwehr at work on the 
fortifications. 

CHAPTER XXI. P. 208. 

Bird’s-eye view of the battle-field. The officer’s account of the Russian 
position. The procession of the Iverskaya Virgin. The field Te Deum. 
Kutuzof before the ikon. 


T 
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CHAPTER XXII. P. 212. 

Boris Drubetskdi. Proposes to Pierre to witness the battle with Benig- 
sen’s staff. Criticises Kutuzof. Paisi Sergeyevitch Kaisarof. Kutuzof 
summons Pierre, Dolokhof again. Marin’s poem. Doldkhof apologizes. 
Benigsen’s invitation. 

CHAPTER XXIII. P. 21G. 

Riding round the lines. The Kurgannaya battery. Bagration’s fitches. 
The hare. Benigsen changes one of Kutuzof ’s dispositions. 

1 ' v chapter xxiv. p. 218 . 

Prince Andrei at Kniazkovo. New views of life, love, and death. Cap- 
tain Timokhin. Pierre arrives. Prince Andrei’s annoyance. 


CHAPTER XXV. P. 221. 




Discussion of men and measures. Timdkhin’s pun. “ A skilful com- 
mander.” Prince Andrei on Barclay de Tolly. Prince Andrei’s science of 
war. Those who win. Woltzogen and Klauzewitz ride by. A fragment of 
talk. “ No quarter.” Significance of the war. Latent heat of patriotism. 
Prince Andrei’s idea of war. Good-by.” Prince Andrei’s recollections of 
Natasha. Why he loved her. 


CHAPTER XXVI. P. 229. 

Napoleon’s camp at Valuyevo. Napoleon at his toilet. The Empress’s 
gift. Gerard’s portrait. The King of Rome. Making history. Enthusiasm 
in the French army. 
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CHAPTER XXVII. P. 233. 

Tho day "before < Borodino'. Napoleon’s actions. His dispositions. The 
famous plan. Criticism of the plan. "Why tho various details failed to he 
carried out. 

CHAPTER XXVIII. P. 236. 

Napoleon’s influenza. Effect on the battle. Was a negligent valet the 
savior of Russia ? Fatalism in history. Napoleon as the representative of 
Power. A fictitious commander. 


CHAPTER XXIX. P. 239. 


Napoleon before the battle. “The chessmen are set.” His coolness. 
“ Fortune is a fickle jade.” Definition of “ our bodies.” “The art of war.” 
The signal guns. 

CHAPTER XXX. P. 242. 

Pierre views the battle-field from the hill. Magnificence of the panorama. 
The firing. 

CHAPTER XXXI. P. 245. 

Pierre at the bridge. Under fire. Le bapteme du feu. Pierre at the 
Kurgan. Adopted by the artillerymen. Scraps of conversation. Lack of 
ammunition. Death of the little officer. Pierre goes after ammunition. 
Stunned. 

CHAPTER XXXII. P. 253. 

The struggle in the battery. Yermblofs charge. 


CHAPTER XXXIII. P. 255. 

Chief action of Borodino. Napoleon’s enforced ignorance. Impossibility 
of directing such a battle. The domain of death. 


CHAPTER XXXIV. P. 259. 

Re-enforcements. Napoleon’s indecision. Napoleon and Belliard. Beaus- 
set proposes breakfast. Napoleon like a gambler. Meaning of the long- 
deferred victory. Napoleon inspects the field. Wholesale butchery. 



CHAPTER XXXV. P. 264. 

Kutuzof. The German generals. Shcherbmin’s report. Woltzogen’s 
despair. Kutuzof s indignation. Rayevsky. Esprit du corps. 


■ CHAPTER XXXVI. P. 268. 

Prince Andrei with the reserve under fire. Incidents. The cinnamon- 
colored puppy. The hunch of wormwood. The bursting shell. Prince 
Andre'i wounded. Carried to the field lazaret, 
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CHAPTER XXXVII. P. 273. 

The general impression. The Tatar under the probe. Recollections of 
childhood. AnatoFs leg amputated. Natasha. 


CHAPTER XXXVIII. P. 270. 

Napoleon’s sang-froid. Consents to a massing of artillery. Napoleon’s 
St, Helena judgment of the Russian war. 




I 
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CHAPTER XXXIX. P. 280. 

After the battle. The message of the rain. Reasons for quiescence. 
Would the battle have been won had Napoleon used his Old Guard? 
Exhaustion of the French morals. What is victory . The wounded beast 
of prey. Consequence of the battle. 


PART III. 

CHAPTER I. Page 283. 


Continuous motion. Achilles and the tortoise. The law of infinitesimals. 
Reasons for the national movement, 1800-1812. Fallacies. Simultaneous 
causes. The proper course of history. 

CHAPTER II. P. 286. 

The law of velocity applied to the Invasion. The “ beast ” fatally wounded. 
Kutuzof’s report of victory. Why no attempt to fight another battle was 
made. Conditions which hedge a commander. Criticisms on Kutuzof. 
The decision to abandon Moscow* When really made. 


CHAPTER III. P. 290. 

Kutdzof on Pakldnnaya Hill. Council of war. The various groups. 
Benigsen’s zeal to defend Moscow. His motive. Rutuzof cuts short the 
discussion. 


CHAPTER IV. P. 293. 



The council at Savostyanof s cottage. Little Malasha. The participants : 
Kafsarof, Yermdlof, Barclay de Tolly, Uvarof, Dokhturof, Ostermann- 
Tolstoi, Konovnitsnin, Benigsen. The question broached. Moscow prac- 
tically abandoned. Dispute between the little grandfather and Long- 
Skirt.” Final decision. 

CHAPTER V. P. 297. 

Rostopchin’s behavior. The people. Russian fatalism. Why 5^ 
rich abandon Moscow? Its majestic significance. Count Rostopchins 
behavior. His doggerel. Like a child. 
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CHAPTER VI. P. 300. 

Ellen’s dilemma. The old grandee or the young prince. Her ultimatum. 
Her belief m her own prerogative. Her arguments for divorce a let JSfarn - 
lean. Ellen and the Romanist priest. The result. Her conversion to 
Roman Catholicism. Her idea of religion. Venial sin. M. de Johert. 


CHAPTER VII. P. 303. 

I Ellen’s scheme. Gossip. Marya Aklirosimova’s frankness. Prince 

M Vasili’s advice. _ Bilibin’s suggestion. His bon mot. Ellen’s mother. 

A Her jealousy. Visit from the Prim. Ellen’s diplomacy. Her letter to 

Pierre. 

CHAPTER VIII. P, 307. 

Pierre after the battle. The three soldiers. Pierre joins them. Returns 
to Mozhaisk. Discovered by his man. 


f CHAPTER IX. P. 310. 

Subjective sensations. They. Pierre’s dream. The Benefactor. Con- 
fused waking. Pierre sets forth from MozMisk. News. 


CHAPTER X. P. 313. 

(September 11, 1812.) Pierre summoned before Rostopchin at Sokolnild. * 
The ante-room. The bulletin. Rumors -about Pierre’s divorce. Veresh- 
chagin the traitor. Anecdotes, Kliucharef. 


CHAPTER XI. P. 316. 

Pierre before Rostopchin. Advised to leave Moscow, Goes home. 
Reads his wife’s letter. Pierre’s disappearance. 


CHAPTER XII. P. 319. 

The Countess Rostdva’s anxiety about her sons. Her predilection for 
Petya. Petya with Obolyenskv’s Cossacks. His independence. Humors 
J % in Moscow. Packing up. Sonya’s practical activity. Her melancholy. 
Natasha’s gayety. Reasons for it. 


CHAPTER XIII. P. 323. 



Scene at the Rostbfs’ (Sept. 11, 1812). Getting ready to start. Natasha’s 
idleness. Arrival of the wounded train. Mavra Kuzmmitehna. Natasha 
invites them in. Extorts her mother’s permission. The count’s agitation. 
Petya’s budget of nows. The countess’s wile. , 


CHAPTER XIV, P. 327. 

Hastening preparations. Natasha suddenly shows her capacity. Success 
in packing. Arrival of Prince Andrei. 
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CHAPTER XV. P. 330. 

“Last clay ” of Moscow. Indications. Value of teams. The demand on 
the count. The count yields. The countess’s indignation. 


CHAPTER XVI. P. 333. 

Arrival of Berg. Bergs present position. His account of affairs. Asks 
a favor. The chiffonier. Natasha’s outburst. “The eggs teach the old 
hen.” The order to unpack. The teams given over to the wounded. 


CHAPTER XVII. P. 339. 

Sdnya learns of Prince Andrei’s presence. She tells the countess. Nata- 
sha suspects something. The farewell prayer. The departure. Natasha 
discovers Pierre in peasant costume. The interview. Pierre’s confusion. 
Natasha wishes she were a man. 


CHAPTER XVIII. P. 344. 

Account of Pierre’s motions. Bazdeyef’s hooks. Gerasim. Makar Alek- 
seyevitch Bazdeyef. The library. Pierre incognito . 

CHAPTER XIX. P. 347. 

(Sept. 13, 1812.) The Russian troops evacuate Moscow. Napoleon on 
Salutation Hill. September weather. View of Moscow. Moscou as a de- 
flowered virgin. Napoleon’s ruminations. His prospective speech. Non- 
appearance of the expected deputation. Alarm of the suite. Moscow 
deserted. Advance on the city. Le ridicule . 


CHAPTER XX. P. 351. 

Comparison of deserted Moscow to a queenless bee-hive, 
informed. A fiasco. 


Napoleon 


CHAPTER XXI. P. 354. 

The Russian soldiery leaving Moscow. Plundering. The glimpse of 
convicts. Attempts to stop looting. Appeal of the pimply merchant. 
Attempts to bribe. Comical scene at the bridge. 


CHAPTER XXII. P. 357. 

The Rostdf mansion. Ignat and Mishka. Mavra Kuzmfnitchna brings 
order out of chaos. Count Eostdf’s nephew (?). Mavra Kuzmfnitchna gives 
him money. 

CHAPTER XXIII, P. 359. 

The kabak on the Varvarka. The factory hands. The dispute between 
the leather worker and the smith. The row. Oil to Rostopchin’s. The 
growing mob. EostopehiiTs placard of Sept. 11. The chief of police. Cheat- 
ing the mob, ' 
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CHAPTER XXXV. P. 364. 

Rostdpchin returns to Moscow. His indignation. Letter from Kutuzof. 
Criticism upon Rostupchm’s conduct. Self-constituted director of popular 
sentiment. His orders to the different nachalniks. Lunatics and convicts 
released. 

CHAPTER XXV. P. 368. 

The pilot of the ship, of state. Political storm. Bostdpehin and the moh. 
Young Vereshchagin ( Vee-resh-tchah-fjeen). Rostdpchin offers a scapegoat. 
“ One God over us.” The crime. Murder of Vereshchagin. The frenzied 
moh. The factory hand rescued. Remorse. Rostdpchin’s escape. His ter- 
ror. Consoling thoughts. Le bien publique . The escaped lunatics. The 
lunatic’s address to Rostdpchin, Rostdpchin and Kutuzof on the Yauza 
bridge. Kutuzof’s lie : “ We will not give up Moscow.” 


CHAPTER XXVI. P. 377. 

Entrance of the French. Murat. The Kreml closed. The barricade. 
The defence, The skirmish. The flight of jackdaws. Thiers’s description, 
Soldiers in the Senate Place. Disintegration of the French army. Fable 
of the monkey. Comparison of the French army to a herd of famished 
cattle. Water in sand. Generals in the carriage mart. Cause of the burn- 
ing of Moscow. 

CHAPTER XXVII. P. 383. 

Pierre’s abnormal state of mind. IJRusse Besuhof, His plan of assassi- 
nating Napoleon. Reasons for his zeal. Pierre’s rehearsal. Makar Alek- 
seyeyitch gets possession of his pistol. Gerasim tries to disarm him. The 
scuffle. Arrival of the French. 


CHAPTER XXVIII. P. 387. 

The gallant Capitaine Bamball. Makar fires the pistol. Pierre saves the 
officer’s life. His gratitude. A. Frenchman’s magnanimity. The refection. 


CHAPTER XXIX. P. 390. 

Monsieur Pierre. RamhaH’s politeness. His appetite. Kvas. Bamball's 
description of his battles. “ Where are the ladies of Moscow ? ” ** Paris the 
capital of the world.” The emperor. Bamball’s enthusiasm. The Wiirt- 
tembcrg hussars. Pierre realizes his own weakness. The captain’s praise 
of the Germans. “ Refuge ” in German. Bamball’s sympathy. Story of 
his life. His gallant adventures. Amour ! Pierre unbosoms himself. The 
beginning of the conflagration. • 


CHAPTER XXX. P. 401. 

The Bostbfs on their journey. Distant views of the conflagration. 


CHAPTER XXXI. P. 403. 

Sonya tells Natasha of Prince Andrei’s presence. Night in the Rostdfs’ 
room. Natasha eludes her mother. Visit to the wounded prince. His 
appearance, , 
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CHAPTER XXXII. P. 407. 

The course of Prince Andrei's illness. His illusions. The sphinx. 
Abnormal condition of his mind. What is love? Natasha appears. Be- 
comes bis nurse. 

CHAPTER XXXIII. P.413. 

(Sent. 15, 1812.) Pierre’s awakening and remorse. The fires. Pierre sets 
forth to find the Emperor. His abstraction . Scene near Prmce Gruzinsky’s 
(Prince of Georgia): The Anferof family., Marya Nikolayevna’s grief. 
Pierre accompanies Aniska in search of Katitchka. The burning house. 
The pillagers. The good-natured Frenchman. Rescue or jiatitcn&a. 

CHAPTER XXXIV. P. 420. 

Disappearance of the eliinovnik’s family. The Armenians. The beauti- 
ful Jr a. The robbery. Pierre to the rescue. Pierre arrested by the 
Uhlans. Taken to the Zubovsky Val. 


VOL. IV. — PART I. 

CHAPTER I. Page 1. 

Life in St. Petersburg in 1812. The Empress and the Empress dowager. 
A reception at Anna Pavlovna’s. The metropolitan’s letter. Prince Vasili 
as a reader. His art. Ellen’s illness^ Gossip. t Anna I avlovna crushes the 
indiscreet young man. R ill bin’s witticism. 1 rmce Ippolit s attempt at wit. 
The letter. Anna Pavlovna’s presentiment. 

CHAPTER II. P. 5. 

Tho Te Deum. News of the battle of Borodino. Sorrow; over Kutaisof’s 
death. The countess’s death. Count Rostopcbin’s complaint to the Tsar. 
Tho Emperor’s rescript. 

CHAPTER III. P. 8. 

Official report of the abandonment of Moscow. Colonel Michaud’s inter- 
view with the Emperor. His jest. Alexander’s emotion. 'His vow. 

CHAPTER IV. P. 11. 

Historical perspective. Private interests. Profitless efforts. Useless 
members of society. Comparison between talkers and doers. Nikolai sent 
to Voronezh. His delight at the change. Interviews with officials. The 
commander of the landwehr. The landed proprietor. The horse trade. 
Reception at the governor’s. Provincial life in 181m. Nikolais popularity. 
His skill as a dancer. The pretty blonde. 

CHAPTER V. P, 10. 

Nikolai’s flirtation. Nikita Ivanovitch. Anna Ignatyevna Malvmtseva. 
The governor’s wife scolds Nikolai, Proposes that he should marry Princess 
Mariya. Nikolai’s frankness. 
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CHAPTER VI. P. 20. 

Princess Mariya at her aunt’s. The unstable equilibrium of her em ->tions. 
Interview with Nikolai. Her graceful manners. The alabaster lamp. Nik- 
olai’s perplexity. His ideal of the married state. The service at the cathe- 
dral. Nikolai comforts the princess. Impression made upon him. 


•CHAPTER VII. P. 24. 

Nikolai’s comparison between Sonya and Mariya. His prayer and the 
answer. Letters from home. ‘ ' 

CHAPTER VIII. P. 29. 

The explanation of Sonya's letter. Her self-sacrifice. Talk with Nata- 
sha at Troitsa. Reminiscences of Twelfth Night. 


CHAPTER IX. P. 33. 

Pierre in the guard-house. Tried as an incendiary. The judicial gutter. 
Transferred to the coach-house. 

CHAPTER X. P. 3G. 

Pierre brought before the marshal. Glimpses of the burnt city. The 
wrecked Russian nest. French order. Davoust and Pierre. Saved by a 
look. Doubts. The chain of events. 


CHAPTER XI. P. 40. 

The execution in the Dievitchye Pole. The prisoners. “ Two at a time.” 
“No. 5.” Buried alive. 

CHAPTER XII. P. 44. 

Reprieved. The balagan. Platon Karatayef. The pink puppy. Kara- 
tayefs proverbs. The story of his life. His prayer. 


CHAPTER XIII. P. 49. 

Karatayef as the embodiment of the truly Russian, His general rotundity. 
His peculiarities. Life. 

CHAPTER XIV. P. 52. 

Princess Mariya plans to go to ber brother, Her outfit. Her firmness of 
purpose. Her feelings toward Nikolai. Arrival at Yaroslavl. Meeting 
with the Iiostdf family. The old countess. Sonya. Change in the count, 
Natasha . Understandings. 

CHAPTER XV. P. 58. , ' 



Princess Mariya sees her brother. His lack of interest in all earthly 
things, Nikolushka. 


CHAPTER XVI. P. 62. 

Change in Prince Andrei. His realization of death. Love. Andrei and 
Natasha. His strange dream. “It”. The awakening from life into death, 
The farewell. Death, 
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PART II. 


CHAPTER I. Page 69. 

Association of cause and effect. The will of historical heroes. The flank 
movement. Criticisms on the historians. The possibility of other results. 
The war council at Fili. The real reason for abandoning direct retreat. Ex 
post facto judgments. 

CHAPTER XX. P. 72. 

The chango of route. Kutuzof at Tarutino. His peculiar merit, Lauris- 
ton’s errand. The cry of the wounded Beast. “The spirit of the people.” 
Changed relations of the armies. The chime of bells. 


CHAPTER XXX. P. 75. 

The directors of the Russian army. Changes in the staff. Intrigues. 
The Emperor’s letter to Kutuzof. The Cossack Shapovalof. The battle. 
Kutuzof s inability to restrain the army. Consenting to a fait accompli , 

CHAPTER IV. P. 77. 

Kutuzof signs the order drawn up by Toll. Admirable plan. Feasibility. 
The messenger in search of Yermolof. The ball at General Kikm’s. Dan- 
cing the Triepaka. 

CHAPTER V. P. 79. 

Kutuzof sets forth. The misunderstanding. His fury. Eichen and 
Captain Brozin. Repentance. 

CHAPTER VI. P. 81. 

The rendezvous. Count Orlof-Denisof. The Polish deserter. The pro- 
jected attack on Murat. “Too late.” Called back. The charge. Pris- 
oners. Murat’s narrow escape. Cossack plunders. Failure of the plan. 
Bagavut and Toll. Tarutino. 

CHAPTER VII. P. 85. 

Kutuzof s nonchalance. Result of the battle of Tarutino. The essential 
condition of any battle. Impossibility to control forces. Paradoxical value 
of the battle of Tarutino. 

CHAPTER VIII. P. 87. 

Napoleon at Moscow, Brilliancy of his position. Stupidity of his actual 
course. His genius and activity. 



CHAPTER IX. P. 89. 

Napoleon’s actions. Captain Yakdvlef sent to Petersburg. Matters mili- 
tary, diplomatic, judicial, administrative, etc. Proclamations. Thiers’s 
“ eloquent narrative.” 

CHAPTER X. P. 92. . " ; , 

Failure of his projects. Reports of French officials. The wounded Beast. 
Napoleon’s power. 


m 
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CHAPTER XX. P. 96. 

mi 1812.) Pierre in tlie balagan. Tho pink puppy. Pierre’s dress 

The change m him. Indian Summer (Babye lieto). 1 Cornoral St n>kS' 
Karatayef and the French soldier. The new shirt?' P ht Xhoma3 - 



CHAPTER XIX. P. 101. 

• Privations. The secret of life. The concept “happiness.” Hones for 
the future. Pierre’s standing among tho prisoners. 11 nopes 101 

CHAPTER XIII. P. 101. 

.Tl* e s '°k soldier Sokdlof. The corporal. The 
fateful force. Off. Burnt Moscow. The corpse. 1 0 

CHAPTER XIV. P. 107. 

° f th ° H0rSe - flesh ’ 


CHAPTER XV. P. 112. 

Napoleon s second letter. Defensive operations demanded. Dokhturof 
sent against Broussier. Character of Dokhturofi An unsun® hero The 
silent motor and the shaving. Bolkhoyitfnof sent to head^Sters for orders! 

CHAPTER XVI. P. 115. 

ohMacto^At^words’^iints. 116 ^ 11111 * 61 ' 3 ' ShcUerWnin - Konovnitsuin’s 


CHAPTER XVII. P. in. 

mr.?5!j Z0 ^ c Ti 111 , 0 an ? P%i' enp . e - His views concerning the wounded Beast. 
The desire of Ins heart. Hearing the news. How affected. 

CHAPTER XVIII. P. 121. 

, . Kutuzof ’s efforts to prevent active operations. Criticisms on Napoleon’s 
reteeatT 118 ' LHourrah de Wmpereur. 1 Napoleon’s timidity? DeSdes to 

CHAPTER XIX. P. 122. 

The objective M a journey. Limited perspective. Power increased in 
Kutuzof resists offensive operations. The fatal road to 
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PART III. 

CHAPTER I. Page 126. 

Philosophy of conquest. Fallacy of the ordinary theory. t The duellist 
out of rule. The club. Irregular warfare. Honor to the Russians. 

CHAPTER II. P. 129. 

Partisan warfare. The unknown quantity. Spirit of the army. Tactics. 


CHAPTER III. P. 131. 

Organization of the partisan warfare. Dayiudof. Different bands. Be- 
nfsof in the forest. Plan to join forces with Dolokhof. 200 vs. loQO. Cap- 
turing a tongue.” 

CHAPTER IV, P. 135. 

Denfsofs band. The esaul Mikhail Feoldatuitch Lovaiski. The French 
drummer hoy. Arrival of Petya Rostdf. 


CHAPTER V. P. 139. 

Reconnaissance of Shamshevo. Escape of Tikhdn Shclierbatof. Tikhon’s 
character, 

CHAPTER VI. P. M2. 

Tikhon relates his experiences. 

CHAPTER VII. P. 145. 

Pdtya’s career. Scene at the forest izba. Petya’s generosity. “I like 
something sweet.” Vincent Bosse; Vesennui. 


CHAPTER VIII. P. 148. 

Dolokhof’ s arrival. Petya volunteers to enter the French lines. Dold- 
khof’s treatment of prisoners. 



CHAPTER IX. P. 151. 

The visit to the French camp, Doldkhof s audacity. Petya’s enthusiasm. 


CHAPTER X. P. 154, 

Petya returns. Illusions. The orchestral concert. The sharpened sabre, 
Dawn in the woods. 
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CHAPTER XI. P. 159. 

The start. The signal. The attack. Petya killed. Demsof’s sorrow. 
Pierre set free. 

* CHAPTER XII. P. 102. 

Pierre’s experiences. Karatayef. Sufferings. The power of vitality. 


CHAPTER XIII. P. 165. 

Sierui. Karatayef s story of the merchant unjustly punished. 


CHAPTER XIV. P. 168, 

The marshal. Execution of Karatayef. The soldiers. 


CHAPTER XV. P. 170. 

Pierre’s dream of life. The liquid sphere. Rude awakening. Breams. 
Liberation. Burial of Petya. 

CHAPTER XVI, P. 172. 

Beginning of cold weather. Melting away of the French army. Ber- 
thier’s letter to Napoleon. 

CHAPTER XVII. P. 174. 

Relations of the French and Russian armies. Blind-man’s-buff. Flight 
of the French. Escape of Napoleon. 

■k y ‘ CHAPTER XVIII. P. 176. 

Criticism upon historians who consider the action of the masses subser- 
vient to the will of one man. The ugly truth. Greatness. 

CHAPTER XIX. I\ 178. 

* Why the Russians failed to cut oil the French. Reply to the historians. 

Object of the campaign. Senseless reasons. Comparison of cattle in a gar- 
den. Impossibility of cutting off an army. Difficulty of the march, 

t 



PART IV. 


CHAPTER I. Page 183. 

Horror of death. Natasha and Princess Marfya. Effect of Prince 
Andrei’s death. The necessity of living. Natasha’s retrospection. The 
solution of the mystery. Bad news. 



* CHAPTER 

Natasha’s mental state. Effect of 
the countess. Re-action. 
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CHAPTER III. P. 189. 

Natasha’s influence over lier mother. Healing of Natasha’s heart wound. 
Her friendship with Princess Mariya. The mutual love of women. Nata- 
sha’s health. ; 

CHAPTER IV. P. 192. 

The Russians pursue the French. Losses of the Russians. Direction of 
Kutuzof’s intuitions. His efforts. Skirmish at Krasnoye. Criticisms on 
Kutuzof. 


CHAPTER V. P. 195. 

Eulogy of Kutuzof s character. Reasons for the choice of him as leader 
of the popular war. 

CHAPTER VI. P. 199. 

(Nov. 17, 1812.) After the battle. Kutuzof J s speech. His emotion. 
Popular enthusiasm. 

CHAPTER VII. P.202. 


A snowy night in camp. The wattled hedge. 


CHAPTER VIII. P. 205. 
Camp scenes. The dance and song. Soldiers’ gossip. 


CHAPTER IX. P. 209. 

Captain Kamball. Kindly received. Morel sings. Zaletayef tries to 
sing French. The stars. 

CHAPTER X. P. 211. 

The passage of the Borosina. Pf uhl’s scheme. The fatal impetus. 
Kutuzof blamed. “The golden bridge.” Kutuzof loses his temper. At 
Vilno. Received by Chitchagof. Kutuzof s life at Vilno. Arrival of the 
Emperor, Effect on Kutuzof. Alexander offers blame. The decoration. 


CHAPTER XI. P. 217. 

Kut Azof’s banquet. The Emperor’s covert politeness. The war not 
ended. Kutdzof a stumbling-block. Reconstituting the staff. “ 111 health ,J 
an excuse. The European significance of the movement. ' Death of Kutuzof. 


CHAPTER XII. P. 219. 

Pierre’s illness. Dim recollections. Awakening to new life. The joyous 
sense of freedom. His faith in an everywhere present Cod. The simple 
answer, 
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CHAPTEB XIII. P. 222. 

Chang© in Pierre. His cousin the princess. His servant Terentii. The 
doctor’s enthusiasm. The Italian officer’s devotion to him. Villarsky. 
Pierre’s gentleness of judgment. “ To give or not to give.” New standards. 
The French colonel refused. Pierre’s losses. His wife’s debts. His head 
overseer Savelyiteh, Views of Bussia. 


CHAPTEB XIV. P. 227. 

Comparison of Moscow to an ant-hill. The “ something indestructible.” 
The population. Plundering. Comparison between the pillage of the French 
and Bussians, Bestoration of order. 


CHAPTEB XV. P. 230. 

(February, 1815.) Pierre in Moscow. Calls upon Princess Mariya. The 
“kompanyonka.” The rusty door. Natasha. Pierre’s delight. Change in 
Natasha. 

CHAPTEB XVI. P. 233. 

Condolence. Story of Prince Andrei’s death. Natasha’s narration. 


CHAPTEB XVII. P. 236. 

A midnight supper. Ke-action after a solemn talk. Marya Avramovna’s 

f ossip. ‘ ‘An interesting personage. ” Pierre’s reflection on his wife’s death. 

lerre relates the story of his captivity. Effect of a genuine woman. Nata- 
sha’S intuitions. Princess Mariya’s forecast. Pierre’s self-gratulation on his 
experiences. Natasha hursts into tears. Is Prince Andrei to be forgotten ? 
“Pierre’s moral bath.” 

CHAPTEB XVIII. P.241. 

Pierre’s resolution. Postpones his journey to Petersburg. Offers Savel- 
yitch his freedom. Savelyiteh advises him to marry. Pierre’s cousin fails to 
understand. Love changes the world. Burnt Moscow. Dreams. Natasha 
transformed. Embarrassment. Pierre confides in Princess Manya. “I 
shall await your return with impatience.” 


CHAPTEB XIX. P. 247. 
Pierre’s joyous insanity. His judgments of men. 


CHAPTEB XX. P. 249. 

The change in Natasha, Princess Mariya’s amazement. 
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CHAPTER I. Page 251. 

(1819.) The storm-tossed historical sea. Re-action and 
ander I, Reproaches on his re-actionary tendencies, 
humanity. The activity o! Napoleon and Alexander. 


progress. Alex- 
The welfare of 


CHAPTER II. P. 254. 

Chance. Genius. The parable of the fattened sheep. Facts and objects. 


CHAPTER III. P. 256. 

tovements of the nations. Rdsumd of Napoleon’s life. The man 
The readiness of the forces. The movement from west to east. 


The new upheaval. The return of the man of c 
Fate. Resume of Alexander’s career. Dual relati 
final object of bees. 

CHAPTER V. P. 263. 

Natasha’s marriage. The Rostdf family. The cor 
NikoHi’s sense of honor. Inclemency of the debtors, 
character. Nikolai misanthropic. 

CHAPTER VI. P. 267. 

Princess Mariya’s call at the Rostofs’ . Nikolai’s 
urges Nikolai to call on the princess. Nikolais co 
straction. A personal turn to the conversation. An 


CHAPTER VII. P. 271. 

Tiage. His mode of conducting his estate, 
His rule of conduct. His world apart. G 
Mat.. His theories. 


m 
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CHAPTER X. P.284. 

Change in Natdsha. The old fire. A model wife and mother. Accom- 
plishments abandoned. Vital questions. The significance of marriage. 
Domesticity. Pierre’s subjection. Natasha’s logic. Seven years of mar- 
ried life. 

CHAPTER XI. P. 289. 

Pierre goes to Petersburg. His long stay. Natasha’s annoyance. The 
baby as a consolation. Pierre’s arrival. Natasha’s delight. A revulsion. 
A passing storm, 

CHAPTER XII. P. 293. 

Effect of Pierre’s arrival on the various members of the household. Prince 
Nikdlenka Bolkonsky. Gifts. The old countess. Second childhood. 


CHAPTER XIII. P. 298. 

The old countess’s moods. Anna Timofeyevna Byelova. Gossip. De- 
nfsof. The Bible Society. Dangerous ground. The children’s hour. The 
mysterious stocking. 

CHAPTER XIV. P. 301. 

Nikdlenka asks to stay with his elders. Demsof’s criticisms on the 
government. Rottenness in public affairs. The discussion. The secret 
society. Nikdlenka’s excitement. Nikolai’s threat. Natasha’s calming 
influence. The broken quills. 

CHAPTER XV. P. 306. 

Extracts from Countess Mariya’s journal. Nikolai’s approval. Plans for 
Nikdlenka. Domestic confidences. 


CHAPTER XVI. P. 311. 

Natasha and Pierre. Other domestic confidences. Would Karatayef 
approve ? A hint of jealousy.. Young Bolkonsky’s dream. His vow. 


PART XL 

CHAPTER I. Page 317. 

The object of history. The two schools of History. The chosen Man. 
The Will of the Divinity. The old theories still obtain. The movement 
of the nations. Legitimate questions. The New History’s statement of 
facts. A caricature disclaimed. “What force moves the Nations?” A 
new force. 

CHAPTER II. P. 322. 

Contradictory views. Thiers and Lanfrey. General historians. Power 
and its factors. Personal power. Historians of culture. Intellectual activ- 
ity. The Contrat Social. Faulty reasoning. 
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CHAPTER III. P. 326. 

The parable of the locomotive. The idea of Power. Metaphor of money. 


CHAPTER IV. P. 328. 

Two alternatives. Power given by God. Moral superiority. The Science 
of Law. Accumulated wills. Napoleon as a representative. Fallacies, The 
three answers. Criticism upon them. Parable of the botanist. The life of 
nations not expressed in historical characters. Abstractions. The Crusades. 
Distinction between personal biographies and real history. 


CHAPTER V. P. 335. 

The parable of the herd. Reasoning in a circle; “Power is Power.” Is 
Power only a word ? Men and commands. Miracles. Power not the cause 
of events. Continuity in time. Connection between commander and com- 
manded. 

CHAPTER VI. P. 338. 

What is a command? Mistaken conception. The expedition against 
England. Infeasible commands. Metaphor of the stencil plate. Associa- 
tion and co-operation. Commanders and workers. Illustration : the army. 
The cone. The universality of this mutual relationship. The concept 
“Power.” 

CHAPTER VII. P. 342. 

Further illustrations of Power. Men who do the planning and justifying. 
Parable of the ship and the ripple. Events not dependent upon commands. 
The real answer to the question: “What is Power?” To the question; 
i( What force moves the nations ? ” The phenomena. 


CHAPTER VIII. P. 345. 

History concerned not alone with external phenomena. Free Will and 
Fate (Necessity). No example in History of free will. Apparent contra- 
diction. Consciousness. Will must be free. Will must be limited. Sub- 
jection to laws. The will and gravitation. Greater or less degrees of 
freedom. Theology, Law, Ethics, and History. Scorn for the “diffusion 
of literature.” The physicists. Laws of Necessity always recognized. Ab- 
surd ; ties of Evolution. Table of the Masons. 


CHAPTER IN. P. 350. 

Advantage of History as an empirical science. The reconciliation of the 
contradictions. Union of Free Will and Fate. Mutual variation. The 
standpoint. The three fundamental principles: Space, Time, and Caus- 
ality. Extenuating circumstances. Responsibility. 
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CHAPTER X. P. 355. 


* 


Grcatest possibie Freedom and Necessity, Absolute Freedom or Neces- 
sity unthinkable. Proof. Impossibility of being outside of spaced time and 
causality. Reason and consciousness. Substance and form. Comparison 
f ° rCe ° f FreC WilL The ^ee°«e 


CHAPTER XI. P. 361. 


How far Historyis a science. The grasping and definition of laws the 
object of History. The application of the theory of dmeSation. 


CHAPTER XII. P. 362. 


Th f ?OTi«or o /TheIw ' ™ he stru P le betwe ® n ««» old view and the new. 
i ne position oi 1 neology. The new theory not destructive. Astronomv nml 

History. Fallacious dictates of consciousness. What Is needed y 
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PRINCIPAL CHARACTERS IN “WAR 
AND PEACE.” 


Bezuklid'i : 
Bolkonsky; 


Bolkonskaya : 


Kuragin: 


Kuragina : 


Rostova: 


Drubdtskoi: 

Druhetskaya: 

Kardgioa; 

Mamontova; 


Denfsof; 

Doldkhof: 

Boldkhova: 


Count PWte (PtoTSiUOTWli (Kiriluitch). 

Prince An 0 d I ^ A (AndrirAndreyu S ha) Nikolayevltch (Nike 

afterwards Countess Bostova. 

Prince Vasili (Basil) Serge'yovitch (Serge'yitcli). 

Prince Ippolit Vasilyevitch. 

MncI^lInltEK Ellen, Lydlina, Lydlya) Vasilyevna, 
afterwards Countess Bezukkaya. 

Count Pidtr (Petya, Petrushka, Petenka) llyitoh. 

^V^“vierotchka) llyinitchna, after- 
Countoss^atlylWhalie, Natasha) ilyinitchna, afterwards 
Sd^rS^S^y^Sdnyushka) Aleksandrovna, the niece 

Dmitri 6 (Miteiika) Vasilyevitch, the adopted son and manager. 
Alphonse Karluitcli. 

Prince Boris (Bdrenka). 
t ; Princess Anna Mikhailovna. 

Mdrva LvdVna and her daughter. 

Julie, afterwards Princess Druketskaya. 

. Princess Yekatyerina (Ekaterina, Catherine, Katish, Katiche) 
Semyonovna. 

Princess Sdfya Semydnovna. Pierre’s cousins. 

Princess Olga Semyonovna. rierre s OOUb 

Yasili (Yaska) Feddorovitch. 

Feodor (Fedya) Ivanovitch, son of 

Marya Ivanovna. * 



Akhrasimova: Mdrya Dmitrievna. 
Shinshin: Piotr Nikola^cyitch. 

Timdkhin; Prdkhdr Ignatyevitch. 


PRINCIPAL CHARACTERS IN “ WAR AND PEACES 407 


Bazddyef : 6sip (Idsiph) Alekseyevitch (vol. ii. p. 68). 

Schubert: General Karl Bogdanovitch (Bogdanuitch). 

Peronskaya ; Marya Ignatyevna (vol. ii. p. 198). 

Ivaratayef : Platon (Platasha, Platoche), vol. iv. p. 45. 

Smolyaninof, Lieutenant Telyanin. 

Melyukova: Pelagaya Danilovna (vol. ii, p. 295). 

Scherer: Anna Pavlovna (Annette). 

Bourienne (Burienka) : Mile. Ame'lie. 

Mikhail Nikanorovitch (“ The Little Uncle ”)• 

Semyon Chekmar, Danilo (Danila) Terenyitch, Jfcduard Karluitch Dimmler, 

Zakhar, Luiza Ivanovna Schoss, Tiklion, Gerasim, Maksimka, Marya 
Bogdanovna the midwife, Feoktist the cook, Praskdvya Savishna the 
old nyanya, Ivanushka the old pilgrim, Fedosyushka, Father Amfilokhi, 

Mavrushka the inaid, Gerasim, the servant, Ilyushka the gypsy, Yakof 
Alpatuitch, Lavrushka, etc, 

i The Emperor Alexander Pavlovitch (Bomanof). 

The Emperor Napoleon Bonaparte. 

Mikhail Iliaronovitch Kutuzof. 

Pavel Ivanovitch Kutuzof (vol. iii. p. 178). 

1 Feodor Yasilyevitch Kostdpchin (Ras-tdp-tckin), vol. ii. p. 318. j 

Prince Adam Czartorm'sky ( Char-to-ns-ky ). 1 

Count Ostermann-Tolstdi. j 

General Prschebiszewsky {Presh-ev-sky). r 

Mikhail Mikhailovitch Speransky (vol. ii. p. 318). 1 

i Aleksei Andreyevitch Arakche'yef (vol. ii. p. 163). j 

General Miloradovitch. 

Yuri Vladimirovitch Dolgorukof or Dolgoruki. j 

Count Viazemsky. 

Prince Aleksandr Narnishkin. j# 

Feddor Petrdvitch Uvarof. ; 

General Benigsen (or Benningsen). I 

I Countess Potocka (. Pototska ). j 

I . Count Maikof . . ■ : j 

1 Prince Soltuikdf (Saltykoff). J 

Generals Winzengerdde, Barclay de Tolly (vol. iii. p. 38), Yermdlof, Count j 

I Orlof-Denfsof (vol. iv. p. 82), Poniatowsky (vol. iii. p. 202) , Novosfltrof , ! 

| Weirother, Balashof, Murat (vol. iii. p. 16, 378), Davoust (vol. iii. p. 18; j 

iv. 137), Pfuhl (Pfiihl) (vol, iii. p, 40) , Rumyantsof, Stoluxpin, Grand Duke t 

Konstantin Pavlovitch (vol. iii. p. 39), Potemkin (Pat-ydm-kin), Suvarof {: 

, ‘ (Suvarof, Suwarrow), etc- i 


.? 





PLACES MENTIONED. 
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Arbatskaya Square. 

Bezzilbovo, Bol shaya-Ordiiinka, Bdlshiya Mufti shchi. 

Bogucharovo, Bolotnaya Pldshcbad, Borodind, Bukarest. 

Dievitcliye Pole. 

Dorogomil(y)evskaya Barrier, Dorogobiizh, Drfssa. 

FiH, Fommskoye. 

Gbrki, Gostximui Dvor, Gridn(y)eva, Grechensky. 

llyinka Street. 

Ivan Veliki. 

Kaldtcha (R.), Kaluga, Kalazhskaya (barrier), Kamennui 6strof (Stone 
Island), Kammerkolezlisky (rampart), Kamiensko. 

Kief ( Keef ), Kitai-gorod, Kr emeu chug, Khamovniki, Kolyazin, Korckevo 
( Kor*4cky<S-va ), Korniki, Kostroma, Kudrina (St.). 

Kutafya gate, Kruimsky Brod (a pool or pond, now filled up), Konyuslien- 
naya (St.), Krasnaya Fakhra, Kniazkovo. 

Letashevko, Lubyanka, Ldbnoye Myesto, Lyadovskaya, Lui'siya Gdrui. 

Malo-Yardslavets, Malviya Mm'tishchi, Mfduin, Moskva (Moscow) River. 

Kikbla Y^vlenno'i Ndvoye, Novo-Dievitchy (Monastery). 

Oka (R.), Ostrdvno, Ostrdlenko, Otradnoye. 

Pakldnnaya (Salutation) Gdrui, Pa(o)varskaya (St.), Preobrazkenskoi (zhytfn), 
Prichfstensky (Boulevard). 

Perkhushkdvo, Podnovensky (St.). 

Radzivflof, Rykdnty. 

Saltanovo, Shevardino, Samarof . 

Sokdlmki, Semyondvskoye, Swienciany, Sukharef (Tower). 

Sdkolnitehye Pole, Skamskevo. 

Tsarevo-Zaimfshchi, Tatarinovo, Tverskaya (barrier), Tarutind. 

Tri Gdrui. 

Ukrai'na, IJtitsa, Uvarovo. 

Vilno (Wilna), Valakhia (Wallachia), Vozdvfzhenka (St.). 

Yorontsdvo, Yaluyevo, Vasili Blazhennui, Yorolyevin Gdrui (Sparrows 
Hills), Voron(y)e'zh. 

Yankdvo. ■ ' 

Yuklmovo. 


Znamenka, Zakharino, Zavarzino. 
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Edited by Mrs. William Sharp. 

Sonnets of this Century. With an 
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The Children of the Poets. An Anthology 

from English and American Writers of Three Centuries. Edited 
by Professor Eric S. Robertson. 

Sacred Song. A Volume of Religious 

Verse. Selected and arranged by Samuel Waddington. 

A Century of Australian Song. Selected 

and Edited by Douglas B. W. Sladen, B. A., Oxon. 

Jacobite Songs and Ballads. Selected 

and Edited, with Notes, by G. S. Macquoid. 

Irish Minstrelsy. Edited, with Notes and 

Introduction, by H. Halliday Sparling. 
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Ballads of the North Countrie. Edited, 

with Introduction, by Graham R. Tomson. 
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Small Crown Zvo. Printed on Antique Laid Paper> Cloth 
Elegant \ Gilt Edges , 6d» 

SUMMER 

LEGENDS.' 

'A 

By RUDOLPH BAUMBACH. 

f 

Translated by Mrs. HELEN B. DOLE. T 

This is a collection of charming fanciful stories translated fi| 
the German. In Germany they have enjoyed remarkable pcj 
larity, a large number of editions having been sold. Rudo 
Baumbach deals with a Wonderland which is all his own, thoi j 
he suggests Hans Andersen in his simplicity of treatment, i 
Heine in his delicacy, grace, and humour. These are sto* 
which will appeal vividly to the childish imagination, while ■. 
older reader will discern the satirical or humorous application tl 
underlies them. 

“ Baumbach is a poet, whose graceful fancy, originality, and kindly hum 
have gained him a wide regard in Germany, and these stories were well wc 
translating. . . . The translation, which has been excellently done, has ad< 
a little volume of real value to the collections of folk-tales accessible 
English readers." — Scottish Leader . 

“.Mrs. Helen B. Dole is to be congratulated on her translation 0 
collection of Rudolph Baumbach’s ‘Summer Legends/ "—Echo. 

(i * Summer Legends 5 is, indeed, one of the most charming books of 
season, and occupies quite a distinct position.” — Oxford Times . 

“The collection may fairly claim to add another to the few books for 
young which can be read with pleasure by the no-longer-young. The txz 
lation is well done.” — Scotsman. 

“The translation has been done with rare ease and happiness.” — Sri 
Weekly . 

London: Walter Scott, 24 Warwick Lane, Paternoster Row. 
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By MARK ANDRE RAFF ALOVICH. 

‘ Parchment Limp, y. 

EATH’S DISGUISES and Other Sonnets, 
; By frank t. marzials 

^ Crown 8 vo. Cloth, Price 3s. 6d. 

■ CAROLS, SONGS, AND BALLADS. 

: ' By JOSEPH SKIPSEY. 

Cloth Gilt, Price p. 

| LAST YEAR’S LEAVES. A 

By JOHN JERVIS BERESFORD, M.A. 

Square %vo, Cloth , Price 2 s. 6d. 

• LAYS OF THE HIGHLANDS AND 
j ISLANDS. 

By JOHN STUART BLACKIE, 

; Emeritus Professor of Greek in the University of Edinburgh. 

Crown 8vo, Cloth Gilt, Price 3s. 6d. 

] BALLADS AND OTHER POEMS. . 

By GEORGE ROBERTS HEDLEY. 


Edition de Luxe, 
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NEW BOOKLETS. 

Bound in White Grained Boards , with Gilt Lettering , 
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